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PUBLISHED   IN  1841,  184S. 


PREFACE 

TO 

THE    FIRST  VOLUME. 

Fmraso  it  to  be  tlie  wish  of  mj  Pablishen 
tbat  at  least  the  earlier  Tolmnes  of  this  ool- 
lection  sbonld  each  be  accompanied  bj  some 
prefatory  matter,  illnstrating,  bj  a  few  bio- 
graphical memoranda,  the  progrcae  of  my 
hmnble  literary  career,  I  hare  consented, 
dioagfa  not,  I  confess,  withoat  some  scrapie 
and  hesitation,  to  comply  with  their  request. 
In  no  country  is  there  so  mnch  cariosity  felt 
respecting  the  interior  of  the  lires  of  pnUic 
men  as  in  En^and;  but,  on  the  other  hand, 
in  no  country  is  he  who  yentores  to  tell  his 
own  story  so  little  nfe  from  the  impntation  of 
Tanity  and  self-di^ilay. 

The  whole  of  the  poems  contained  in  the 
first,  as  well  as  in  the  greater  part  of  the 
second,  Tolume  of  this  collection  were  written 
between  the  sixteenth  and  the  twenty-third 
year  of  the  anthor*s  age.  Bat  I  had  began 
sdU  earlier,  not  only  to  rhyme  bat  to  pablish. 
A  sonnet  to  my  schoolmaster,  Mr.  Samael 
Whyte,  written  in  my  fourteenth  year,  ap- 
peared at  the  time  in  a  Dublin  magazine, 
called  the  Anthologia, — the  first,  and,  I  fear, 
almost  only,  creditable  attempt  in  periodical 
literature  of  whidi  Irdand  has  to  boast.  I  had 
eren  at  an  earlier  period  (1793)  sent  to  thb 
two  short  pieces  of  Terse,  prefaced 


ootkm  of  thfi  tect  hM  M  tte  writer  of  a 

to  tb«  "  Fodut  Iditioa  '*  of  aqr  POMas, 

to  ilata  tkat  Brintky 


by  a  note  to  the  editor,  reqaesting  the  inser- 
tion of  the  **  following  attempts  of  a  yoathful 
muse;**  and  the  fear  and  trembling  with  which 
I  Tentured  upoa  thb  step  were  agreeably  dis- 
pelled, not  only  by  the  appearance  of  the  con- 
tribatioDs,  but  stfll  more  by  my  finding  mysdf^ 
a  few  months  after,  hailed  as  **  Our  esteemed 
correspondent,  T.  M."  • 

It  was  in  the  pages  of  this  publicatioa, — 
where  the  whole  of  the  poem  was  extracted, — 
that  I  first  met  with  the  Pleasures  of  Memory ; 
and  to  this  day,  when  I  open  the  Tolume  of 
the  Anthologia  which  contains  it,  the  yery 
form  of  the  type  and  colour  of  the  paper  brings 
back  yividly  to  my  mind  the  delight  with  which 
I  first  read  that  poem. 

My  schoolmaster,  Mr.  Whyte,  thoogh  amus- 
ingly Tain,  was  a  good  and  kind-hearted  man ; 
and,  as  a  teacher  of  public  reading  and  elocu- 
tion, had  long  enjoyed  considerable  reputa- 
tion. Nearly  thirty  years  before  I  became  his 
pupil,  Richard  Brinsley  Sheridan,  then  about 
eight  or  nine  years  of  age,  had  been  placed  by 
Mrs.  Sheridan  under  his  care*;  and,  strange 
to  say,  was,  after  about  a  year's  trial,  pro- 
nounced, both  by  tutor  and  parent,  to  be  **  an 
incorrigible  dunce.**  Among  those  who  took 
lessons  from  him  as  pnTate  pupils  were  scTcral 
young  ladies  of  rank,  belonging  to  some  of 
those  great  Irish  families  who  still  continued  to 
lend  to  Ireland  the  enliTcning  influence  of 
their  presence,  and  made  their  country-seats, 
through  a  great  part  of  the  year,  the  scenes  of 

tutor  I— **  Great  atttttSoo  vat  paid  to  Us  adacallop  by  Us 
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refined  as  well  as  hospitable  festivity.  The  ] 
^liss  Montgomerys,  to  whose  rare  beauty  the 
|)encil  of  Sir  Joshua  has  given  immortality, 
were  among  those  whom  my  worthy  preceptor 
most  boasted  of  as  pupils ;  and  his  description 
of  them,  I  remember,  long  haunted  my  boyish 
imagination,  as  though  they  were  not  earthly 
women,  but  some  spiritual  ^  creatures  of  the 
element.** 

About  thirty  or  forty  years  before  the 
period  of  which  I  am  speaking,  an  eager  taste 
for  pf  ivate  theatrical  performances  had  sprung 
up  among  the  higher  ranks  of  society  in  Ire- 
land ;  and  at  Carton,  the  seat  of  the  Duke  of 
Leinster,  at  Castletown,  Marley,  and  other 
great  houses,  private  plays  were  got  up,  of 
which,  in  most  instances,  the  superintendence 
was  entrusted  to  Mr.  Whyte,  and  in  general 
the  prologue,  or  the  epilogue,  contributed  by 
his  pen.  At  Marley,  the  seat  of  the  Latouches, 
where  the  masque  of  Comus  was  performed  in 
the  year  1776,  while  my  old  master  supplied 
the  prologue,  no  less  distinguished  a  hand  than 
tha*  of  our  *•  ever-glorious  Grattan*,"  fur- 
nished the  epilogue.  This  relic  of  his  pen, 
too,  is  the  more  memorable,  as  being,  I  believe, 
the  only  poetical  composition  be  was  ever 
known  to  produce. 

At  the  time  when  I  first  began  to  attend  his 
school,  Mr.  Whyte  still  continued,  to  the  no 
small  alarm  of  many  parents,  to  encourage  a 
taste  for  acting  among  his  pupils.  In  this  line 
I  was  long  his  favourite  tAow-scholar ;  and 
among  the  play-bills  introduced  in  his  Tolume, 
to  illustrate  the  occasions  of  his  own  prologues 
and  epilogues,  there  is  one  of  a  play  got  up  in 
the  year  1790,  at  Laily  Borrowes^s  private 
theatre  in  Dublin,  where,  among  the  items  of 
the  evening's  entertainment,  is  **  An  Epilogue, 
A  Squeeze  to  St  Pmd'g,  Master  Moore.** 

With  acting,  indeed,  is  associated  the  very 
first  attempt  at  verse-making  to  which  my  me- 
mory enables  me  to  plead  guilty.  It  was  at  a 
period,  I  think,  even  earlier  than  the  date  last 
mentioned,  that,  while  passing  the  summer 
holidays,  with  a  number  of  other  young  people, 
at  one  of  those  bathing-plaoes,  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  Dublin,  which  afibrd  such  fresh 
and  healthfU  retreats  to  its  inhabitants,  it  was 
proposed  among  us  that  we  should  combine 
together  in  some  theatrical  performance ;  and 
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thc^  Poor  Soldier  and  a  Hariequin  Pantomime 
being  the  entertainments  agreed  upon,  the  parts 
of  Patrick  and  the  Motley  hero  fell  to  my  share. 
I  was  also  encouraged  to  write  and  recite  an 
appnipriate  epilogue  on  the  occasion ;  and  tlie 
following  lines,  alluding  to  our  speedy  return 
to  school,  and  remarkable  only  for  their  having 
lived  so  long  in  my  memory,  formed  part  of 
this  juvenile  efibrt : — 

Our  PanUlooQ,  who  did  to  aged  look. 

Miut  now  mumc  hU  youth,  his  task,  his  book : 

Our  Harlequin,  who  skipp'd,  laugh*d,  danc'd  and  dM, 

Must  now  stand  trembling  by  his  master's  side. 

I  have  thus  been  led  back,  step  by  step, 
from  an  early  date  to  one  still  earlier,  with  the 
view  of  ascertaining,  for  those  who  take  any 
interest  in  literary  biography,  at  what  period  I 
first  showed  an  aptitude  for  the  now  common 
craft  of  verse-making;  and  the  result  is — so 
far  back  in  childhood  lies  the  epoch — that  I 
am  really  unable  to  say  at  what  age  I  first  be- 
gan to  act,  sing,  and  rhyme. 

To  these  different  talents,  such  as  they  were, 
the  gay  and  social  habits  prevailing  in  Dublin 
afibrded  frequent  opportunities  of  display; 
while,  at  home,  a  most  amiable  father,  and  a 
mother  such  as  in  heart  and  head  has  rarely 
been  equalled,  furnished  me  with  that  purest 
stimulus  to  exertion  —  the  desire  to  please 
those  whom  we,  at  once,  most  love  and  most 
respect  It  was,  I  think,  a  year  or  two  after 
my  entrance  into  college,  that  a  masque  written 
by  myself,  and  of  which  I  had  adapted  one  of 
the  songs  to  the  air  of  Haydn*8  Spirit-Song, 
was  acted,  under  our  own  humble  roof  in 
Aungier  Street,  by  my  elder  sister,  myself, 
and  one  or  two  other  young  persons.  The 
little  drawing-room  over  the  shop  was  our 

grand  place  of  representation,  and  young , 

now  an  eminent  professor  of  music  in  Dublin, 
enacted  for  us  the  part  of  orchestra  at  the 
piano-forte. 

It  will  be  seen  from  all  this,  that,  however 
imprudent  and  premature  was  my  first  appear- 
ance in  the  London  world  as  an  author,  it  is 
only  lucky  that  I  had  not  much  earlier  assumed 
that  responsible  character;  in  which  case  the 
public  would  probably  have  treated  my  nursery 
productions  in  much  the  same  manner  in  which 
that  sensible  critic,  my  Uncle  Toby,  would 
have  disposed  of  the  **work  which  the  great 
Lipmus  produced  on  the  day  he  was  bom.** 
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While  thus  tbe  turn  I  had  so  earlj  shown 
for  ihjme  ami  song  was,  bj  the  gay  and  8o- 
(OaibUe  cirde  in  which  I  Uyed,  called  so  en- 
eooragioglj  into  pUj,  a  far  deeper  feelmg — 
andt  I  should  hope,  power  ^waj  at  the  same 
^me  awakened  in  me  by  the  mighty  change 
tlmi  working  in  the  political  aspect  of  Europe, 
and  tke  stirring  influence  it  had  begun  to  ex- 
erciae  on  thie  spirit  and  hopes  of  Ireland.  Bom 
of  Catholic  parents,  I  had  come  into  the  world 
wttk  the  shiFe^s  yoke  around  my  neck ;  and  it 
was  all  in  Tsin  that  the  fond  ambition  of  a 

looked  forward  to  the  Bar  us  opening 

thai  might  lead  her  son  to  honour  and 
Against  the  young  Papist  all  suub 

to  distinction  were  closed ;  and  even 
tiw  UniTersity,  the  profeascd  source  of  public 
edoflatkni,  waa  to  him  *^a  fountain  sealed.**  Can 
waj  ooe  now  wonder  that  a  people  thus  wronged 
■ad  trampled  upon  should  have  hailed  the  first 
diziliiig  outbreak  of  the  French  Revolution 
■•  ft  Jf^SAl  to  the  slave,  wherever  sutfering, 
Ihmt  the  cLay  of  his  deliverance  was  near  at 
band*  I  remember  being  taken  by  my  father 
(17S2)  to  one  of  the  dinner;!  given  in  honour 
of  that  great  event,  and  sitting  upon  the  knee 
of  the  chairman  while  the  following  toast  was 
fiithiisiarticaUy  sent  round : — ^*  ]Viay  the  breesees 
firom  France  fan  our  Irish  Oak  into  verdure.'* 
In  a  few  months  after  was  pussed  the  me- 
morable Act  of  1793,  sweeping  away  some  of 
the  moat  monstrous  of  the  remaining  sanctions 
of  the  penal  code;  and  I  was  myself  among 
the  first  of  the  young  Helots  of  the  land,  wliu 
hasitgitert  to  avail  themselves  of  the  new  privi* 
lege  of  being  educated  in  their  cauiitry's  uni- 
irersitj, — ^ though  still  exclude<]  from  all  share 
m  thoae  ooUq^  honours  and  emoluments  by 
which  the  ambition  of  the  youths  of  the  ascen- 
dant cimss  was  stimulated  and  rewardeiL  As  I 
weW  knew  that,  next  to  my  attaining  some  of 
theie  distinctions,  my  showing  that  I  deset-ved 
to  attain  them  would  most  gratify  my  anxioua 
motho't  I  entered  as  candidate  for  a  scbolar- 
•hip,  nod  (aa  far  as  the  result  of  the  examtna- 
tioQ  went)  successfully.  But,  of  cour^te,  the 
mere  barren  credit  of  the  efibrt  was  all  I  en- 
jjojed  for  my  fiains. 

li  WM  in  this  year  (1794),  or  about  the  be- 
ginning of  the  next,  that  I  remember  having, 
ibr  the  fint  thne,  tried  my  lumd  at  political 

In  their  rery  worst  times  of  slavery 


and  suffering,  the  happy  disposition  of  my 
countrymen  had  kept  their  cheerfulness  still 
tmbniken  and  buoyant ;  and,  at  tbe  peritnl  of 
which  I  am  speaking,  the  hope  of  a  brighter 
day  dawning  upon  Ireland  had  given  to  the 
society  of  tbe  middle  classes  in  Dublin  a  more 
than  usual  llow  of  hilarity  and  life.  Among 
other  gay  r^ults  of  this  festive  spirit^  a  club, 
or  society,  was  instituted  by  some  of  our  most 
convivial  citizens,  one  of  whose  objects  was  to 
burlesque,  good-humourcdly,  the  forms  and 
pomps  of  royalty  With  this  view  they  esla- 
blitshed  a  sort  of  mock  kingtlom,  of  which 
Dalkey,  a  snudl  bland  near  Dublin,  was  luade 
the  seat,  and  an  eminent  pawnbrf^ker,  naineil 
Stejihen  Armitagc,  much  renowned  for  his 
agreeable  singing,  was  the  chosen  and  popular 
monarch. 

Before  public  afiTairs  had  become  too  serious 
Ibr  such  pastime,  it  was  usual  to  celebrate, 
yearly,  at  Dalkey,  the  day  of  this  eovereign's 
accession  ;  and,  among  the  gay  scenes  that  still 
live  in  my  memory,  there  are  few  it  recalls 
with  more  freshness  than  the  celebration,  on  a 
£nc  Sunday  in  summer,  of  one  of  these  anni- 
Tersartes  of  King  Stephen*s  coronation.  The 
picturesque  sea-views  from  that  sjxit,  the  gay 
crowds  along  the  shores,  tbe  innumerable  txiats, 
full  of  life,  floating  about,  and,  above  ulU  that 
true  spirit  of  mirth  which  the  Irish  tcmpora- 
ment  never  fails  to  lend  to  such  meetings, 
rendered  the  whole  a  scene  not  easily  forgotten. 
The  state  cereraonies  of  the  day  were  performed, 
!  with  ail  due  gravity,  within  the  ruins  of  an  an- 

icient  church  that  stands  on  rhe  island,  where 
biti  mm!k  majesty  bestowed  the  order  of  knight- 
i  btxtd  ufHin  certain  faYOttred  penonigei,  and 
among  others,  I  recolleotp  upon  Indedon,  tbe 
celebrated  singer,  who  arnj*e  from  under  the 
touch  of  tbe  royal  sword  with  the  appropriate 
title  of  Sir  Charles  Melody.  There  was  id^^o 
selectetl,  for  the  favours  of  the  cnawn  on  that 
day,  a  lady  of  no  ordinary  poetic  talent,  Mrs. 
Bsittier,  who  had  gained  much  fsime  by  some 
spirited!  satires  in  the  manner  of  Cburchill,  and 
whose  kind  encouragement  of  uiy  early  at- 
tempts in  versification  were  to  me  a  source  of 
much  pride.  This  lady,  aa  was  officially  an- 
nounced, in  the  course  of  the  day,  had  been 
appointed  bia  majesty's  poetess  laureate,  under 
the  (style  and  title  of  Henrietta,  Countess  of 
Laurel. 
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There  could  birdly  hare  been  devised  ma 
•pier  vehicle  for  tirelj  pditicAl  s&tJre  than  tliis 
gttjr  tTETeitj  of  moomrchical  power,  and  lU 
iliowy  ippttrteiiaooefl,  bo  tcxnptbgly  iuppUed. 
The  very  day,  indeed^  after  thb  CiKminfiiwwr 
tiun,  there  appeared,  in  the  DaUcef  Mate- 
gazette,  as  amiutng  proclonuition  from  tl^ 
king,  o0ertng  a  large  reward^  in  cronehtmnK 
to  the  finder  or  finders  of  his  ouijesty*!!  rrown, 
which,  owing  to  hit  ^^havinjir  measured  both 
■idea  of  the  road  **  in  hi»  pedestrian  progresd 
on  the  proceding  night,  hod  unluckllj  fallen 
from  the  royal  brow. 

It  ia  not  to  be  wondered  at,  that  whatever 
natural  turn  I  maj  have  posseased  for  the 
lights*  Bkirmishlng  of  satire  should  have  been 
called  into  plajr  bj  00  pleasant  a  field  for  its 
exercise  as  the  state  affairs  of  the  Dalkej 
kingdom  afibrded;  and,  accordingly,  my  first 
attempt  in  this  line  was  an  Ode  to  his  Majesty, 
King  Stephen,  contraiting  the  happy  state  of 
security  in  which  he  lived  among  his  merry 
liegL*ftf  with  the  '*  metiil  coach,"  and  other  such 
precautions  againat  mob  violence,  which  were 
laid  to  have  been  adopted  at  that  time  by  his 
royal  brother  of  England*  Some  ^xirtions  of 
this  juvenile  squib  still  live  in  my  memory  ; 
but  they  fall  far  too  uhort  of  the  lively  demands 
of  the  subject  to  be  worth  preserving,  even  as 
juvenilia. 

lu  college,  the  first  circumstance  that  drew 
any  attention  to  my  rhyming  piwera  was  my 
giving  in  a  theme,  in  Englisti  verse,  at  one  of 
the  quarterly  examinations.  Aa  the  sort  of 
■hort  eeiays  ret^uired  on  those  occasions  were 
oonsidered^  in  general,  as  a  mere  matter  of 
fonn,  and  wore  written,  invariably^  I  b^flieve, 
in  Tifltin  prose,  the  appearance  of  a  theme  in 
English  verse  could  hardly  fail  to  attract  some 
notice.  It  was»  therefore,  with  no  small  anx- 
iety that,  when  the  moment  for  judging  of  the 
tbemea  arrived,  I  saw  tlie  examinera  of  the  dif- 
ferent divisions  aasemlilc^  qa  ui^ual^  at  tbo 
bottom  of  the  hall  for  tliat  purpose.  Btill  more 
trying  was  it  when  I  j>ereeived  that  the  re- 
verend inquisitor,  in  whow?  hands  was  my  fate, 
had  leA  the  rest  of  the  awful  group,  and  was 
bfmding  hii  atopa  towards  the  table  where  I 
wis  ietted«  Loaning  acrCMi  in  n>e,  he  aaked 
•Oipi^mialy,  wbatW  tbe  t«raea  which  I  had 


just  given  in  were  my  own ;  and,  on  my  an- 
swering in  the  afiirmative,  added  these  cheering 
words,  ^^  They  do  joa  great  credit ;  and  I  shall 
not  fail  U>  reoommcfid  them  to  the  notice  of 
the  Board.**  This  result  of  a  step,  ventui^ed 
upon  with  aome  little  fear  and  scruple,  was  of 
oouive  very  gratifying  to  me ;  and  the  premium  f 
received  from  the  Board  was  a  well-bound  copy  of 
the  Travels  of  Anacbarsts,  together  with  o  certifi* 
cate,  stating,  in  not  very  loAy  Latin,  that  this  re- 
ward had  been  conferred  upon  me,  "propter  lan- 
dabOem  in  versibus  compooendis  progresaum.** 
The  idea  of  attempting  a  version  of  some  of 
the  Songs  or  Odes  of  Anacreon  had  very  early 
occurred  to  me ;  and  a  specimen  of  my  firn 
ventures  in  this  undertaking  may  be  found  in 
the  Dublin  Magazine  already  referred  to,  where, 
in  the  number  of  that  work  for  February,  1794, 
appeared  a  *^  Paraphrase  of  Anacreon's  Fifth 
Ode^  by  T.  Moore.'*  As  it  may  not  be  unin- 
teresting to  future  and  better  translators  of 
the  pt:>et  to  compare  this  schoolboy  experiment 
with  my  later  and  more  laboured  version  of 
the  same  ode,  I  aholl  here  extract  the  specimen 
found  in  the  Antbologia:-* 

**  Let  tu»  tritik  th«  cluMering  vine. 
Tbe  row,  fjOTe'i  btmiiliif  flowvr.  «nt«ii»e. 
Faocjr'*  hirtd  our  cliiplH**  wtrAtblng, 
Vernal  iwectt  aromii]  ui  brenthlagr, 
WeHI  jpUljr  drink.,  full  frAAcu  quAffing, 
At  frlgbled  Care  wcurelj  Laugh ing. 

**  fUM«  !  UioQ  halmy-K«n(eid  flowef, 
Bfl«x^d  bf  SfMrlDg'i  (OMt  ftMtortof  povtr. 
Thy  denry  UUiuotvtt,  o|M>l4g  brtflil;. 
To  fodi  tbacDKlf ea  cam  giv*  dallg ht  i 
Ai>d  Cfprta'i  ohJIdt  «1Ua  rotm  crowv'd. 
Trips  with  aaelh  Grace  tbe  maaj  round* 

"  Bind  my  brovi,—  Til  tune  tbe  Ifre, 
Lore  my  rapturoua  »trala*  thall  Are, 
^ma  Bacefaiu'  grapc-cridrcled  ihrlnet 
Whiia  roMi  freah  xnj  browi  mtwine, 
Led  b|f  tbe  ^lagml  train  of  Pl«aiurM, 
I'll  danoe  with  ajrispliA  totrHirtlTe  meaturec** 

In  pursuing  further  this  light  task,  the  only 
obJLH't  I  hati  for  some  time  in  view  was  to  lay 
before  the  Board  a  aelect  number  of  the  odes 
I  had  then  translnted,  with  a  lio]:i€, — suggested 
by  the  kind  encouragement  I  had  already  re- 
ceived,—  that  they  might  be  considered  as 
deserving  of  some  honour  or  reward.  Having 
capericnced  much  hospitable  attention  from 
Doctor  Kearney,  one  of  the  senior  fellowsf,  a 
man  of  most  amiable  character,  us  well  as  of 
refined  tobolarahip,  I  tabmtttad  to  bit  penita] 

t  AppolBled  PfOToeft  of  the  UilvsffSllr  te  llw  jwv  l7fD, 
and  mad*  altenrarda  Blibop  of  Qmttf* 
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ibft  aamuciipi  of  my  tnuialiiticni  m  lar  u  it 
kid  then  pft>ceeded,  and  requested  his  adYioe 
rr»Hfwiing  mj  intention  of  bjing  it  before  the 
Bwd.  Oo  this  letter  point  his  opinion  was 
tnch  as,  with  a  litiJe  more  thougfatf  I  might 
haye  antidpated,  namelv^  that  he  did  not  see 
hem  the  Board  of  the  Uni verity  coold  lend 
their  saaction,  by  any  public  reward,  to  writings 
so  GODTiTial  and  amatory  as  were  almost  aU 
thoae  of  Anacreon.  He  very  good-naturedly, 
however,  landed  my  transUtion,  and  advised 
me  to  oomplete  and  publish  it ;  adding^  I  well 
t«eollect,  ^  young  people  will  like  it."  I  was 
also  indebted  to  him  tot  the  use,  during  my 
L^^  of  Spiilctti*s  ctirioiu  publication,  giving 
a  faeaiinile  of  those  pages  of  a  MS,  in  the 
Vsfoui  Library  which  eontaio  the  Odes^  or 
^SympcaUcsn"  attributed  to  Anacreon,«  And 
here  I  shall  venture  to  add  a  few  passing  words 
oa  a  point  which  I  once  should  have  thought  it 
profanation  to  question,  —  tlie  authentictty  of 
theu  poems.  The  cry  raised  against  their 
gemiiiiaiesi  by  Bobertellus  and  other  eneuiies 
of  Heaij  Stephen^  when  that  eminent  schotur 
first  introduced  them  to  the  learned  world, 
may  be  thought  to  have  long  since  entirely 
tnhaided,  leaving  their  claim  to  so  ancient  a 
paternity  sale  and  unquestioned.  But  I  am 
forced,  however  reluetaatly,  to  confess  that  there 
appear  U>  me  strong  grounds  for  pronouncing 
li^t  sad  beautiful  lyrics  to  be  merely 
fiibriealaons.  Some  of  the  reasons  that 
me  to  adopt  this  unwelcome  conclu- 
mm  are  thus  clearly  st<atctl  by  the  same  able 
adiQlar,  to  whom  I  am  indebted  for  the  emen- 
dalsoiia  of  my  owu  juvenile  Greek  ode  :  —  "I 
da  not  see  how  it  is  possible,  if  Anacreon  bad 
written  chiefly  in  Iambic  dimeter  verse,  that 
llarace  should  have  wholly  n^lected  that 
metre,  t  may  add  that,  of  those  fragments  of 
Axm/atusisu  of  whose  genuineness,  from  internal 
evidence,  there  can  be  no  doubt,  almost  all  are 
written  io  one  or  other  of  the  lighter  Iloratian 
and  tcarcely  one  in  Iambic  dimeter 
This  may  be  teen  by  looking  through 
the  lift  in  Fischer.'' 


to  Prorovl  Buldif  Id,  which  itEiKU 
iBlte  ksD  alihm  CoU«t«  of  Dublin.  vtUimI  from  luly,  there 
^■M  la  thm  Mn«  pai!fciac-«aae  with  It  two  copk>«  of  ibli  work 
•r  S|Mlflttl,  one  of  wlUch  WM  pnM«sil«d  bj  Dr ,  Troj,  (h« 
>qmn  Caxbollc  Archbtthop,  it  A  gtft  from  tbe  Fopn  to  the 
lAntfy  tf  tlw  UntT«rt'ltT,  u>d  c)m  ocber  (of  which  I  wu  lub^ 
Hlf  Imiarfd  vlUi  the  mt)  be  presented,  in  like  manner. 


The  unakUful  attempt  at  Greek  vcr»e  from 
my  own  pen,  which  is  found  prefixed  to  the 
Translation,  was  intended  originally  to  illus- 
trate a  picture^  representing  Anacreon  con- 
versing with  the  Goddess  of  Wisdom,  from 
which  the  frontispiece  to  the  first  edition  of 
the  work  was  taken.  Had  I  been  brought  up 
with  a  due  fear  of  the  laws  of  prosody  before 
my  eyes»  I  cert^nly  should  not  have  dared  to 
submit  BO  untutored  a  production  to  the  criti- 
cism of  the  trained  proeodions  of  the  English 
schools.  At  the  same  time,  I  cannot  help 
adding  that,  as  far  as  music,  distinct  from 
metret  is  eonoemed,  I  am  much  inclined  to 
prefer  the  ode  as  originally  written  to  its  pre- 
sent corrected  shape ;  and  tLat,  at  all  events, 
I  entertain  but  very  little  doubt  as  to  which  of 
tbe  two  a  composer  would  most  wilUngly  set 
to  music. 

For  the  means  of  collecting  the  materials  of 
the  notes  appended  to  the  Translatiou,  I  was 
chiefly  indebted  to  the  dd  library  ailjoiuing  St. 
Patrick's  Cathedral^  called^  from  the  name  of 
the  art^hbishop  who  founded  it.  Marshes  Library. 
Through  my  iicc|uatntiu)ce  with  tbe  deputy 
librarian,  the  Rev.  Mr  Cradock,  I  enjuyed  the 
privilege  of  constant  aeceas  to  this  coUei.uiou, 
even  at  that  period  of  tbe  year  when  it  is 
always  dosed  to  the  public.  On  tliese  occa- 
sions I  used  to  be  locked  in  there  alone  ;  luid 
to  tbe  many  solitary  boun^  wbieh,  both  at  the 
time  I  am  now  speaking  of  and  iiub&equently, 
I  passed  in  hunting  through  the  dusty  tomes  of 
this  old  library,  I  owe  much  of  that  mid  and 
out-of-the-way  sort  of  reading  which  may  be 
found  scattered  through  some  of  my  earlier 
writings. 

Early  in  tbe  year  17£>9,  while  yet  in  my 
nineteenth  year,  I  left  Ireland,  for  the  first 
time,  and  proceeded  to  Lontlon,  with  the  two 
not  very  congenial  objects,  of  keeping  my  terms 
at  the  Middle  Temple,  and  publishing,  by  sub- 
scription, my  Translation  of  Anacrctm,  One 
of  those  persons  to  whom,  through  the  active 
zeal  of  friends,  some  part  of  my  manuscript 
had  been  submitted  before  it  went  to  press, 

tD  mj  6i«nd,  Dr.  Kcttmrj.  Thui,  curlouiljr  eoougb,  wbLLs 
AnAcr(M.jn  in  EngUth  wu  coDfkierH.»And,  I  ^xsmi^  aot  oo 
unroojitnablp  jt^uuitdi— »•  s  work  to  which  graYe  collefUt« 
author! d»  could  fiat  oppul|'  lend  tbelr  tiiiciion,  A.iMcr«(m  ib 
Crtfk  WM  thaaghl  tto  uaQttiDfr  firex'Tit  to  be  reodirad  bjr  a 
Protetiitni  buhop,  ih  rough  the  medlurn  of  *  Catholic  arch^ 
bbhop,  from  the  handi  oriiU  boHocu,  the  Pop«. 
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was  Doctor  Lfturence,  the  able  fnend  of  Burke; 
and,  as  an  instance,  bowerer  sligfat,  of  thai 
ready  Tarietj  of  learning — as  wdl  the  latest 
as  the  most  solid — for  which  Laurence  was  so 
remarkable,  the  following  extract  from  the  letter 
written  bj  him,  in  returning  the  manuscript 
to  mj  friend  Dr.  Hume,  maj  not  be  without 
some  interest: — 

"  Dec.  ».  1199. 

**■  I  return  jou  the  four  odes  whidi  you  were 
so  kind  to  communicate  for  my  poor  opinion. 
Thej  are,  in  manj  parts,  yerj  el^ant  and 
poetical;  and,  in  some  passages,  Mr. Moore 
has  added  a  pretty  turn  not  to  be  found  in  the 
originaL  To  confess  the  truth,  however,  thej 
are,  in  not  a  few  places,  rather  more  paraphras- 
tical  than  suits  in  j  notion  (perhaps  an  incorrect 
notion)  of  translation. 

**  In  the  fift j-third  ode  there  is,  in  m j  judg- 
ment, a  no  less  sound  than  beautiful  emend- 
ation suggested  —  would  jou  suppose  it  ? —  bj 
a  Dutch  lawyer.  Mr.  M.  possiUj  maj  not  be 
aware  of  it.  I  have  endeayoured  to  express 
the  sense  of  it  in  a  couplet  interlined  with 
pencil.  Will  jou  allow  me  to  add,  that  I  am 
not  certain  whether  the  translation  has  not 
missed  the  meaning,  too,  in  the  former  part  of 
that  passage  which  seems  to  me  to  intend  a 
distinction  and  climax  of  pleasure: — *It  is 
sweet  even  to  prove  it  among  the  briery  paths ; 
it  is  sweet  again,  plucking,  to  cherish  with 
tender  hands,  and  carry  to  the  fair,  the  flower 
of  love.*  This  is  nearly  literal,  including  the 
conjectural  correction  of  Mynheer  Medenbach. 
If  this  be  right,  instead  of 

'  *Tis  twMC  to  (Ure  Um  Ungl«d  feoc*.* 

I  would  propose  something  to  this  efiect :  — 

'TU  twMrt  the  rich  perfune  to  prore, 
At  ttf  the  dewy  Imtb  jou  rove ; 
*TU  tweet  to  dare  the  tangled  feoee, 
To  cull  the  timid  beeutj  thence. 
To  wipe  with  lender  handt  awqr 
The  teart  that  on  itt  blothee  lay  ;  • 
Then,  to  the  boMm  of  the  Ikir, 
The  flower  of  lore  In  triumph  bear. 

**  I  would  drop  altogether  the  image  of  the 
stems  *  dropping  wtth  genu*  I  believe  it  is  a 
oonAised  and  false  metaphor,  unless  the  painter 

•  Querj,  If  It  ought  not  to  be  Ifrf    The  line  might  nm. 
With  lender  hand  the  teart  to  braah, 
Thtt  pn  new  toftaaw  to  Itt  bluih  (or,  Its  flurii). 


should  take  the  figure  of  Aurora  frtMn  Mrs. 
Hastings. 

^  There  is  another  emendation  of  the  same 
critic,  in  the  following  line,  whidi  Mr.  M.  may 
seem,  by  accident,  to  have  sufficiently  expressed 
in  the  phrase  of  *'  roses  shed  their  UgW 

^  I  scribble  this  in  very  great  haste,  but  fear 
that  you  and  Mr.  Moore  will  find  me  too  long, 
minute,  and  impertinent.  Believe  me  to  be, 
very  sincerely, 

**  Your  obedient,  humble  servant, 

**  F.  Laubdck** 
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THE  SECOND  VOLUME. 

Thx  Poems  suggested  to  me  by  my  visit  to 
Bermuda,  in  the  year  1803,  as  well  as  by  the 
tour  which  I  made  subsequently,  through  some 
parts  of  North  America,  have  been  hitherto 
very  injudiciously  arranged ;  —  any  distinctive 
character  they  may  possess  having  been  dis- 
turbed and  confused  by  their  being  mixed  up 
not  only  with  trifles  of  a  much  earlier  date, 
but  also  with  some  portions  of  a  classical  story, 
in  the  form  of  Letters,  which  I  had  made  some 
progress  in  before  my  departure  from  England. 
In  the  present  edition,  this  awkward  jumble 
has  been  remedied ;  and  all  the  Poems  relating 
tomy  Transatlantic  voyage  will  be  found  classed 
by  themselves.  As,  in  like  manner,  the  line  of 
route  by  which  I  proceeded  through  some 
parts  of  the  States  and  the  Canadas,  has  been 
left  hitherto  to  be  traced  confusedly  through  a 
few  detached  notes,  I  have  thought  that,  to 
future  readers  of  these  poems,  some  clearer  ac- 
count of  the  course  of  that  journey  might  not 
be  unacceptable, — together  with  such  vestiges 
as  may  still  linger  in  my  memory  of  events 
now  fast  fading  into  the  back  ground  of  time. 

For  the  precise  date  of  my  departure  from 
England,  in  the  Phaeton  frigate,  I  am  indebted 
to  the  Naval  Recollections  of  Captain  Scott, 
then  a  midshipman  of  that  ship.  "  We  were 
soon  ready,**  says  this  gentleman,  "  for  sea,  and 
a  few  days  saw  Mr.  Merry  and  suite  embarked 
on  board.  Mr.Moore  likewise  took  his  passage 
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witk  itt  OQ  ys  wajr  to  Begmod^  We  quitted 
Spithettl  on  the  25Ui  of  Seplerober  (IBoa),  and 
in  A  ihort  week  kj  becabned  njider  the  lofkj 
paJk  of  Pico.  In  thifl  »tiuitioti  the  Fbaet4>ii  i« 
ducted  in  the  frontupiece  of  Mooix; »  Focmi," 

Dunog  the  vojage,  I  dined  yqtj  frequently 
with  the  olficeri  of  the  gun-room ;  and  it  was 
not  »  little  gratlfjing  to  me  to  learn,  from  this 
fentlemaD^s  Yolume,  tbut  the  cordial  reg:ard 
these  social  and  open -hearted  men  inspired  in 
me  w»  not  whoUj  unretumed  on  tlieir  p^irt, 
AHeraei&tiotiing  otir  mrival  at  Norfolk^  in  Vir* 
giotSi,  Cttptain  Scott  iaya,  **  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Merry 
left  the  Phaeton,  under  the  usual  salute,  ac- 
oampanied  bj  Mr.  Moore;" — then,  adiling 
nne  kiiul  oomplimenta  on  the  acore  of  talents, 
&e.,  be  concludes  with  a  sentence  which  it  gave 
me  tenfold  more  pleasure  to  read, — *^*  The  gun- 
RMSB  mfis»  witnea»e<l  the  day  of  hts  departure 
with  genuine  jorrow."*  From  Norfolk,  after  a 
Blay  of  about  ten  days,  under  the  hospitable 
roof  of  the  Britiab  Consul,  Colonel  Hamilton, 
I  proceeded*  in  the  Driver  sloop  of  war,  to 
Bermuda. 

There  was  then  on  that  station  another 
youthful  sailor,  who  baa  since  earned  for  him- 
idf  a  distinguished  name  among  English  writers 
of  traT<*ia»  Captain  Basil  Ilall,  —  then  a  niid- 
ihipman  on  board  the  Leander.  In  hii  Frag- 
metita  of  Voyages  and  l^ravela,  this  writer  has 
called  up  Mane  agreeable  reminiscences  of  that 
period  ;  in  perusing  which, — so  full  of  life  and 
reality  are  his  sketches,  —  I  found  all  my  own 
usTal  recollections  brought  freshly  to  mj  mind. 
The  Tcry  names  of  the  dilTerent  tshif)«,  then  so 
familiar  to  my  ears, —  the  Leander,  the  Boston, 
the  Cambrian^ — transported  me  back  to  the 
•eaaoQ  of  youth  and  tboae  Summer  Isles  once 


TIm  teatimony  borne  by  so  competent  a 
wtcoon  10  Captain  Halt  to  the  truth  of  my 
akctdiet  of  the  beautiful  scenery  of  Bermuda 
ii  of  fkr  too  much  yalue  to  me^  in  my  capacity 
of  tnrreller,  to  be  here  omitted  by  me,  however 
cooackioa  nf  but  ill  deserving  the  praise  he 
Javiahies  on  me,  as  a  poet.  Not  tliut  I  mean  to 
pretend  indifference  to  such  kind  tributes ; — on 
the  contrary,  those  are  always  the  most  alive  to 
praiac,  who  feel  inwardly  least  conBdence  in 
lof  their  own  title  to  it.  In  the 
however,  my  vanity  (for  so 
'  feeling  is  always  called)  seeks  its 


^bod  in  a  different  direction.  It  is  not  as  a 
poet  I  invoke  the  aid  of  Captain  HalVs  opinion, 
but  as  a  traveller  and  observer ;  it  is  not  to 
my  invention  I  ask  him  to  bear  testimony,  but 
to  my  matter-of-fact. 

"  The  most  pleasing  and  most  exact  descrip- 
tion which  I  know  of  Bermuda,**  says  this  gen- 
tleman, **  is  to  he  found  in  Moore  s  Odea  and 
Epistles,  a  work  published  many  years  ago* 
The  reason  why  his  account  enceb  in  beauty 
as  well  OS  in  precision  that  of  other  men  pro- 
bably is,  that  the  scenes  described  lie  ao  much 
beyond  the  scope  of  ordinary  observation  in 
colder  climates,  and  the  feelings  which  they 
excite  in  the  beholder  are  so  much  higher  than 
those  produced  by  the  scenery  we  have  been 
accustomed  to  look  at,  tliat,  unless  the  imagi- 
nation be  deeply  drawn  upon,  and  the  diction 
sustained  at  a  corresptuident  piteh,  the  words 
alone  strike  the  ear,  while  the  listener*s  fancy 
remains  where  it  was.  In  Moore's  account 
there  is  not  only  no  exaggeration,  but,  on  the 
contrary,  a  wonderful  degree  of  temperance  in 
the  midiit  of  a  feast  which  to  his  rich  fancy 
must  have  been  peculiarly  tempting.  He  has 
contrived  by  a  magic  peculiarly  his  own,  yet 
without  departing  from  the  truth,  to  sketdi 
what  was  before  him  with  a  fervour  which 
those  who  have  never  been  on  the  spot  might 
well  be  excused  for  setting  down  as  the  Fj>ort 
of  the  poet's  invention/*  * 

How  truly  politic  it  is  in  a  poet  to  connect 
his  verse  with  well-known  and  interesting  lo- 
calities,—  to  wed  his  song  to  sconofl  already  in- 
vested with  fame,  and  thus  lend  it  a  chance  of 
sharing  the  cliurni  which  encircles  tbeni,^— I 
have  myself,  in  more  than  one  instance,  very 
agreeably  experienced.  Among  the  memorials 
of  this  description,  which,  as  I  learn  with  plea- 
sure and  pride,  still  keep  me  remembered  in 
some  of  those  beautiful  regions  of  the  "W^est 
which  I  visited,  I  shall  mention  but  one  sftght 
instance,  as  showing  how  potently  the  Genius 
of  the  Place  may  lend  to  song  a  life  and  iuijae- 
rishublcness  to  which,  in  itself,  it  boasts  no 
claim  or  pretension.  The  following  lines  in 
one  of  my  Bemiudian  poems, 

*Twai  Iberr,  In  the  »b«de  of  the  CnliUMiih  Tree, 
WUli  ai  k'W  who  could  feci  Ami  retninnLicr  like  ««, 

Still  live  in  memory,  I  am  told^  on  those  fairy 

•  FrAgmerita  of  VufifM  at»d  Tr**olt.  rot.  It  cba|i.  »i. 
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shores,  connecting  my  name  with  th**  pictu- 
resque spot  they  describe*  mid  the  noble  old 
tree  which  1  believe  still  ndoma  it*  One  of 
the  few  Ireiksures  (of  anif  kind)  I  cim  boast  the 
p08M8aioii  of,  is  %  goblet  forniLHt  of  one  of  the 
fruit-shell  a  of  this  renmrkftble  tree,  which  was 
brou<?ht  from  Bennuda,  a  few  years  since,  by 
Mr.  Dudley  Costeilo,  and  which  that  gentle- 
man, having  had  it  tastefully  nioutitcd  as  a 
goblet,  very  kindly  presented  to  me ;  the  fol- 
lowing words  being  part  of  the  inscription 
which  it  Iwora :  —  **To  Thomas  Moore,  E$q«, 
this  cup,  formed  of  a  calabash  which  grew  on 
the  trt'L'  that  bears  bis  name,  near  Walsingham, 
Bermudtit  is  inscribed  by  one  who,"  &c,  &c, 

Frora  Bermuda  I  proceeded  in  the  Boston, 
with  my  friend  Captain  (now  Admiral)  J.  E, 
Douglms  to  New  York,  from  whence,  after  a 
short  stay,  we  sailc<l  for  Norfolk,  in  Virginia ; 
and  about  the  beginning  of  Jiine^  ISOl,  I  set 
out  from  that  city  on  a  tour  through  part  of 
the  States.  At  >Vashjngton,  I  passed  some 
days  with  the  English  minister,  Mr.  Merry ; 
and  was,  by  him,  presented  at  the  levee  of  the 
Fre«ident|  JetTerson,  whom  I  found  sitting  with 
General  Dearborn  and  one  or  two  other 
otHccrs,  and  in  the  same  homely  costume^  com- 
prising slip()ert^  and  Connemara  stockings,  in 
whitih  ^Ir.  Merry  had  been  received  by  him  — 
much  to  tliat  formal  minister's  horror — when 
waiting  upon  him,  in  full  dress,  to  deliver  his 
credentials.  My  single  interview  with  this 
remirkabte  person  was  of  very  short  duration ; 
btit  to  have  seen  and  spoken  with  the  man  who 
drew  up  tlie  Dwlaration  of  American  Inde- 
pendence was  an  event  not  to  be  forgotten. 

At  Phibuk'lphia,  the  society  X  was  chiefly 
matie  ac<juainted  with,  and  to  which  (as  the 
rerscs  addressed  to  ^  Delaware's  green  banks  '*  t 
sufficiently  testify)  I  waa  indebted  for  some  of 
my  most  agreeable  recollections  of  the  United 
States,  consisted  entirely  of  persons  of  the 
Foileralisi  or  An  ti- Democratic  party.  Few 
and  transient,  too,  as  had  been  my  oppoHu- 
nitli*i«  of  judging  for  myself  of  the  politicjd 
or  iocial  stato  of  the  country,  my  mind  was 
Mi  open  too  much  to  the  influence  of  ttiv  feel- 
I  inifrf  'W**'  prejudices  of  tbtise  I  chif?flY  eooaorted 
wUb;  aiir'.  certainly,  in  no  quarter  waa  I  ao 

*  t  iipriitntitlon  df  iHli  9aX»3»mK  Ukm  tnm  •  dtrntrtof 
«« ite  if«t.  toy  ^r*  ******  ^' *^ ''^^  ^**''*'7' 


sure  to  God  decidcfl  Iiostility,  both  to  the  men 
and  the  principles  then  dominant  throughout 
the  Union,  as  among  officers  of  the  British 
navy,  and  in  the  ranks  of  an  angry  Federalist 
opposition.  For  any  bias,  therefore,  that, 
under  such  circumstances,  my  opinions  and 
feelings  may  be  thought  to  have  received,  full 
allowance,  of  course,  is  to  be  made  in  apprais- 
ing the  weight  due  to  my  authority  on  the 
subject.  All  I  can  answer  for,  is  the  perfect 
sincerity  and  earnestness  of  the  actual  Lmpree- 
sions,  whether  true  or  erroneous,  under  which 
my  EpiFtles  from  the  United  Stares  were 
written ;  and  ao  atrcmg,  at  the  time,  I  confess, 
were  those  impresiioiiai,  that  it  was  the  only 
period  of  my  pti5t  life  during  which  I  have 
found  myself  at  all  sceptical  as  to  the  sound- 
ness of  that  Liberal  creed  of  politic*,  in  the 
profession  and  advocacy  of  wkich  I  nuiy  be 
almost  iJIcrally  said  to  have  begun  life,  and 
shall  most  probably  end  il. 

Reaching,  for  the  second  time.  New  Yoric, 
I  set  out  from  thence  on  the  now  familiar  and 
easy  enterprise  of  visiting  the  Falls  of  Niagara. 
It  is  but  too  true,  of  all  grand  objects,  whether 
in  nature  or  art>  that  fai'ility  of  access  to  them 
raucli  diminishes  the  feeling  of  reverence  they 
ought  to  inspire.  Of  this  fault,  however,  the 
route  to  Niagara,  at  that  period  —  at  least  the 
portion  of  it  which  IlhI  through  the  Gene^iee 
country — could  not  justly  be  accused.  The 
latter  part  of  the  journey,  whirh  lay  chieMy 
through  yet  but  half-cleared  wood,  we  were 
obliged  to  perform  on  foot;  and  a  slight  acci- 
dent I  met  with,  in  the  counse  of  our  rugged 
walk,  laid  me  up  for  some  days  at  Buffalo. 
To  the  rapid  growth,  in  tliat  wonderful  region, 
of,  at  least,  the  materials  of  civilization, — how- 
ever ultimately  they  may  be  tunie«l  to  ac- 
count,— this  flourishing  town,  which  stands 
on  Lake  Erie,  beara  most  ample  testimony. 
Though  little  better,  at  the  time  when  I  visite^l 
it,  than  a  mere  village,  consisting  chiefly  of 
huts  and  wigwams^  it  is  now,  by  all  accounts, 
a  populous  and  splendid  city,  willi  five  or  six 
churchea,  town -hall,  theatre,  and  other  such 
ufipurtenances  of  a  capital. 

In  adverting  to  the  comparatively  rude  state 
oC  BufTalo,  at  that  period,  I  should  be  ungmte- 

hM  bMa  Initodnnd  la  tlM  rlfMUt  pivlkxea  to  ilw  Mcond 
voliuM  of  Mm  adlllaB  Ici  baa  ToluiMt, 
f  Mm  tfiillt  to  Mr.  W.  R,  Spwow.  f.  IfK^  qf  Chll  •illll«>o. 
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fkl  were  I  to  omit  mentkmijig,  that^  even  tben, 
Ott  the  thores  of  thoae  far  lake«»  tbe  title  of 
"Fad,** — howerer  oowartliilj in  that  inttaaoe 
botiivedt — bespoke  a  kincl  and  distiJigaishiiig 
ipdooore  lor  its  wearer ;  and  tlmt  tbe  Captain 
wbo  eonutiftmled  the  packet  in  which  I  crossed 
X,ake  Ontario  %  in  addition  to  other  marks  of 
eo>ttrtesy,  begged,  on  parting  with  me,  to  be 
aIlow«d  to  decline  payment  for  mj  passage. 

Wliai  we  arrived,  at  length,  at  the  inn,  m 
tiie  iie%iiboiirhood  of  the  FalLss  it  was  too  late 
to  tJiink  of  Tiflitlng  them  that  evening;  and  I 
htj  avvake  almost  the  whole  ni^t  with  the 
■oiiDd  of  the  cataract  in  mj  cars.  The  day 
IbDowi^g  I  consider  as  a  sort  of  era  in  mj  Hfe; 
and  the  first  glimpae  I  caught  of  that  wonder- 
hd  cataract  gave  me  a  feeling  which  noibLng  in 
this  warid  can  ever  awaken  again-f  It  was 
through  an  opening  among  the  trees,  as  we 
apf)ttMM:lied  the  spot  where  the  full  view  of  the 
Fall*  was  to  burst  upon  us,  that  I  caught  this 
glimpee  of  the  mighty  nm$s  of  waters  folding 
iDMiothJj  over  the  edge  of  tbe  precipice ;  and 
my  overwhelming  was  the  notion  it  gave  me  of 
the  awful  spectacle  I  was  approaching,  that, 
during  the  short  interval  that  followed,  imagin- 
ilaofi  had  far  outrun  the  reality;  and,  vast 
IBil  wondeHnl  as  wad  the  scene  that  thi^n 
opened  upon  me,  my  first  feeling  was  that  of 
diAappitntment.  It  would  have  been  iinpos* 
able,  indeed,  for  any  thing  real  to  come  up  to 
the  viaion  I  had,  in  these  few  seconds,  fctrmed 
of  it;  and  those  awful  scriptural  words,  **  Tbe 
ibnalains  of  the  great  deep  were  broken  u^)," 
cao  ^ooe  give  any  notion  of  the  vague  wondcra 
fyt  which  I  was  prepared. 

Bot,  in  fpite  of  the  start  thua  got  by  imagin- 
»taon,  the  triumph  of  reality  was,  in  the  end, 
but  tbe  greater;  for  the  gradual  glory  of  tbe 
•cese  that  opened  upon  me  soon  took  possea- 
lioii  of  my  wbole  mind ;  pre»<?nting,  from  day 
to  day,  some  new  beauty  or  wonder,  and,  like 
all  that  is  moat  sublime  in  nature  or  art,  aw  lik- 
ening sad  as  well  as  elevating  thoughts*  I 
retain  in  my  memory  but  one  other  dream — 
ibr  tiich  do  events  so  long  pa^t  appear — which 


I  of  tbe  Lake*,  w  ba  Li  (tyl^d. 

t  Tlw  two  Ifit  attttmeet  of  the  Abore  p&rA|[T>pli>  <u  well 
«>  ft  pmrnamgw  thM  ocrun  fn  che  lubtMiuent  colutno,  itood 
mri^in^f  ai  pmrt  of  th«  Kat««  on  one  of  the  AitieHcAa  Poemi. 

t  taiT^idaot4  in  tbe  EpliU*  to  L«dy  Cb«iloUe  Rawdon, 

p.  iss,  oruiifAiiiciitfL 


can  in  any  res|ject  be  associated  wHh  the  grand 
visbn  I  have  just  been  describing;  and,  how- 
ever difierent  the  nature  of  their  appeals  to  the 
imagination,  I  should  find  it  difficult  to  say  on 
which  occasion  I  felt  moat  deeply  affected, 
when  lof»king  on  the  Falls  of  Niagara,  pr  when 
standing  by  moonlight  among  the  ruins  of  the 
Coliseum. 

Some  changes,  I  understand,  injurious  to 
the  beauty  of  the  scene,  have  taken  place  in 
tbe  shape  of  the  Falls  since  the  time  of  my 
visit  to  them;  and  aiuong  the^e  is  the  total 
disappearance,  by  the  gradual  crumbling  away 
of  the  rock,  of  the  smdl  leafy  island  which 
then  stood  near  tbe  edge  of  the  Great  Fall, 
and  whose  tranquillity  and  unupproachableness, 
in  the  midst  of  »o  much  turmoiljent  it  an  interest 
which  I  thus  tried  to  avail  myself  of,  in  a  Song 
of  the  Spirit  of  that  region  |  :  — 

Therr,  untd  ih«  iiUnd.tc4^, 
Ju»l  «bot«  tbe  c«Ur»ct'i.  edgii. 
Where  the  foot  of  llTing  man 
Kever  trod  ilnn  Um«  b«f«o^ 
Looe  1  lit  at  clc»e  of  day^  Ac.  Src. 

Another  characteriBtic  feature  of  the  vicinity 
of  the  Falls,  which,  I  understand,  no  longer 
exbts,  was  the  interesting  settlement  of  the 
Tuscarora  Indians.  With  the  gallant  Brock  J^ 
who  tht*n  commanded  at  Fort  George,  I  piyised 
the  greater  part  of  my  time  during  tbe  few 
weeks  I  remained  at  Niagara;  and  a  visit  I 
jiaiJ  to  theae  Indians,  in  company  with  him 
and  his  brother  officers,  on  bis  going  to  distri- 
bute among  them  the  customary  presents  and 
prizes,  was  not  the  least  curious  of  tbe  many 
new  scenes  I  witnessed.  These  people  received 
us  in  all  their  ancient  costume.  The  young 
men  exhibited  for  our  aniusement  in  the  race, 
tbe  bat 'game,  and  other  sports,  while  tbe  old 
and  the  women  sat  in  groups  under  the  sur- 
rounding trees;  and  the  wbole  scene  was  as 
picturesque  and  beautiful  as  it  was  new  to  me. 
It  is  said  that  West,  the  American  painter, 
when  he  first  saw  the  Apollo,  at  Rome,  ex- 
claimed instantly,  **  A  young  ludiiin  warrior  T" 
—  and,  however  startling  the  association  may 


f  Thli  brmrp  and  «n)abl«  crfflcerf  w&i  killed  it  Qnpniitmi, 
In  Upper  CAoadA,  kwr  ifter  the  cotafnenccinent  of  Ihu  irtr 
with  Americw,  In  the  fttm  1818.  He  vis  In  the  »ct  orrhe«riiiff 
OD  bti  men  whru  he  fell  The  Inicnirtton  on  the  monunient 
nlted  to  hti  memory,  on  QueeoitGia  Heigh  ti,  doci  but  due 
bonour  to  hU  mftnlr  character. 
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ftppcAT,  Bome  of  the  griK^efiil  ami  agil^  forms 
whicb  I  saw  that  dnjr  among  tlie  Tusearoras 
W€re  nuch  as  would  account  for  its  arbing  in 
the  Toung  painter's  mind. 

Af\4L*r  crossing  "  the  fresh-water  ocean"  of 
Ontario,  I  passed  down  the  St.  Lawrence  to 
Montreal  and  Quebec,  staying  for  a  short  time 
at  each  of  tliese  places ;  and  this  part  of  my 
jourueji  as  well  as  mj  vnjage  ou  from  Quebec 
to  Halifax,  is  sufficiently  traceable  through  the 
few  pieces  of  poetry  that  were  suggested  to  me 
by  scenes  and  events  on  the  way.  And  here  I 
niu-Hi  a^rain  venture  to  avail  myselfof  the  valu- 
able testimony  of  Captain  Hall  to  the  truth  f>f 
my  descriptions  of  some  of  those  scenes  through 


While  on  the  subject  of  the  Canadian  Boat 
Song,  an  anecdote  connected  with  that  once 
popular  ballad  may,  for  my  musical  readers  at 
least,  possess  some  interest,  A  few  years  since, 
while  staying  in  Dublin,  I  was  presented,  at  bb 
own  retjuest,  to  a  gentlemim  who  told  me  thai 
his  family  bjul  in  their  possession  a  cunoui 
relic  of  my  youthful  days,  —  being  the  first 
notation  I  hiul  made,  in  pencilling,  of  the  air 
and  words  of  the  Canadian  Boat  Song,  while 
on  my  way  down  the  St.  Lawrence,  —  and  thai 
it  was  their  wish  I  should  add  my  signature  to 
attest  the  authenticity  of  the  autograph,  I 
assured  him  with  truth  that  I  had  wholly  for- 
gotten even  the  existence  of  such  a  memoi'an* 


which  bb  more  pnictised  eye  followed  me; —  '  duin;  that  it  would  be  as  much  a  curiosity  to 
taking  the  liberty  to  omit  m  my  extracts,  as    myself  as  it  could  be  to  any  one  eUe,  and  tliat 


far  us  moy  be  done  without  injury  to  the  style 
or  context,,  some  of  that  generous  surplusage 
of  praise  in  which  friendly  criticism  delights  to 
indulge. 

lu  speaking  of  an  excursion  he  bail  made  up 
the  river  OttAWi,  —  *'  a  stream "  he  adds, 
*^  which  haA  «  classical  place  in  every  one's 
inm;;;inalion  from  Moore^sCanailian  Boat  Song/' 
Captain  Ibdl  proceeds  as  follows:  —  '^^MiLle 
the  j»et  above  alluded  to  has  retained  all  that 
•is  essentially  characteristic  ajid  pleasing  in  the<.e 
boat  iOQgB,  flJid  rejected  all  that  is  not  so,  be 
bfti  contrtYed  to  borrow  bis  inspiration  from 
numerous  surrounding  circumstances,  present- 
ing nothing  remarkable  to  the  dull  senj*es  of 
ordinary  travellers.  Yet  the^e  highly  j>oeticaI 
images,  drawn  in  this  way,  as  it  were  carelessly 
and  from  every  hand,  he  has  com- 
bined with  such  graphic  —  I  had  al- 
most said  geographical  —  truth,  that 
tlie  effect  is  great,  even  tjijon  those 
who  have  never,  with  their  own  eyes, 
seen  the  *  Utawa's  tide,'  nor  *  Down 
down  the  Rapidis*  nor  heard  the  *  bell  of  Si. 
Anne*s  toll  its  evening  chime ;'  while  the  same 
lines  give  to  distant  regions,  jireviously  con- 
secrated in  our  iniugiuation,  a  vividne^  of 
iot«rest,  when  viewed  on  the  iijH)t,  of  which  it 
is  diflieult  to  My  how  much  is  du<;  to  ihe 
magic  of  the  poetry,  and  how  mucli  to  the 
beauty  of  the  real  soeQc.*"  * 


It  It  ltciful«rl]r  r'Mtirylnff,"  the  author  adtU,  "  tn  dU- 
tli«if,  txi  Uil*  ktMtt  th«  C«nAdUn  9oyageuf9  ii«irct  onill 
UmIt  dhrinf  ■  to  tlw  thrtM  of  St  Aan«,  brfbr«  «ni»f itif  tci 
■QfMlOTprlMv  sua  llial  dwloi  lu  perfaniuaet,  ^m  «»1* 


I  ^hould  feel  thankful  to  be  aUowe<l  to  see  it. 
In  a  day  or  two  at^cr,  my  request  was  complied 
with,  and  the  following  is  the  history  of  this 
musical  *'  relic," 

In  my  passage  down  the  St.  Lawrence,  I  had 
with  me  two  travelling  compiiniotis,  one  of 
whom,  named  Darkjic^s,  the  son  of  a  weiltliy 
Dublin  merchant,  bas  l>een  some  years  dead* 
To  this  young  friend,  on  parting  with  hini,  at 
Quebec,  I  gave,  as  a  keepsake,  a  volume  I  had 
been  reading  on  the  way,*—  IViestley's  Lectures 
on  History;  and  it  was  upon  a  fly-leaf  of  this 
volume  1  found  I  had  taken  down,  in  pencilling, 
both  the  notes  and  a  few  of  the  words  of  the 
original  song  by  which  my  own  boat-glee  had 
been  niggested.  The  following  is  the  form  of 
my  memorandum  of  the  original  air :  — 

IT 


Then  follows,  as  pencilled  down  at  the 
moment,  the  first  verse  of  my  C^anadian  Boat 
Song,  with  air  and  words  as  they  are  at  present 
From  all  this  it  will  be  perceived,  that,  in  mj 
own  setting  of  the  air,  I  dcfiarteil  in  almost 
every  resjwct  but  the  time  from  ihe  strain  our 
vo^ogvwt*  had  sung  to  us,  leaving  the  music  of 
ihe  glee  nearly  as  much  my  own  as  the  words. 


no  ii)ii»r»rrunll)r  of  l,«Kff[»lfii  up  »o  prop itimi*  ah  iDtercountt 
TUe  flcMtlfthlni  vUl^«g«  trtikh  •urroitti>di  Ut«  churrh  on  tfk* 
'  Circvn  l«l«  *  In  4|i9««I(ni  ora  III  «alMMkc«  «iid  fuiipon  «ii- 
tlr«ljr  lo  ibMV  pl« 
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Tew  Iko'V  wtrongiy  impreaaed  I  had  become  irith 
ibe  BoUcQ  thftt  thb  was  the  identiciLl  Air  sung 
Ij  the  hfrnUneHy — how  closelj  it  linked  itjelf 
■I  my  IflMginAticin  with  the  ecenea  and  foundi 
■iiiilgt  wikh  it  had  occurred  to  me,  —  niAy'be 
Men  I17  ref«res>oe  to  a  note  appended  to  the 
g^  ma  fini  pnbllahed,  which  will  be  found  in 
the  feUowin^  V^g^^* 

To  tlie  few  desultorf  and,  perhapo,  ralueleas 
nooUectioiia  I  have  thua  called  up,  respecting 
tlie  coDleDtfi  of  our  iccond  Tolume,  I  have  only 
to  adA^  that  the  heavy  storm  of  ceiuure  aad 
ericjcidaii — ^aome  of  it,  I  fear,  but  too  weU 
diaciicd  —  which,  both  in  America  and  in 
KiiglaiKl,  the  publication  of  tny  ^'  Odes  and 
EpitfUes"  drew  down  u[x>n  roe,  was  followed 
Ij  resolta  which  have  far  more  than  compen* 
ittted  foraoj  pain  such  attacks  at  the  time  may 
harm  iitllicted.  In  the  roost  formidable  of  all 
mf  eamon^  at  that  period*  —  the  great  moAter 
of  tJie  art  of  criticism*  in  our  daj, — ^I  bare 
iufUid  ever  since  one  of  the  most  cordial  and 
k^hilj  Tvlued  of  all  my  friends;  while  the 
good-wiH  I  have  eJtperJenced  from  more  than 
ooe  likltiiguiahed  American  suificientlj  assures 
mm  that  ttnj  injustice  I  roaj  have  done  to  tbat 
bad  of  fl^Bemen,  if  not  long  since  wholly  for- 
gotten^  »  now  Temembered  only  to  be  forgiven. 

Am  0oaie  ooitsolation  to  me  for  the  onacta  of 
I  reeciTed,  shortly  after  the  appear- 
of  mj  ▼olume,  a  letter  from  Stockholm, 
to  "the  author  of  Epistles,  Odej?, 
poema,"*  and  informing  me  tbut  ^'  the 
Prinoes,  Kobtes,  and  Gentlemen,  wlio  composed 
tlie  Geoeral  Chapter  of  the  most  Illustriou?, 
Ijniwlnan,  SeculiLr,  and  Chapterol  Order  of 
8c  Joadiim,**  had  elected  me  as  a  Knight  of 
iktt  Onier,  Notwithstanding  the  grave  and 
•l^e  of  the  letter,  I  regarded  it^  I  own, 

fart^  ■»  a  mere  ponderous  piece  of  pleasantr}' ; 
suspected  tliat  in  the  name  of  St. 
**  I  could  detect  the  low  and  inre- 
pun  of  St  Jokefaim. 

On  a  little  inquiry,  however,  I  learned  that 
tiierc  actually  existed  such  an  order  of  knight  - 
bockd ;  that  the  title,  insignia,  &c.  conferred  by 
it  lind,  in  the  instances  of  Lord  Nebon,  the 
Dnke  of  Bouillon,  and  Coined  IrahoflT,  who 
were  all  Knights  of  St.  Joachim,  been  outho- 
wmcd  by  the  British  court ;  but  that  since  then, 

«  Pic*  117.  of  IhU  cdJtIoo. 


this  sanction  of  the  oroer  aad  been  withdrawn. 
Of  course  to  the  reduction  thus  caused  in  the 
value  of  the  honour  was  owing  its  descent  in 
the  scale  of  distinction  to  "  such  amaU  deer"  of 
Parnassus  as  myself  I  wrote  a  letter,  bow- 
CTcr,  full  of  grateful  acknowledgment,  to  Mon« 
sieur  Hansson,  the  Vice-Chancellor  of  the 
Order,  saying  that  I  was  unconscious  of  having 
entitled  myself,  by  any  public  service,  to  a 
reward  due  only  to  the  betieliu:tora  of  man- 
kind; and  therefore  begged  leare  moat  re- 
spectfully to  decline  it 
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THE  THIHD  VOLUME. 

The  three  satirical  Poem?,  with  which  this  Vo- 
lume commences,  were  published  originally 
without  the  author  s  name ;  **  Corruptian  **  and 
*^  Intolerance "  in  the  year  1808,  iiml  "The 
Sceptic  "  in  the  year  fullowing.  The  fK>IitieaI 
ojnniona  adopted  in  the  first  of  these  Satires — 
the  Poem  on  CorruptioJi  —  was  chiefly  caught 
up,  as  is  inlimuted  in  I  he  original  Prcfoce^ 
from  the  writings  of  BoUrigbroke,  Sir  William 
Wyndham,  and  other  statesmen  of  that  fac- 
tious period,  when  the  sjime  sort  of  alliance 
tTMik  place  between  Toryism  and  what  is  now 
called  Radicalism,  which  ia  always  likely  to 
ensue  on  the  ejection  of  the  Tory  party  from 
power.f  In  the  somewhat  rash  cfTusion,  it  will 
be  seen  that  neither  of  the  two  great  English 
parties  is  handled  with  much  respect ;  and  I  re- 
member being  taken  to  task,  by  one  of  the  few 
of  my  Whig  acquaintances  that  ever  locjkcd 
into  the  poem,  for  the  following  allu.iion  to  the 
silencing  etlects  of  otHciul  istaLiou  on  certain 
orators :  ^ 

Ak  bcHM,  on  tanen  Allgfattns:.  ceue  their  huni, 
Sa,  Mi'ttliDg  upon  [iLiicctt,  Whlgii  grow  dumti^ 

Bat  these  attempts  of  mine  in  the  stately, 
Juvenalian  style  of  satire,  met  with  but  liltle 
success,  —  never  having  attained,  I  believe, 
even  the  honours  of  a  second  edition  \  and  I 
found  that  lighter  form  of  weapon,  to  which  I 

t  Bollnibroke  hliDM<lf  fttkuowlcdxn  th^t  "  both  purtki 
i  rsdioDi^  111  the  itrkl:  tcnic  of  I  be  word." 
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aflerwftrdi  betook  m^feif,  not  onlj  mcvre  easy 
to  wield,  but,  from  iti  ver^  UghtneiA,  perhaps, 
more  pure  to  readi  it»  m&rk. 

It  would  ftlmoAt  »e«iii,  too,  as  if  tiie  SBme 
unembitt^^  ipirit,  Ibe  Bune  ^leedom  from  all 
real  malice  with  which,  in  most  ItiitanoeB,  this 
iort  of  aquib  wtrfare  has  been  waged  bj  me, 
wm  felu  in  Aome  degree,  even  bj  thcoe  who 
were  themselves  the  objecta  of  it; — so  genC' 
rousl J  foT|^ving  have  I,  in  mmt  inatmicci,  found 
ihcm.  Even  the  high  Fersonage  againit  whom 
the  cttrli^t  and  perhaps  most  suoceiAful  of  my 
lighter  missiles  were  launched,  could  refer  to 
anil  quote  them,  as  I  leam  from  an  incident 
mt^ntioncd  in  the  Life  of  Sir  Walter  Scott  *, 
with  a  degree  of  good -humour  and  pUjfulnei* 
whit:h  was  ere<litahlo  atikc  to  hi«  temper  and 
good  lenje.  At  a  memorable  dinner  given  by 
the  Hegent  to  Sir  Walter  In  the  jear  1815, 
Bcotti  among  other  storiea  with  which  hii  rojal 
hiMt  was  mueh  ijnuierl,  told  of  a  sentence 
pam^  hf  an  old  friend  of  his,  the  Lord  Justice 
Ch'fk  I*rajifi**lil,  jittended  hj  circumstances  in 
wliirh  ilm  *^ru*!lt/  of  this  waggish  judge  was 
txYtm  nittn-i  couniiicuous  thnn  his  humourr  **"  The 
Hrgi-iit  latighi^rl  heartily,"  says  the  biographer, 
"  at  thin  iijii*fmii'T]  rtf  II  rait  field's  bnitnl  huinmir; 
anrl  *  r  faith,  WiilM'f/  said  hc^,  *  this  old  big- 
wig wH^nis  Ut  havo  tnken  tilings  as  ciMilly  m  my 
lyrniiiili'al  m^lf  ])oii*t  yim  rrineinWr  Tom 
MiifireV  di'mTiptlon  of  ine  at  bri!iikftwir  — 

llf«tti<itt4rtHiilt  Sfid  t)t»  Mitmliii  r<Mt<'^* 

fn  ri*A*ri'iire  t^i  thi^  and  other  lest  cxAltc^l 
triJitaiu*fs,  of  thn  gfHHl»huintiun*d  spirit  in  which 
my  **  iiiiiiM*ui  sales ^*  have  in  general  been  taken, 
I  Mimll  vent  u IV  to  eltti  hem  a  few  flattering  sen- 
li>tii-i<i  whlt'h,  luimlng  as  they  ilid  fVom  a  poli- 
tii^nl  silversAry  and  a  slmnger,  touched  me  far 
innm  by  their  gi*norosity  than  even  by  their 
praiite*  In  speaking  of  the  penHion  which  haid 
just  then  l>ecn  confem^  ujmn  me,  ant!  <^x press- 
ing, in  warm  tcnni,  hii  approval  of  the  grant,  the 


«  Vnl.  Ill  p.  Mi  t  Thp  WsiKUnl,  Antnit  M.  I  HA. 

1      **  Tlia  tmm^fttmt^tiM  and  ifrafi4ril#i  » 

Til*  MMK  fitld  mtm^,  prvtlf  feouU, 

T}i«U  In  thli  Hi!h  auA  «lsialc  4omv, 

ApEiMr  Ml  jinrtHt\f  Hi  bcridv  { 

llMi  urn*  brlf ht  riTtfi  *mntif  Eht  dl«h«. 

Hut  not  ^  nil  I  HDl  Ihv  trnftm  dur  Aihoi. 

I^Mfl  hmiri  aiHl  cUriit  hkU'ii  the  o^  emm  i  — 

iOi  iLMd  of  %\\wnw  and  (»f  cold  Of9wi« 


editor  of  a  leading  T017  jonrna]  f  tbus  liberallj 
expresses  himself^ — *^  We  know  that  some  will 
blame  ua  for  our  prejudice ^ — if  it  be  prejudicev 
In  fkvour  of  Mr.  Moore ;  but  we  caimoi  help 
it*'  Ai  he  telli  ui  himaeU^ 
'  WJt  i  ^Lmoad  br)Q«t 

the  most  obdurate  political  antipathies.  *  *  * 
We  do  not  believe  that  any  one  waa  ever  hurl 
by  libels  so  witty  a«  those  of  Mr.  Moore ;  — 
great  privilege  of  wit^  which  renders  it  impos- 
sible even  for  those  whose  enemies  wits  are,  to 
hate  them  I" 

To  return  to  the  period  of  the  Kegeocy  i  ■ — 
In  the  numerous  attacks  from  the  govemment 
press,  which  my  occasional  voUies  of  small  shot 
agalm^t  the  Court  used  to  draw  down  upon  me^, 
it  was  constantly  alleged,  ws  an  aggravation  of 
-mj  misdeeds,  that  I  had  been  indebted  to  the 
Royal  personage  thus  ^sailed  by  me  for  many 
kind  and  substantial  services.  Luckily,  the  li»t 
of  the  benefits  showered  upon  me  from  that  high 
quarter  may  be  deapatched  in  a  few  senteneeai. 
At  the  request  of  the  Earl  of  Moira,  one  of  my 
earliest  and  best  friends,  his  Royal  Highness 
graciously  permitted  me  to  dedicate  to  him  my 
Translation  of  the  Odes  of  Anaereon^  I  was 
twice,  I  think,  admittt^  to  the  honour  of  dining 
at  Carl  ion  Houaet  and  when  the  Prince,  on 
his  being  made  Regent  in  ISU,  gave  his  me- 
morable fSte,  I  was  one  t^f  the  crowds  about 
1500,  I  believe,  in  number— who  enjoyed  the 
privilege  of  being  his  guests  on  the  occasion. 

There  occur  some  alluaions,  indeed,  in  the 
Twopenny  Post-Bag,  to  the  absurd  taste  dis- 
played in  the  ornaments  of  the  Royal  supper- 
table  at  that  fvtel;  and  this  violation  —  for 
such,  to  a  certain  extent,  I  allow  it  to  hare  been 
—  of  the  reverence  due  to  the  rights  of  the  Hos- 
pitable Jove 5,  which,  whether  administered  by 
prince  or  peasant,  ought  to  be  sacred  from 
such  expTMiure,  1  am  by  no  means  disposed  to 
defend,    liut,  whatever  may  be  thought  of  the 


Kkb  of  ih«l  »pf^  QOV-S-d^fi) 

KaffiF  ipfvti  h«**  tHMD,  \tg  H — tm— b"!  vtilii 

Ffumatwl  tfito  tllvrr  S«lii. 

And  rj4s«oni  \m  V-*i^tt-l  loW 

Tlw  E*t-t)  an  m  food  h  sold/* 


I         **  ABi«  fora  lUlMt  Jof  li  HHiHtli  vjk" 
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or  pmdefice  of  some  of  these  fatires,  there 
DO  Umgi&t  I  apprehend^  much  dtflereuce 
iif  opittioQ  respecting  the  chamcter  of  the  Rojal 
penonagie  agmin&t  whom  thej  were  aimeiL  Al- 
rcidj,  lAdeed,  haa  the  stem  vertUct  which  the 
voifie  of  IGatoiy  oannot  bat  pronounce  upon 
taaia  been  in  aoaie  degree  anticipated*,  in  a 
ikeick  of  the  domestic  events  of  hb  reign,  su|> 
fmtA  Ui  hare  proceeded  from  the  pen  of  one 
vio  waa  hnmadf  en  aetor  in  some  of  lifl  most 
fiaiafhl  9cc»ea»  aswl  who,  from  hu  professional 
paiillnti,  eoauBanded  a  near  insight  into  the 
cJMmetcr  of  that  exalted  individual,  both  as 
Imband  and  lather*  To  the  same  high  autho* 
litj  I  tntial  refer  for  an  i^Mxmnt  of  the  myste* 
fiottt  ^  Book  t«"  to  which  aliusiofi  Is  more  than 
ODctt  made  to  the  following  pBg«s* 

One  of  the  earli«>st  and  most  snoces&ful  of  Ihc 
muneroos  trHles  I  wrote  at  that  periods  wns  the 
Fvodj  on  the  Regent's  celebrate*!  Letter^  an- 
nooncbig  to  the  world  ^hat  he  ^'  had  no  predi- 
IflBliona,**  Ac  Thia  very  opportune  squib  wa«, 
it  firel,  circulated  privately;  my  friend,  Mr. 
Perry,  having  for  some  time  hesitated  to  publish 
it.  U«  got  soine  copies  of  it,  however,  printed 
0fytmt^  which  I  sent  round  to  several  mem- 
ben  of  the  Whig  party ;  and^  having  to  meet  a 
tioabcr  of  them  at  dinner  immediately  afYer^ 
lid  it  DO  ctty  matter  to  keep  my  countenance 
<*iijic  they  WfTQ  discussing  among  them  the 
meiita  of  the  Pnroijy.  One  of  the  party,  I  re- 
firilftfi,  having  quoted  to  me  the  following  de- 
arriptjoo  of  the  state  of  both  King  and  Regent, 
Ml  that  moment, «• 


•  |t4lpftiirfli  Reriew,  Ko.iritxxT^  George  th*  Fourth  and 
C^tm^mf' -^*'  When  tbe  Friaer  «tit«r«d  upon  pnblic 
wi  tmnt  l»  Imlv#  »]ih«aitod  ibo  r«t<Kirc«i  of  a  €are«r 
! ;  to  iMfVt  gBliM^l  fuDowsr*  wlihoul  rmiklDf  frieodi ; 
nroeli  wtrj  and  acme  •dmlratlon  Asnong  tho 
«l  polt*fa«d  Ktcietjr ;  but  fiot  to  com- 
'  flillMr  r«tp«ct  or  etteem.    •  •  •    The 
mlideb  v«  luiva  fMiliitfld  of  him  1%  undoubtedly  one 
•f  l^a  4«raca  thad*  and  moat  repuklf^  rorm." 

t  *  Ta*m  to  no  doubt  « hate  vet  that  Tkf  Book^  written  bf 
Mf,  F^twvil.  aiii4  prlvKtely  printed  at  hii  houMt  tmder  Lord 
EMan'a  wm%mtiutraitnc»  and  bii  own,  wm»  prrparrd  in  concert 
vHJl  CbNi  KiBf.  and  m%»  lntend«d  U>  sound  the  alarm  agajntt 
Cm^m  IImmb  and  th«  MiHUiti/'  —  Ed  Rninp,  A. 

I  rtPifipw^  Fatt-Bag,  pp.  1&3,  154.  I  avail  myieirar  [far 
■aartwi  htfw  of  laii  lattar  tqulb^  to  rc««tt  a  cnrrcctlon  wtilch 
I  l«a  bMrt^  mtdt  Im  the  two  foUowing  linei  of  it :  ^ 

•*  kmk  llMiWffb  rtatMBieQ  mmj  glory  In  being  unboOKbt, 
la  ^  antlMir*  w*  lUliia,  lir,  tliat't  ratlier  a  fault." 
f «rpMI^  tlnl  ^op«*t  «ar  wmt  laAUIlml  ivltb  tb«  »ort  of  rhym« 
hmw  aami^  f  toduaijr  aJt«f«d  (aod  ipoUed)  the  wboUt  couplel 
utPCrtdoTlt 


**  A  ttralt  waltteoat  on  kirn,  and  Tratrtrtlon*  on  Me, 
A  norr  limited  mouarchy  could  not  well  b*," 

grew  rather  provoked  with  me  for  not  enjoying 
the  fun  of  the  parody  as  much  as  himfielf 

While  thus  the  excitement  of  party  feeling 
lent  to  the  political  tritles  contained  in  thitt 
volume  a  relish  and  pungency  not  their  own, 
an  effect  has  been  attributed  to  two  iquibs, 
wholly  unconnected  with  politics  —  the  Letters 
lirom  the  Dowager  Countess  of  Cork,  and  from 
Messrs.  Lacklngton  and  Co,}  — of  which  I 
had  myself  not  the  slightest  notion  till  1  found 
it  thus  alluded  to  in  Mr.  Lockhart'a  Life  of  Sir 
Walter  Scott.  In  speaking  of  the  causes  which 
were  lupposed  to  have  coDtrihuted  to  the  com- 
parative failure  of  the  Poem  of  **  Rokeby,*'  the 
biographer  says,  "  It  is  fair  to  add  that,  among 
the  London  circle^  at  lenat,  some  sarcastic 
flings,  in  Mr.  Moore's  Twopenny  Post- Bag, 
must  have  had  an  unfavourable  influence  on 
this  occasion  "§ 

Among  the  transtaiions  that  have  appeared 
on  the  Continent,  of  the  greater  part  of  my 
poetical  works^  there  has  been  no  attempt,  as 
for  as  I  can  Iciirn,  to  give  a  version  of  any  of 
my  satiriciil  writings  —  with  the  single  excep- 
tion of  a  6«|idb  contained  in  thi^s  volume,  en- 
titled *'  Little  i\f  Jin  and  Little  Soul  |I,"  of  which 
there  is  a  translation  into  German  verse,  by 
the  late  distinguished  oriental  si^hcjUr,  Profes- 
sor VoQ  Bohlen.^  Though  unskilled,  myself, 
in  German,  I  can  yet  perceive  —  sulliciently 
to  marvel  at  it  —  the  dexterity  and  ease  with 
which  the  Old  Ballad  metre  of  the  origimd  is 


}  **S€w,  for  Inftancfl/'  mji  Mr.  Lockhart,  "  ilie  Rplttlo  of 
t^ady  Cork  ;  or  Ihnt  of  Meitri.  Larkini^tort,  baoks^ellcrt,  to 
ooo  of  tli«ir  dandy  authnri :  — 

•'  *  Should  you  feel  any  touch  of  portt cat  rIow, 
W«*TO  a  icluMtii*  to  ftii(^Rie«t :  — '  Mr,  Sc — tt,  you  muit  Imow, 
(Who.  we'ff  »orry  to  tajr  it^  now  worka  for  iMe  it»tr,>i 
lUting  quilted  the  Borders,  to  j«<e'k  new  ren&ti-n, 
Ii  comkiR,  Ijy  ionjj  Qtiarto  ita«ci.  to  Town  j 
And  bciflnnloit  wiih  HokeUy  (the  J^ib^t  lurf  to  pay) 
Meani  to  do  all  thcf  dcntlfmcn^i  Seatt  on  the  way^ 
Now,  tlu'  acheinc  ii  (though  none  of  mir  backneji  can  bcwt 

hlin) 
To  itarl  a  frf»h  Poet  through  Mlg;b^te  to  mtft  bim  ; 
Who,  by  meani  of  quick  prooff — no  revlte* — long  coachoi  ^ 
May  d{»  a  few  rlllBui,  twfore  Sc— tt  approox: hei. 
Indeed,  if  our  Fegaiiii  be  not  curil  »habby. 
He'll  reach,  without  foimdYitiit^  ai  least  Wobum  AblM?y.'  " 

H  Alludlng^  to  a  tpeech  delivered  in  the  year  ISIA  by  tlie 
Right  Hon,  Cliarle*  Abbott  (then  .SjwJiker)  against  Mr.  Grat- 
tan'i  motion  for  a  Committee  on  the  Clalmi  of  lh*r  CathoUci 

^  Author  of  '*  The  Anclect  Indian/* 

,  Puicmams'  Row. 
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■dopted  and  suiiuigeU  m  tlie  tranfilation.  Am 
thii  trifle  tamy  be  congidered  curious,  not  onlj 
in  iUelfi  but  HtiU  more  an  connected  with  so 
lenraed  a  iiiiiue,  I  sbuU  here  present  it  to  my 
renders,  premising  thut  the  same  eminent  Pt4- 
fesior  biui  left  a  version  lUao  of  one  of  my  very 
early  /oceHm^  "  Tbe  RabblniciLt  Origin  of 
Womim.*' 

"  THERE  WAS  A  LITI'LE  MAN/' 
(  T^muiMi^  bjf  Prqfe$tor  »om  Be^Um,) 

Bff  war«ln  kHnrr  MAnn, 

Und  dw  h»U*n  kJdtiwi  Golrt 
VaA  «r  tftra^ii :  klnlnnr  Gvl»t  i«ibti  wir  nu,  xu,  «u, 

Ob  Utti  (nofHrli  *ohl  wlril  icji^ 

fl<teta  klfkn?!  Fledclcln 
Dm  wir  balten,  klelner  Ich  und  klrlnpr  dii,  dii.  du, 

Dm  wlr  h«]too«  klclncr  (eh  luid  kl^lner  4u, 

VaA  Aet  klelua  Grltt,  der  brftrh 

Aiu  d«i«0  L(H:h(i  nun  iiiiil  iprnch: 
Ich  lM<H8upto,  kldinifr  Mton,  du  hUt  keck,  keck,  keck, 

NtmiQ  nkht  ijb«1  inelD<*  Zw«irt'l, 

Abor  faifp  mlr,  mm  Teufel, 
DaI  dill  kli?Jnp  klelnp  Ited'  f'tn^^n  iwcck,  iwcck,  twcck, 

IImI  illi'  kl<riiic  kMne  R0d'  elopD  i week  ? 

D«r  kldOB  Mann  cUr«uf 

Bli«u  di«  Dackra  mErhtJg  auf, 
Und  Of  tpmch  i  klrknrr  Ooiti  vy  g4>ich«ul,  icbout*  teliMit ; 

Klf'tiifT  kh  iind  klHnrr  ilu 

Siiid  borufvo  ja  ilntu 
jfiu  torduBOMn  and  bdiuihrtii  «1l«  L^mi'.  Lout',  l^ut', 

Zo  vOTilaiBiMB  und  IwlMiliron  nile  Lt?ut\ 

Und  lie  ftnufn  bridr  an 

IJCT  klvtna  Grlit  um1  kliHnci  Mitin, 
Pti^Mon  att  IKr«  Hede  to  klt>ln,  klHn,  Ueln ; 

UDd  difl  t«ni«  W«)t  tiir  wabr 

Mpint,  da*  aut|r«bLit'ne  Paar 
ldu«4t  eln  wfnilj^Pi  PfiiiOV'llpiln  nur  teyn^  tejni*  NfO, 

&luMt  i^kn  wJnii^ci  PnilTcllclR,  nur  tcfo. 

Ilftvlng  thus  brought  together,  lu  well  from 
the  records  of  othcn»,  r»  from  my  own  recol- 
lecttonf  whatever  incidental  tightJ  could  be 
Uirf»wn  from  those  aourc'es,  on  some  of  the 
ftatirical  eflfuiilonB  contained  in  thei»e  piige%  1 
shall  now  reserve  all  Aiich  remiiuBcenees  and 
notices  as  relate  to  the  IrLsli  Melodies  for  our 
next  volume. 

It  is  right  my  readers  should  hero  be  np^ 
prized,  that  the  ptan  nf  cliis«ing  my  |HH.'ti<  ul 
works  acconling  to  the  order  of  their  first  piiU- 
lieatiim  is  pursued  no  further  thnn  the  Sct^ond 
Vtilume  of  this  Collection;  and  that^  therefore, 
the  arrangement  of  the  eontentt  of  the  suc- 
ceeding Volumes,  though  not,  in  a  general  way, 
departing  much  fVom  this  rule,  is  not  to  be  de- 
pended u[Mm  as  observing  it. 


PREFACE 

TO 

THE  FOURTH  VOLUME, 

The  recollections  connected,  in  my  mi  ml,  with 
that  early  pcriotl  of  my  life,  when  I  first  thought 
of  interpreting  in  verse  the  touching  liuigiiag€ 
of  my  country's  mu^ic,  tempt  me  again  to  ad» 
vert  to  tbo^  long  past  days ;  and  even  at  the 
risk  of  being  thought  to  indulge  overmuch  in 
whiit  CoUey  Cibber  calls  '*  tbe  great  pleasure 
of  writing  about  one*8  self  all  dtiy,"  to  notice 
briefly  some  of  those  impressions  and  intluences 
under  which  the  attempt  to  adapt  words  to 
our  ancient  Melodies  was  for  some  time  medi- 
tated by  me,  and,  at  last^  undertaken. 

There  can  be  no  doubt  that  to  the  «eal  and 
industry  of  Mr.  Bunting  hb  country  b  indebted 
for  the  preservation  of  her  old  national  airs. 
During  tbe  previdence  of  the  Penal  Code,  the 
music  of  Ireland  was  ma4le  to  share  in  the  fate 
of  its  people.  Both  were  alike  shut  out  from 
the  pale  of  civilistHi  life ;  and  seldom  anywhere 
but  in  the  huts  of  the  proscribed  race  could 
the  sweet  voice  of  the  songs  of  other  days  be 
heard.  Even  of  that  clasa,  the  itinerant  harp- 
ers, among  whom  for  a  long  period  our  ancient 
music  had  been  kept  alive,  there  remained  but 
few  to  continue  the  precious  tradition  ;  and  a 
great  music-meeting  htid  at  BeHast  in  the  year 
17&2,  at  which  the  two  or  three  still  remainitig 
of  the  old  raci^  of  wandering  haqxirs  assiittetl, 
exhibited  the  last  public  effort  made  by  tbe 
lovers  of  Irbb  music,  to  preserve  to  their 
country  the  only  grace  or  ornament  left  to  her, 
out  of  the  wreck  of  alt  her  liberties  and  hopes. 
Thus  what  the  fierce  legislature  of  the  Pale 
hiul  eufleavoured  vainly  through  so  many  cen- 
turies lo  effect,  —  the  utter  extinction  of  Ire- 
land's Minstrelsy,  —  the  deadly  pressure  of  the 
Penal  Laws  had  nearly,  at  the  close  of  the 
eighteenth  century,  accomplished  ;  and,  hut  for 
the  SEeiil  and  intelligent  research  of  Mr.  Bunr  ing^ 
at  that  crisis,  ihe  greater  pru-t  of  our  musical 
treasurer  would  probably  hiive  been  lost  to  the 
world.  It  was  in  the  year  171>G  that  tliib 
gcnileniiin  published  his  first  volume;  and  tlie 
national  spirit  and  hope  then  wakeocNl  iti  Ire* 
land,  by  the  rapid  spread  of  the  democratic 
principle  throughout  Europe,  could  not  but  tn- 
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•are  a  most  ecntliAl  reception  for  auch  b  work ; 
— iUltcriiig  «a  it  wis  to  the  fond  dreuns  of 
£rtii*f  carlj  d«ja,  and  containing  in  itself, 
indeed*  reouricahle  testimony  to  tbe  truth  of  ber 
to  m  eftrlj  date  of  civilisation. 
U  w«0  ta  die  year  1797  thau  througli  tHe 
of  Mr.  Bunting's  book^  I  was  first  made 
mgpiaintcd  with  ibe  beauties  of  our  native  mu- 
fic  A  joung  friend  of  our  family,  Edward 
Hmkoo,  libe  n^ephew  of  an  eminent  dentist  of 
ifait  muDei^  who  played  with  much  taste  and 
feeling  on  tht  flute,  and»  unluckiiy  for  blmself* 
Wis  bat  too  dieepdy  warmed  with  the  patriotic 
ifdoitr  ihten  kindling  around  him«  was  the  first 
vho  mde  known  to  me  this  rich  mine  of  our 
eaBHtfy*<  taelodies;  —  a  mine,  from  the  work* 
hg  of  wlucli  my  humble  Labours  as  a  poet  have 
mot  ihtu  derived  their  sole  lustre  and  value. 
Abool  llie  same  period  I  formed  an  acquaiut- 
Mcev  which  Boon  grew  into  intimacy,  with 
fom^  Bobert  Emmet.  He  was  my  senior^  I 
iktak  by  one  class,  in  the  university ;  for  when^ 
ia  the  &rst  year  of  my  course,  I  became  a  nuzm- 
ber  of  the  Debating  Society  —  a  sort  of  nursery 
m  the  authorised  Uistorical  Society — I  found 
ktm  in  fiiU  r^utation,  not  only  for  his  learaing 
ami  eloquence,  but  also  for  the  blamelesaness  of 
Us  Ifle,  and  the  grave  suavity  of  his  manners. 

Of  the  politicfll  tone  of  this  minor  school  of 
nratOTj,  whicli  was  held  weekly  at  the  rooms  of 
resident  members,  some  notion  may  be 
&om  die  nature  of  the  questions  pro- 
for  discussion,  —  one  of  which  I  recollect^ 
was,  •*  VTHether  an  Aristocracy  or  a  Democracy 
it  most  ^Tourable  to  the  advancement  of  science 
mad  literature  ?  **  while  another,  bearing  even 
mote  pointedly  on  the  relative  position  of  the 
and  the  people,  at  this  crisis,  was 
ai^ificantly  propounded  :  —"  Whether  a 
was  bound,  on  all  occasions,  to  obey  the 
of  his  oommaoding  officer?"  On  the 
of  thase  questions,  the  effect  of*Emmel*s 
eloqiteoce  upon  his  young  auditors  wns,  I  rccol- 
lect*  mc«t  striking.  The  prohibition  against 
tooidung  upon  modem  politics,  which  it  wiis 
tnfaseqoeoily  found  necessary  to  enforce,  had 
ttot  yet  been  introduced ;  and  Emmet,  who  took 
of  eonrse  ardently  the  side  of  democrncy  in  the 
delwte,  after  a  brief  review  of  the  rcpuhlics  of 
antiquity,  showing  how  much  they  had  all  doue 
for  the  advancement  of  science  and  the  arts, 
proooeded,  lastly,  to  the  grand  and  perilous  ex- 


ample, then  passing  before  all  eyes,  the  youn^ 
Bcpubtic  of  France.  Referring  to  the  circum- 
stance told  of  Csesar^  that,  in  swimming  across 
the  Rubicon,  he  contrived  to  carry  with  him 
bis  Commentaries  and  his  sword,  the  young 
orator  said,  '^  Thus  France  wades  through  a  sea 
of  storm  and  blood ;  but  while,  in  one  hand,  she 
wields  the  sword  against  her  aggressors,  with 
the  other  she  upholds  the  glories  of  science  and 
Literature  unsuUied  by  the  ensanguined  tide 
through  which  she  strui^es."  In  another  of 
his  remarkable  speeches,  I  remember  his  sayings, 
**  When  a  people,  advancing  rapidly  in  know- 
ledge and  power,  perceive  at  lost  bow  far  their 
government  is  lagging  behind  them,  what  then, 
I  ask,  is  to  be  done  in  such  a  case  f  Wha^  but 
to  pull  the  government  up  to  the  people  f  ^ 

In  a  few  months  after,  both  Emmet  and  my- 
self were  admitted  members  of  the  greater  and 
recognised  institution,  cidled  the  Historical  So- 
ciety ;  and,  even  here,  the  political  feeling  so  rife 
abroad  contrived  to  mix  up  its  restless  spirit 
with  all  our  debates  and  proceedings ;  notwith- 
standing the  constant  watchfulness  of  the  col- 
lege authorities,  as  well  as  of  a  strong  party 
within  the  Society  itself,  devoted  adherents  to 
the  policy  of  the  government,  and  taking  inva- 
riably part  with  the  Provost  and  Fellows  in  all 
their  restrictive  and  inquii^itorial  measures.  The 
mostdistinguished  and  eloquent  of  these  suppor- 
ters of  power  were  a  young  man  named  Sargent, 
of  whose  fate  in  afTter*days  I  know  nothing,  and 
Jebb,  the  late  Bishop  of  Limerick,  who  was 
then,  as  he  continued  to  be  through  life,  much 
respected  for  bis  private  worth  and  leiirning. 

Of  the  popular  side,  in  the  Society,  the  chief 
champion  and  ornament  was  Robert  Emmet; 
and  though  every  care  was  token  to  exclude 
from  the  subjects  of  debate  all  questions  verg- 
ing towards  the  polities  of  the  day,  it  was  always 
easy  enough,  by  a  side-wind  of  digression  or  al- 
lusion, to  bring  Ireland,  and  the  prospects  then 
opening  upon  her,  within  the  senj)e  of  the  orator's 
view.  So  exciting  and  piwerftil,  in  this  respect, 
were  Enimet*s  speeches,  and  so  little  were  even 
the  niOBt  eloquent  of  the  adverse  party  able  to 
cope  with  bis  ^sowers,  that  it  was  at  length 
thought  advisable^  by  the  higher  authorities,  to 
i  send  among  us  a  man  of  more  advanced  stand- 
ing, as  well  as  belonging  to  a  former  race  of  re- 
nowned speakers,  In  that  Society,  in  order  that 
he  might  answer  the  speeches  of  Emmet,  and 
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endeavour  to  obviate  the  miacliievoug  impres- 
sion they  were  thought  to  produce*  The  name 
of  thia  umture  charapiuo  of  the  higher  powers 
it  is  not  necestmry  here  to  record  ;  Wt  the 
object  of  his  mission  among  ua  was  in  some  re- 
sjx^ct  gained ;  as  it  was  in  replyinjr  to  a  long 
oration  of"  liis»  one  night,  that  Emmet,  much  to 
tb*i  mortification  of  us  who  gloried  in  him  as 
our  leatlcr,  became  suddenly  eml>arra«sed  in 
the  raidtUe  of  his  speech,  and^  to  use  the  par- 
liamentary phrase,  broke  down.  W^hether  from 
a  momentary  confusion  in  the  tbrc*d  of  his 
arn^iment,  or  possibly  fix>m  di(Tidence  in  en- 
countering an  adversary  ao  much  his  senior,  -* 
for  Emmet  was  as  modest  as  he  wna  high- 
minded  and  brave,  — he  began,  in  the  full 
career  of  his  eloquence,  to  hesitate  and  repeat 
his  words,  and  then,  afler  an  effort  or  two  to  re- 
cover himself,  sat  down. 

It  fell  to  my  own  lot  lo  be  engagwl,  about 
the  same  time,  in  a  brisk  stru£rgle  with  the 
dominant  jMirty  in  the  Society,  in  conMiquence 
of  »  burlesque  poejn  which  1  gave  in  as  candi- 
date for  the  Literary  Mi*daJ,  entitled  "  An  Ode 
upon  Nothing,  ^ith  Note*,  by  Triamegiistus 
Rustifustiua,  D.D."  &c»  &c  For  this  squib 
■gainst  the  great  Dons  of  learning,  the  medal 
was  voted  to  me  by  a  triumphant  majority. 
But  a  motion  was  made  in  the  following  week 
to  rescind  this  vote ;  and  a  fierce  contest  between 
the  two  parties  ensued,  which  I  at  last  put  an 
end  to  by  vohmtarily  withdrawing  my  compo- 
sition from  the  Society's  Book* 

I  have  already  adverted  to  the  period  when 
Mr.  Bunting's  valuable  volume  first  became 
known  to  me.  There  elapsed  no  very  long  time 
before  I  was  myself  (he  happy  pro[»rietor  of  a 
copy  of  the  work,  and,  thougli  never  regularly 
inntructed  tn  music,  could  play  over  the  airs 
with  tolerable  facility  on  the  piano- forte.  Ro- 
bert Emmet  used  sometimes  to  sit  by  me,  when 
I  wuH  thus  engaged ;  and  I  remember  one  day 
his  starting  up  as  from  a  reverie,  when  I  had 
jiint  fmirnhed  playing  that  spirited  tune  called 
the  Kerl  Vox  •,  and  exclaiming,  **  Oh  that  I 
wore  at  the  heart  of  twenty  thousand  men, 
niarcdiing  to  that  air  t  " 

Haw  litile  did  I  then  think  that  in  one  of  the 
mcwt  touching  of  the  sweet  airs  I  used  to  play 


'Oh, 
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to  him,  his  own  dying  words  would  find  an  in- 
terpreter so  worthy  of  their  sad,  but  [jroud 
feclingti  or  that  another  of  those  mournful 
strains  {  would  long  be  associated,  in  the  hearts 
of  his  countrymen,  with  the  memory  of  herf 
who  snared  with  Ireland  his  last  bleadng  and 
prayer. 

Though  fully  alive,  of  course,  to  the  feelings 
which  such  music  could  not  but  inspire^  I  had 
not  yel  undertaken  the  task  of  adapting  words 
to  any  of  the  airs  ;  and  it  was,  I  am  ashamed 
to  say,  in  dull  and  turgid  prose,  that  I  made 
my  first  appearance  in  print  as  a  champion  of 
the  popular  cause.  Towards  the  latter  end  of 
the  year  1797»  the  celebrated  newspajM?r  cjdled 
*^  The  Press''  was  set  up  by  Arthur  O'Connor, 
Tliom.is  Addis  Emmet,  and  other  chiefs  of  the 
United  Irish  conspiracy,  with  I  he  view  of  pre- 
paring and  ripening  the  public  mind  for  the  great 
crisis  then  fast  approaehing.  This  memorable 
joiunal,  according  to  the  impression  I  at  present 
retain  of  it,  was  far  more  distinguished  for 
earnestness  of  purpose  and  intrepidity,  than  for 
any  great  disphiy  of  literary  talent ;  —  the  bold 
letters  written  by  Emmet  (the  elder),  under 
the  signature  of  **  Montanus,"  being  the  only 
compositions  I  can  now  call  to  mind  as  entitled 
to  praise  for  their  literary  merit.  It  required, 
however,  but  a  small  sprinkling  of  talent  to 
make  bold  writing,  at  that  time,  palatable ;  and, 
from  the  experience  of  my  own  home^  I  can 
answer  for  the  avidity  with  which  every  line  of 
this  daring  journal  was  devoured.  It  used  to 
come  out,  I  think,  twice  a  week,  and,  on  the 
evening  of  publication,  I  always  read  it  aloud 
to  our  small  circle  after  supper. 

It  may  easily  be  conceived  that,  what  with 
my  ardour  for  the  national  cause,  and  a  grow- 
ing consciousness  of  some  little  turn  for  author- 
ship, I  was  naturally  eager  to  become  a  con- 
tributor to  tho^  patriotic  and  popular  columns. 
But  the  constant  anxiety  about  me  which  I 
knew  my  own  family  felt,  —  a  feeling  far  more 
wakeful  than  even  their  zeal  in  (he  public 
cause, « — withlield  me  from  hazarding  any  step 
that  might  cause  them  alarm.  I  had  ventured^ 
indeed,  one  evening,  to  pop  privately  into  the 
letter-box  of  The  Press,  a  short  Fragment  in 
imitation  of  Oasian*    But  this,  tliough  inserted. 
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gS  quiedj;  uid  nobodj  waS|  m  amf 
■Dae  of  tbe  phme,  the  wiser  for  it.  I  wu 
■non  taHfiBdv  lioweTa',  to  try  a  more  daring 
Cgte.  Witfe3iii&  oonmiiiiiicatiiig  mj  secret  to 
mj  mtt  but  £dvard  Hudsoii,  I  addressed  a 
loQsI^cner,  m  prose,  totlie  •  •  •  •  •  of  •  •  *  % 
is  vUck  A  pro^uioii  of  bftd  flowers  of  rbeto- 
m  WW  cnwreBtbed  pleotifutlj  with  llmt  weed 
wkkh  Shdfcuirmre  eaUi  ""the  oockle  of  rebel- 
fioB.*  uui*  in  tlie  same  majiQer  •§  before^  com- 
»ttcd  it  tPenibtingijr  to  the  chatices  of  the 
kiter-box.  I  hardly  expected  m^r  prose  would 
be  hmioiired  with  iasertioii,  whcA^  lo,  on  the 
of  pihlicmlioii,  wheiit  seated  lu 
m  mj  little  comer  h/  the  fire,  I  unfolded 
fiir  the  purpose  of  reading  it  to  my 
aaiKtiifj,  there  waa  mj  own  Letter 
HiQ  in  the  face,  being  honoured 
with  ao  ooo^ieaoiia  a  place  as  to  be  one  of 
mjr  audience  would  expect  to 
aa  outward  appearance  of 
tmm,  ifliSe  crery  nerve  within  me  was  trem^ 
Wtt^  I  ocMtlvived  to  aocompliah  the  reading  of 
the  Letii?  without  raising  in  either  of  mj 
aaiSiun  a  aDspicioo  that  it  was  my  own.  I  en- 
joyoi  iIm!  ftleaaure,  too,  of  hearing  it  a  good 
4ai  prataed  by  them;  and  might  have  been 
IcnpHed  by  this  welcome  tribute  to  acknowledge 
myidi  ibe  author,  had  I  not  found  that  the 
iBid  aentiments  of  the  article  were 
by  both  to  be  **  very  bold.**  * 
I  Via  not  destined,  however,  to  remain  long 
Qaddeetod.  On  the  following  day,  Edward 
Hsdsonf, — tba  only  one*  aa  I  have  said,  en- 
with  my  secret,  called  to  pay  us  a 
viaif^  and  had  not  been  lung  in  the 
mwvnuig  with  my  mother,  when  look- 
11^  mgaSBemniiy  at  me,  he  said,  "  Well,  you 

mm ^    Here  he  stopped  ;  but  the  mother'ti 

9ft  bad  Ibtlowed  his,  with  the  rapidity  of  Hglit- 
■ji^  Ui  miae,  and  at  once  she  perceived  the 
wbole  Cmth.  "  That  Letter  was  jours,  then  ?  ** 
■he asked oCme eagerly;  and,  without  hesitation, 
I  acknowledged  the  fact ;  when  in  the 
manner  she  entreated  of  me  never 
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for  ■moQg  th«  9%- 
TW  ttwm  brouflit  fcrwurd  by  Ch«  Sccirct  Coin« 
Htfue  of  Cbdamooi,  to  tbow  liov  fix-midabk 
of  ibm  United  Irlibmen.  there  are  two 
cited  from  tliti  redoubtable  letter. 
•itcst  to  which  HudioQ  bad  inrolTcd 
la*  «HMptia<7,  aoae  of  our  farnUf  had  harhoored 
cni,  oo  tac  leUuTc  of  tho  thirteen  LeiDfter 


t  CM  ite  dcfia  Md  i 


again  to  have  any  connexion  with  that  paper; 
and,  aa  every  wish  of  hers  was  to  me  law«  I 
readily  pledged  the  tcdenui  promise  ahe  re- 
qubed. 

Though  well  aware  how  eaaily  a  meer  may 
he  raised  at  the  sample  details  of  this  domestio 
scene,  I  have  yet  ventured  to  put  it  on  record, 
aa  affording  an  instance  of  the  gentle  and  wo- 
manly watchfufaiesa,^ — the  Providence,  aa  t| 
may  be  called,  of  the  little  world  of  home, — by 
which  although  placed  almost  in  the  very  cur- 
rent of  so  headlong  a  movement,  and  Hving 
familiarly  with  some  of  the  roost  daring  of  those 
who  propelled  it,  I  vet  was  guarded  tem  soy 
participation  in  their  secret  oiatha,  oontoaeli^  or 
plans,  and  thus  escaped  all  share  in  that  wild 
struggle  to  which  so  many  far  better  men  than 
myself  fell  victims. 

Li  the  mean  while,  this  great  oonsptracy  was 
hastening  on,  with  fearful  precipitancy,  to  its 
outbreak  ;  and  vague  and  shapeless  as  are  now 
known  to  have  been  the  vie^rs,  even  of  those 
who  were  engaged  practically  in  the  plot,  it 
is  not  any  wonder  that  to  the  young  and  un- 
initiated like  myself  it  ahuuld  have  opened 
prospecta  partaking  far  more  of  the  wild 
dreams  of  poesy  than  of  the  plain  and  honest 
prose  of  real  life.  But  a  crisis  was  then  fast 
approaching,  when  such  self-delusions  could  no 
longer  be  indulged;  and  when  the  mystery 
which  hod  hithcro  hung  over  the  plans  of  the 
conspirators  was  to  be  rent  asunder  by  the 
stem  hand  of  power. 

Of  the  horrors  that  fore-ran  and  followed  the 
frightful  explosion  of  the  year  1798,  I  have 
neither  inclination  nor,  luckily,  occasion  to 
Apeak.  But  among  those  introductory  scenes, 
which  had  somewhat  prepared  the  public  mind 
for  such  a  catafitrophe,  there  was  one,  of  a 
painful  description,  which,  flii  having  been  my- 
self an  actor  in  it,  I  may  be  allowed  briefly  to 
notice. 

It  was  not  many  weeks,  I  think,  before  this 
crisis,  that*  owing  to  inforniation  gained  by  the 
college  authorities  of  the  rapid  spread,   among 


dekfslMt  at  Oliver  Bood'i,  In  th»  month  oT  Btarch,  179S,  w« 
found,  to  our  aatonUbnHrot  and  torrow,  that  he  wa«  one  of  tho 
nunitM>r. 

To  thofe  unread  In  the  painful  hiflorj  of  thl«  period,  tt  ia 
rJiflit  to  mention  that  almost  all  the  leaden  of  the  United 
Iriih  contpirari'  wer«  Proitettanla-  Among  tbo«e rompanJona 
of  nif  own  alluded  to  ia  theae  ptjgt^  i  tcarijely  r«isiemb«r  « 
■tn^le  Catholic. 
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the  ttudenta,  not  only  of  the  principles  but  the 
organisation  of  the  Irhh  Union*,  a  t»oleii)0 
Visitation  waa  held  by  Lord  Clare,  the  vice- 
chancellor  of  the  University,  with  the  view  of 
inquiring  into  the  extent  of  this  branch  of  the 
plot,  and  dealing  summarily  with  those  engaged 
in  it. 

Imperious  and  harah  as  then  seemed  the 
policy  of  thus  setting  up  a  sort  of  inquisitorial 
tribunal,  anued  with  the  power  of  exumining 
witnesses  on  oath,  and  in  a  place  devoted  to  (he 
instruction  of  youth,  I  cannot  but  confess  that 
the  facts  which  came  out  in  the  course  of  the 
evidence  went  far  towards  juslilying  even  this 
arbitrary  proceeding ;  and  to  the  many  who, 
like  myself^  were  acquainted  only  with  the 
general  views  of  -the  Union  leaders,  without 
even  knowing,  except  from  conjecture,  who 
those  leaders  were,  or  what  iheir  plans  or  objecta, 
it  was  most  startling  to  hear  the  dit^elosures 
which  every  succeeding  witness  brought  forth. 
There  were  a  few, — ^and  among  that  number 
poor  Robert  Emniet^  John  Brown,  and  the 
two******8f,  whose  total  absence  from 
the  whole  scene,  as  well  as  the  dead  silence 
that,  day  after  dny^  ft>llowed  the  calling  out  of 
their  names,  proclaimed  how  deep  had  been 
their  share  in  the  unlawful  proceedings  inquired 
mto  by  this  tribunal. 

But  there  wtB  one  young  friend  of  mine^ 
#*••••  #^  whose  appearance  araong^  the 
suspected  and  examined  as  much  surprised  aa 
it  deeply  and  painfully  interested  me.  He  and 
Emmet  hnd  long  been  intimate  and  attached 
friemis; — ^  their  congenial  fondness  for  mathe- 
matical studies  having  been<^  I  think,  a  far  more 
binding  sympathy  between  them  than  any  ari- 
nnVf*  out  of  their  political  opinions.  From  his 
being  called  up,  however,  on  this  day,  when,  as 
it  appeared  afterwards,  all  the  most  important 
evidence  was  brought  forward,  there  could  be 
little  doubt  that,  iii  addition  to  his  intiinaey 
with  Emmet,  the  college  authorities  must  have 
poawaied  some  information  which  led  them  to 
ittipeot  him  of  being  an  aceomplioe  in  the  con* 


•  la  tlM  lUpori  fram  U»«  %tent  ConmlltM  of  tbt  Iriili 
IUnim  of  Loivy,  thiB  •stonaJoo  of  ii»  plot  to  tba  Cdlkagt  la 
BotleMt  m**<k  4>ip<wntfa  prqfsec  of  tb«  muo*  betlon  to  corruft 
Ui«  jroulli  of  eh*  COMMIT  t*y  introduciiig  tb«lr  orfuLiid  ifio 
l*m  of  traumi  liitolh«  Uol<r«r«ltjr." 

f  Otm  of  Oioto  broUion  ham  Uxif  Kmoq  «  feneni  In  tb« 
Vimiik  Mmj  \  hat  lot  lakmk  m  put  In  all  thoae  ftmit  mtmt* 


I  spiracy.  Jn  the  course  of  his  examinatioti, 
some  questions  were  put  to  him  which  he 
I  refused  to  answer,  —  most  probably  from  their 
tendency  to  involve  or  tneulpate  others;  aod 
^  he  was  accordingly  dismiiised,  with  the  melan* 
choly  certainty  that  his  future  prospects  in  li!« 
were  blasteil  i  it  being  fdrcady  known  that  the 
punishment  for  sueh  contumaey  was  not  merely 
expulsion  from  the  University,  but  also  exclu- 
sion fron>  all  the  learn  etl  profe^ions. 

The  prcx^ecdings,  iiMleed,  of  this  whole  day 
had  been  such  as  to  send  nie  to  my  home  in  the 
evening  with  no  xery  agreeable  feelings  or 
prospects.  I  had  heard  evidence  given  alSect- 
ing  even  the  lives  of  some  of  those  friends  whom 
I  had  long  regarded  with  admiration  aa  well  aa 
aflection ;  and  what  was  still  worse  than  even 
their  danger,^ a  danger  ennobled*  I  thought, 
by  the  cause  in  which  they  suffered,  —  was  thit 
ehaxneful  spectacle  exhibited  by  those  who  had 
ippcared  in  evidence  against  them.  Of  these 
witnesses,  the  greater  number  had  been  them- 
selves involved  in  the  plot,  and  now  came  for- 
ward either  as  voluntary  informer*,  or  else 
were  di'iven  by  the  fear  of  the  eonnequences  of 
refusal  to  secure  their  own  safety  at  the  ex* 
pense  of  ocnnponions  and  friends* 

I  wcU  remember  the  gloom,  so  unusuid,  that 
hung  over  our  family  circle  on  that  evening,  as, 
talking  together  of  the  events  of  the  doy,  we  dis- 
cussed the  likelihood  of  my  being  iimong  tliose 
who  would  be  called  up  for  examination  ou  the 
morrow.  The  deliberate  conclusion  to  which 
my  dear  honest  advisers  eame,  was  that,  over- 
whelming as  the  consequences  were  to  nil  their 
plans  and  hopes  for  mc,  yet,  if  the  ques- 
tions leading  to  criminate  others,  which  had 
been  put  to  almost  all  examineil  on  that  tlay, 
and  which  poor  •  •  •  •♦♦•  alone  had  refused 
to  answer,  I  must,  in  the  same  manner,  and  at 
all  risks,  return  a  similar  refusal.  I  am  not 
quite  certain  whether  I  received  any  intimation, 
on  the  following  morning,  that  I  was  to  be  one 
of  those  examined  in  the  course  of  the  day ; 
but  I  rather  think  some  such  notice  had  been 


prt«n  of  NApoloon  «hkh  hitv  oom  bK«in»  matter  of  htitnrjr. 
fltioMid  U>iM  pmgm  mtmi  ib«  «j«  of  titnmi  »•••••,  tte^ 
will  nil  to  lili  mlsMl  lb*  dayt  mm  ptuMl  lOi«<her  in  Nor- 
■wndf,  m  Kiw  «iminpr«  «tii>r* )  —mor*  MfMcUltf  «or  cseur- 
•lan  to  Biifvas,  vImhi.  m  mm  tiMutd  os  tbo  vif  of  old  coUfgw 
timet  wi4  rr1«iKlt.  all  tlM  •* tntl^l 
throtlfih  tine*  wiBitil  qutlo  I 
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to  me ; — and,  ai  ItisU  mj  mrful  turn 
,  I  stood  iti  firesence  of  the  formidable 
Tli«re  sat,  with  severe  look,  the 
',  and,  hj  his  side,  the  memor* 
•Mt  Boesor  Duigetmn,  —  memorable  for  his 
demal  pAinpldets  agamst  the  Catholics, 

TW  iMih  was  proffered  to  me.  **  I  hare  an 
ohj^ctiott,  mj  Lord,"  said  I,  "*  to  taking  this 
aath-*"  "Whmt  m  your  objection?"  he  asked 
ftemly.  "  I  hare  no  fears,  my  Lord,  that  any 
dtfn^  1  mgiit  fiay  would  criminate  myself;  but 
it  mi^bM  tend  to  involve  others,  and  I  despije 
of  the  person  who  could  be  led, 
dmimitaxieca,  to  inform  a^inst 
This  WIS  aimed  at  some  of  tbe 
of  the  preoedixig  day;  and,  113  I 
mAerwanla.  was  so  understood.  '^^  How 
yoa*  Sir?"*  he  then  asked.  "  Between 
and  eighteen,  my  Lord.'*  He  then 
tamed  to  h«a  assessor,  Duigenan,  aiid  exchanged 
a  lew  words  with  htm,  in  an  under  tone  of 
••We  cannot,**  he  resumed,  ngain  ad* 
me,  ^  suiTer  any  one  to  remain  in  our 
ilj  who  refuses  to  take  this  oath." 
then,  mj  Lord,**  I  replied,  **  take  the 
—still  reaenring  to  myself  the  power  of 
to  aoawer  any  .such  questions  as  I  have 
jusa  dtactlbed,"  **  We  do  not  sit  here  to  argue 
wuh  yoH,  Sir,*  he  rejoined  sharply;  upon  which 
I  took  tho  oath,  and  seated  myself  in  the  wit* 

The  foQowis]g  mrt  the  questions  and  answers 
thai  then   etiiued.      After   adverting   to  the 
eatistence  of  United  Irish  Societies  in 
^tTiimniay,  be  aaked«   ^  Have  you  ever 
to  any  of  these  societies?**    *^»  No, 
my  Lovft*     ••  Have  you  ever  known  of  any  of 
ihe  proceedings  that  took   place  in  them?" 
••  Kfl^  Biy  Lord."     "  Did  you  ever  bear  of  a 
at  any  of  their  meetings,  for  the  pur- 
of  Brma  and  ammunition?"     **  Never, 

iMra  tvD  qiMitlonf  pat  to  all  thofe  enamlned 

.. —  "<  WtYV  JOQ  «Trr  a«ked  to  Join  a(ij  of  tbeie 

nd  "  Bj  whom  were  you  uked  ?  "  —  trhlch  I 

to  ati«wrr,  and  muit,  of  ctnine,  bav« 


of  tbm  «I»T«  report  of  th!*  thftrt  «t- 

lirecty  eooAdratUl};  juwwer.    ltma]r«niuie« 

readtfTt, — fti  tthoirfitf  tbe  maoncr  In  whkrb 

tlw  iBott  ot  Amall  fiict«,  —  to  »«e  an  v«Cract 

icr  account  of  ibU  vSkir^  p<abliili«d  mit  muif 

•Id  aad  Bcalooi  (Hend  of  our  funilj.    Alter 

OQcractDui  one  or  two  of  my  antwon, 

:—**  Ufwii  thtf.  Lord  Clare  r(i>«flir<l 

mi  fOBDff  Moor*  mad*  tuth  an  appeal,  u 


my  Lord  "  "  Did  you  ever  hear  of  a  propo- 
sition made,  in  one  of  theae  societies,  with 
respect  to  the  expetliency  of  assassination  ?  *' 
"  Oh  no,  my  Lord*"  He  then  turned  again  to 
Duigcnan,  and,  after  a  few  words  with  him, 
said  tome:  —  **When  such  are  the  answers  you 
arc  able  to  give*,  pray  what  was  the  cause  of 
your  great  repugnance  to  taking  the  oath?" 
**I  have  already  told  your  Lordship  mj  chief 
reason ;  in  addition  to  which,  it  was  the  first 
oath  I  ever  took,  and  the  hesitation  was,  I  th'mk, 
natural."  f 

I  was  now  dlimissed  without  any  further 
questioning ;  and,  however  trying  had  been  ibis 
shott  operation,  was  amply  repaid  for  it  by  tbe 
kind  zeal  with  which  my  yottng  friends  and 
companions  docked  to  congratulate  roe  ;  —  not 
»o  much,  I  was  incllnetl  to  hope^  on  my  acquittal 
by  tbe  court,  ns  on  the  manner  in  which  I  had 
acquitted  myndf.  Of  my  reception,  on  return- 
ing home,  afker  tbe  fears  entertained  of  so  very 
different  a  result,  I  will  not  attempt  any  de- 
scription;—  it  was  all  that  sw^h  a  home  alone 
could  furnish. 

I  have  continued  thus  down  to  the  very 
verge  of  the  warning  outbreak  of  1798,  the 
slight  sketch  of  my  early  days  which  I  ven- 
tured to  commence  in  tbe  First  Volume  of  this 
Collection :  nor  cotUd  I  have  furnished  the 
Irish  Melodies  with  any  more  pregnant  illus- 
tration, as  it  was  in  tliose  times,  and  among  tbe 
events  then  stirring,  that  tbe  feeling  which 
afkerwanls  found  a  voice  in  my  country's  music, 
was  bom  aiul  nurtured. 

I  »ball  now  string  together  such  detached 
notices  and  memoranda  respecting  this  work, 
as  I  think  may  be  likely  to  interest  my  readers. 

Of  tbe  few  gongs  written  with  a  concealed 
political  feeling,  —  such  as  **  When  be  who 
adores  tbec,"  and  one  or  two  more, — the  most 
successful,  in  its  day,  was  **  When  first  I  met 


cAUKd  bit  lofiUhlp  to  rc'ljjc^  ati»tpr<r  and  rffidu  he  wai.  Th* 
word!  1  cann'Ot  eiiactly  mnernber  ;  tbr  fubf lance  wu  ai  foU 
lowf  I  — iba£  be  entered  eoUegr  to  rrcpWe  tti«  rducatloD  of  a 
tebular  and  a  sentleauui  j  that  be  linew  wm  bow  tn  compfti- 
mile  thfffc  cbaractori  lif  icironnlng  a^Alnit  bU  college  cmn- 
paoliyoM ;  that  hli  own  ip<>«eb«i  ia  the  debating  •ortrty  had 
t>era  III  cooclrti^.  when  thi«  worit  tbal  rould  be  laid  of  tbem 
wa»,  tf  tmtb  bad  been  •poken^  that  th«!y  wert-  patriotic  .... 
that  he  wmi  awxreof  thp  blKh-'nlitdt'd  tiolilL-mdn  b«  bad  tbe 
boDoar  of  appealing  to,  and  if  bit  Lordihtft  ccnikl  for  a  mom^Dt 
condetceod  to  %i*^  rrom  bl«  blpb  rtatton  ajiet  place  himKlfin 
hli  fititation,  tben  My  bow  he  would  act  under  f  ach  rlrcum* 
atattc««,  U  would  be  bit  gukljince."— HaaaxaT'i  IrUk  Va- 
rififet.    I^oodoo,  1HS6. 
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thee  wtrm  and  jonng,**  which  alluded,  in  its 
hi<lden  feme,  to  the  Prince  Regent*t  deiertion 
of  hb  political  friends.  It  wa«  little  leas,  I 
own,  than  profanation  to  disturb  the  sentiment 
of  so  beautiful  an  air  bj  anj  connexion  with 
such  a  subject  The  great  success  of  thb  song, 
MOtm  aiVcr  I  wrote  it,  among  a  large  portj  stay- 
ing at  Cbatsworth,  is  thus  alluded  to  in  one  of 
I^rd  Byron's  letters  to  me: — "I  have  heard 
fVom  London  that  jou  have  left  Chatsworth 

and  all  there  full  of  *  entusjmusy* 

and,  in  particular,  that  *  When  first  I  met  thee* 
has  been  quite  overwhelming  in  its  effect  I 
told  you  it  was  one  of  the  best  things  jou  ever 
wrote,  though  that  dog  *  *  *  *  wanted  jou  to 
omit  part  of  it.** 

It  has  been  sometimes  supposed  that  ^  Oh, 
breathe  not  his  name,**  was  meant  to  allude  to 
Lord  Edward  Fitzgerald:  but  this  b  a  mistake; 
the  song  having  been  suggested  by  the  well 
known    passage    in   Robert    £mmct*s    dying 

speech,  **  Let  no  man  write  mj  epitaph 

let  my  tomb  remain  uninscribed,  till  other  times 
and  other  men  shall  learn  to  do  justice  to  my 
Diotnory.** 

Hie  feeble  attempt  to  commemorate  the 
gitiry  of  our  great  Duke — **  When  History's 
Must*/*  kc,  —  is  in  so  far  remarkable,  that  it 
niiwlu  up  amply  for  its  want  of  poetical  spirit, 
by  an  ouifKiuring,  rarely  granted  to  bards  in 
tli«*iio  dnysi  of  the  spirit  of  prophecy.  It  was 
In  tlu*  yi*ar  \H\5  that  the  following  lines  first 
inuile  tlifir  Rpiuiarance :  — 

Aiid  Mill  th«  Uit  rrown  of  thy  lolU  Is  mnalnlng, 
Thii  irattrfril,  lh»  |iurpftl,  vv'ti  iMou  hut  yrt  known  \ 

ThiMigh  |it<MMl  WM  thjr  taik.  (>th»r  natloni  unchaining, 
Fur  iiriNiilur  to  hwil  th»  d^p  wounds  of  thj  own. 

At  lh»  ftHM  ttt  ihM  thnma,  Air  whusa  wmI  thou  hast  stood, 
Uii,  hUmI  (itr  th»  Una  that  Arst  rradlad  thj  fluno,  Ae. 

About  fourt<H*n  years  after  these  lines  were 
writtiMi,  the  Duke  of  Wellington  recommended 
to  the  throne  the  great  measure  of  Catholic 
Kniitm'lpntion. 

The  fancy  of  the  **  Origin  of  the  Irish 
Uurp,**  was  (as  I  have  elsewhere  acknowledged*) 
sugg«*sttH|,  liy  a  drawing  made  under  pecu- 
liarly painful  circumstances,  by  the  fViend  so 

•  "  Whrii,  In  rflns«K|urae«  of  tha  rompart  tntarad  Into  ba. 
IwMn  snvarnmpnl  and  tha  rhlaTlaadarsortharoQSplrary,  tha 
aiala  l*rU<iiiars,  brfura  proraadlng  Intoailla,  waraallowad  to 
»M«  ihrlr  rviviuU,  I  paid  a  vUlt  to  Kdward  Hudson.  In  lha)ail 
of  Kllmalitham.  whara  hn  had  than  lain  Imaiurad  9or  (tour  or 
Sva  mimihs,  haartng  of  (Hand  aftar  frland  balng  lad  out  to 
daath.  and  axpaallni  avary  waah  his  own  iuni  lo  com*.    I 


often  mentioned  in  tliis  aketdi,  Edward  Hod- 
aoo. 

In  connexion  with  another  of  these  miff  Mew 
airs, — one  that  defies  all  poetry  to  do  it  juatiee, 

—  I  find  the  following  singular  and  toudiiiig 
statement  in  an  article  of  the  Qoarteriy  Review. 
Speaking  of  a  yoimg  and  promising  poHi^ts, 
Lucretia  Davidson,  who  died  very  early  from 
nervous  excitement,  the  Reviewer  says,  **  Sbe 
was  particularly  sensitive  to  music  There  was 
one  song  (it  was  Moore*s  Farewell  to  his  Harp) 
to  which  she  took  a  special  fancy.  She  widied 
to  hear  it  only  at  twilight, — Uius  (with  tha| 
same  perilous  love  of  excitement  which  made 
her  place  the  MoUmr  harp  in  the  window  when 
she  was  composing)  seeking  to  increase  the 
effect  which  the  song  produced  upon  a  nenroui 
system,  already  diseasedly  susceptible ;  for  it  is 
said  that,  whenever  she  heard  this  song,  she 
became  cold,  pale,  and  almost  fainting ;  yet  it 
was  her  favourite  of  all  songs,  and  gave  occasion 
to  those  verses  addressed  in  her  fifteenth  year 
to  her  sister.**  f 

With  the  Melody  entitled  ^  Love,  Yaloor, 
and  Wit,**  an  incident  is  connected,  which 
awakened  feelings  in  me  of  proud,  but  sad 
pleasure  —  as  showing  that  my  songs  had 
reached  the  hearts  of  some  of  the  descendants 
of  those  great  Irish  families,  who  found  them- 
selves forced,  in  the  dark  days  of  persecution, 
to  seek  in  other  lands  a  refuge  from  the  shame 
and  ruin  of  their  own ; — those,  whose  story  I 
have  thus  associated  with  one  of  their  country's 
most  characteristic  airs : — 

Ya  Dlakcs  and  O'Donnalls,  wbosa  fSnthers  reslgn'd 
The  gre«n  hllU  of  their  youth,  among  strangers  to  lad 
That  repose  which  at  home  they  had  slgh'd  for  in  TalA. 

From  a  foreign  lady,  of  this  ancient  extraction, 

—  whose  names,  could  I  venture  to  mention 
them,  would  lend  to  the  incident  an  additional 
Irish  charm, — I  received,  about  two  years  since, 
through  the  hands  of  a  gentleman  to  whom  it  had 
been  entrusted,  a  large  portfolio,  adorned  inside 
with  a  beautify  drawing,  representing  Love, 
Wit,  and  Valour,  as  described  in  the  song.  In 
the  border  that  surrounds  the  drawing  are  intro- 

found  that  to  amuse  his  solitude  he  had  made  a  large  drawing 
with  charcoal  on  the  wall  of  his  prison,  representing  that  Am- 
dad  origin  of  the  Irish  Harp  which,  some  years  after,  I  adopted 
as  Um  suhleet  of  one  of  the  •  Melodias.*"  .  LCfSr  rad  X)ral*  y 
LaH  Ahaartf  FHttermM,  vol.  1. 
t  Quaiterlj  Kavkw.  toI.  xU.  p.  AM. 
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<iaeed  the  liiTOiirite  fnihlenw  of  Erin,  the  harp, 
tiM  ih— foHr,  the  miCred  head  of  St.  Patrick, 
witii  •crolk  contamiog  eftdi»  bucribed 
of  giold,  tJie  DAme  of  some  fsTourite 
Bciodj  «f  tlie  fair  irtut. 

Tkis  present  was  ■ccomponied  bj  the  fol- 
iating letter  from  the  huly  henelf ;  and  her 
IriA  tvce,  I  fear,  b  but  too  discernible  in  the 
indiscretion  with  which^  m  this  in- 
e  nllows  praise  so  much  to  outstrip 


'*£#lSJ#4f«l«Ml 


SI  les  pontes  n*6toient  en  quelque 
i  propri^  intelleciuelle  dont  chacun 
part  4  raisini  de  la  pul3sance  qu'ib 
je  ne  autrots  en  vcrite  comment  fiure 
pfMff*  jiisiifier  mon  courage! — car  il  en  foUoit 
beaneiwp  pour  aToir  ose  consacrer  mon  pauvre 
Ciknt  d'amatear  k  voa  dUieieuses  poesies,  et 
plas  encore  pour  en  renToyer  le  pile  reflet  ^ 
mm  Tcritable  auteur. 

**  Xesp^re  toutefois  que  ma  sjmpathte  pour 
rirlat»de  tous  fera  juger  ma  foible  production 
iTer  eetie  heureuse  partislite  qui  impose  silence 
a  la  eritique :  car,  &i  je  n'appojticns  pas  k  Tile 
Terle  par  ma  naissance,  m  mes  retationa,  je  puia 
dire  qne  jc  in'j  interesse  avec  un  ccsur  Irlan- 
daia»  et  que  j^u  consery^  plus  que  le  nom  de 
■kes  p^res.  Cela  seul  me  fait  espcrcr  que  mes 
petits  vojageur«  ne  subiront  poa  le  trUte  novi- 
ciat  des  Strangers.  Puisflent-Us  remplir  leur 
■wsBOQ  sur  le  sol  natnlf  en  agissant  conjointis- 
neni  ei  toujours  poor  hi  cause  Irian  dalse^  ei 
■■wner  enftn  une  £re  nouTeUe  pour  cette 
lilrQ^iae  et  malheureuse  nation: — le  moyen 
de  vaiaere  de  tels  adTersairea  s^ils  ne  font 

•*Vous  dirai-je,  Monsieur,  les  doux  moments 
<|ue  je  dots  k  vos  ouvrages  ?  ce  seroit  reptt4.*r 
one  IbJB  de  pltts  ce  que  tous  entendez  tous  les 
Jours  et  de  tous  lea  coins  de  b  terre,  Aus^i 
j*ai  gvde  de  tous  rayir  un  tema  ti*op  precleujt 
par  r^dho  de  ces  Tieill«^  verites. 

** Si  jamais  mon  etoile  me  conduit  en  Lrlandef 
je  ne  ra*j  crou^  pas  Strange  re.  Je  aaia  que  le 
paase  j  hume  de  longa  Bouvenir»i  et  que  la  con- 
fonmt«^  def  d^sirs  et  des  espcranced  rapproche 
en  d^t  de  Tespace  et  du  tems. 

^  Jusque  la,  recevez^  je  voui  prie,  Taasurance 


de  ma  parfiute  eoorideratioa,  avec  laqueUe  j*ai 
rbonoeur  d*4lre, 


^  Yotre  trca-homble  Serrmntei 
"LaCok 


Of  the  translations  thai  b«ire  appeared  of  the 
Melodies  in  different  languages,  I  chaU  here 
mention  such  as  have  oorae  to  my  knowlcd^ 

Latin, — *^  Contus  Hibernici,"  Nicholaa  Lee 
Torre,  London,  1835. 

Italian.  —  G.  Flechia,  Torino,  1636,  ^ Adele 
Cuati,  Milano,  1836* 

/>e«cA.  —  Madame  Belloc,  Paris.  1823.— 
Loere  Veimar^  Paris,  1829, 

RuMsum.  —  Several  detached  Melodies,  by 
the  popular  Eussian  poet  Kozlof. 


PREFACE 


THE  FIFTH  VOLUME. 

Is  spite  of  the  satirist's  aaaertioii,  that 

"  next  to  riiifinf.  the  moft  Toollth  thing 
U  frstelr  to  bA»Qgiui  on  wbat  %e  >Lng/'  ~ 

I  aboil  jet  venture  to  preftjc  to  this  Volume  a 
few  introductory  pages,  not  relating  so  much  to 
the  Songs  whieh  it  contains  as  to  ray  own 
thoughts  and  recoDeclions  respecLxug  aong- 
writing  in  general. 

The  close  alliance  known  to  liave  existed 
between  poetry  and  music,  during  the  infancy 
of  both  these  art*,  has  sometimes  led  to  the 
coneluBton  that  they  are  essentially  kindred  to 
each  other,  and  that  the  true  poet  ought  to  be, 
if  not  practically,  at  least  in  taste  and  oar,  a  mu- 
sician. That  such  was  the  case  in  the  early 
times  of  ancient  Greece,  and  that  her  poets 
then  not  only  set  their  own  verses  to  music, 
but  sung  them  at  public  festivals,  there  is  every 
reason,  from  all  wc  know  on  the  subject,  to 
believe.  A  similar  union  betwec"n  the  two  arta 
attended  the  dawn  of  modem  literature,  in  the 
twelfth  century,  and  waa,  In  a  certain  degree, 
continued  down  as  far  as  the  time  of  Petrarch, 
when,  as  it  appears  from  his  own  memo- 
tanduma,  that  poet  uaed  to  sing  his  versea,   iu 


XXX  VI 


PREFACE. 


composing  them  *  ;  and  when  it  was  the  cus- 
tom with  all  writera  of  sonnets  and  canzoni  to 
prefix  to  their  poems  a  »ort  of  key-not^,  by 
which  the  intonation  in  reciting  or  chanting 
them  was  to  be  regulated. 

As  the  practice  of  uniting  in  one  individual, 
— whether  Bard,  Scold,  or  Troubadour, — ^the 
character  and  functions  both  of  musician  aod 

j  poet,  is  known  to  have  been  invariably  the  mark 
of  a  rude  state  of  society,  so  the  gradual  »cpar- 
fttioii  of  these  two  callings^  In  accordance  with 
that  great  principle  of  Pulitical  Economy,  the 
division  of  labour,  has  been  found  an  equall  v 
sure  index  of  improving  civilisation*  So  fur, 
in  England,  indeed,  haa  this  partition  of  work- 
manship been  carried^  ihat,.  with  the  signal  ex- 
ception of  MiltoUj  there  ia  not  to  be  found,  I 
believe,  among  all  the  eminent  jioets  of  Eng* 
land^  a  single  musician.  It  is  but  fair,  at  the 
same  time,  to  acknowledge,  that  out  of  the 
works  of  these  very  poets  might  be  produced 

I  m  select  number  of  songs,  surpassing,  in  fancy, 
l^mcei^  and  tendemesa,  all  that  the  language, 
perhapSt  of  any  other  country  could  furnish. 

We  witness,  in  our  own  times,  —  as  far  as  the 
knowledge  or  practice  of  music  is  concerned, 
— ^a  similar  divorce  between  the  two  arts  ;  and 
my  friend  and  neighbour,  Mr.  Bowles,  is  the 
only  distinguished  poet  of  our  day  whom  I  can 
call  to  mind  as  being  also  a  musician*  "f  Not  to 
dwell  further,  however,  on  living  writers,  the 
itrong  feeling,  even  to  tears,  with  wLich  I  have 
leen  Byron  listen  to  some  favuurite  meb>dy, 
hn  been  else  were  described  by  mo ;  and  the 
musical  Inste  of  Sir  Walter  Scott  I  ought  to  be 
the  last  person  to  call  in  question,  after  the  very 
cordial  tribute  be  has  left  on  record  to  my  own 
unlutore<i  minstrelsy.  J  But  I  must  say,  that, 
plesiscd  as  my  illustrious  friend  appeared  really 
to  be,  when  1  first  sung  for  him  at  AbboUford, 
it  was  not  till  an  evening  or  two  after,  at  his 
own  hospitable  supper- table,  that  I  taw  him  in 
liis  true  sphere  of  musical    enjoyment.    No 


*  Th*  follo«kifif  U  «  ipoeimen  of  tbcM 
gkffn  hf  Fo«c«)o:  ^"1  muAt  mak«  tlk«M  two  v«r*«i  crrer 
Mvliii  «liiirinf  tht'tn^  ami  I  moit  tmupoM  iliNrai— >S  o*do«li. 

A«  M.  19th  October."     FVvqtMMly  lO  MIMVU  oF that  lllMv tlKtl 
potlow  M  Um  fotloirlBf  wc*«  ^raited  :..**/»(nMll 

'.'*Sciiptord«dlt 


I  par 


t  Tlw  lalm  Itvr.  wmiMn  C#ofr«»  author  oT  fho  noMs  poon 
of**  Law1a4M»  lllll,"  ««■  tilM«U»  a  nmitateii,  and  lua  loft  a 
TlMlif*  «ii  ^ogOA  tatalfteatloQ,  to  whldi  hit  lmo»l«d<e  of 


So  UUlo  4o«»  9tm  Uia  ortglB  oT  tha  word  **  Ijrkt/'  a*  i^ 


sooner  had  the  qimigh  taken  its  round,  aAer 
our  repast,  than  his  friend,  Sir  Adam,  was 
called  ui>oo,  with  the  general  acclaim  of  the 
whole  table,  for  the  song  of  **  Hey  tuttie 
tattie,"  and  gave  it  out  to  us  with  all  the 
true  national  relii>ih.  But  it  was  during  the 
chorus  that  Scott*s  delight  at  this  festive  scene 
chieily  showed  itself  At  the  end  of  every 
Ti'crse,  the  whole  comjwiny  rose  from  their 
seats,  and  stoo^l  round  the  table  with  arms 
oroMedi  80  ta  to  grasp  the  hand  of  the  neigh ^ 
hour  on  each  side*  Thua  interlinked,  we 
continued  to  keep  measure  to  the  strain,  by 
moving  our  arms  up  and  down,  all  chanting 
forth  vociferously,  ^*  I  ley  tuttie  tattie.  Hey 
tuttie  tattie."  Sir  Walters  enjoyment  of  this 
old  Jacobite  chorus,  —  a  little  increased,  doubt^ 
tesa,  by  seeing  how  I  entered  into  the  spirit 
of  it, — gave  to  the  whole  scene,  I  confess,  a 
zest  and  charm  in  my  eyas  such  as  the  finest 
musical  performance  could  not  have  bestowed 
on  it. 

Having  been  thus  led  to  allude  to  this  visits 
I  am  tempted  to  mention  a  few  other  circum- 
stances connected  with  it*  From  Abbotsford  I 
proceeded  to  Edinburgh,  whither  Sir  Walter, 
in  a  few  days  after,  followed  ;  and  during  my 
short  stay  in  that  city  an  incident  occurred, 
which,  though  already  mentioned  by  Scott, 
in  his  Diary},  and  owing  its  chief  interest 
to  the  connexion  of  his  name  with  it,  ought 
not  to  be  omitted  among  these  meniuranda* 
As  1  had  expressed  a  desire  to  visit  the  Edin- 
burgh theatre,  which  of  waned  but  the  evening 
before  my  departure,  it  was  proposed  to  Sir 
Walter  and  myself,  by  our  friend  Jeffrey,  that 
we  should  dine  with  him  at  an  early  bour  for 
that  purpjse,  and  both  were  g<x>d-natured, 
enough  to  necoropany  me  to  ll»e  theatre.  Hav- 
ing found,  in  a  volume||  sent  to  me  by  some 
anonyniouii  eorresp^mdcnt,  a  more  circumstan- 
tial account  of  the  scene  of  that  evening  than 
Sir  Walter  has  given  in  his  Diary,  I  shall  here 

pH«d  to  pnetrj,  traai  lo  b^  prwrat  lo  tlw  nlmto  of  mrm 
wrilon,  (hat  tb«  pu«t,  Vouut.  Imu  Mt  ua  as  Bm^  on  Lfilc 
Po«4t7.  In  via«li  Clwr*  It  not  a  »liif  la  alUialoa  lo  tCiick,  fhfai 


t  Uh  (V  LocMiart.  vot  vl.  f.  13a. 

f  ^  Wa  wont  to  Um  tiMatro  locaCher.  aud  tha  timu»  telng 
loGlkUy  a  feed  ona,  rtoalrad T,  M .  with  raitturcL  I  coukl  have 
ku«tml  tlMin.  Utr  \%  paid  tiack  Ui«  dabc  of  the  iJod  rwrpiioo  I 
oi«i  «ttli  kn  irvtanil*^ 
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iBjieU'  of  iU  graphic  ftnd  (with  one  ex^ 
i)  accurate  detaiU.  Alter  adverting  lo 
tlie  fCMBlioii  produced  bj  iha  appearance  of 
thm  late  Duchess  of  St  Albaa^s  in  one  of  the 
boxes*  t^e  writer  thus  proceeds ;  —  "  Tliere  waa 
a  geoermi  buzz  and  stare,  for  a  few  aeconda ; 
die  attdicfkce  then  turned  their  badca  to  the 
Liilj,  and  their  attention  to  the  stage,  to  wait 
tdi  the  firtt  piece  should  be  over  ere  thej  in- 
•taring  again.  Just  as  it  terminated, 
party  quietly  glided  into  a  box  near 
Ikat  filled  by  the  Ducheai.  One  pleasing 
fenuale  iraa  with  rhe  three  male  comers.  In  a 
miniite  the  cry  ran  round  :^ — *Eh,  yon*»  Sir 
Waiter,  wi*  Lockhart  an*  his  wife*,  and  wha*a 
die  wee  bit  bodie  wi*  the  pawkie  een  ?  AVow, 
Nii  El*a  Tsim  Moore,  just-- Scott,  Scott  I 
Moore!* — with  shouta,  cheen,  bmvos 
But  Scott  would  not  rise  to 
these  tributes.  One  coiUd  see  that 
he  vrged  Moore  to  do  so ;  and  he^  though  i 
■radertiy  reltsctasit,  at  last  yielded,  and  bowed 
bml  €0  lieart,  with  much  animation.  The 
«y  for  SooU  waa  then  redoubled.  He  gathered 
Wnaeif  vp,  and,  with  a  benevolent  benil,  ac- 
this  deserved  welcome.  The  or- 
played  alternately   Scotch   and   Irish 


Amocig  the  choicest  of  my  recollections  of 
Aying  visit  to  Edinburgh,  are  the  few  dajs 
I  pasted  with  Lord  Jeflrej  at  bis  agreeable 
retreal,  Craig  Crook.  I  had  then  reeentlf 
wrinea  the  words  and  music  of  a  glee  contained 
in  tkm  volume,  **  Ship  a  hoy  I "  which  there  won 
its  first  hoinoiirs.  So  often,  Indeed^  was  I  called 
iipoo  to  repeat  it,  that  the  upland  echoes  of 
Craig  Crook  ought  long  to  have  had  its  burden 
by  heart. 

Having  thus  got  on  Scottish  ground,  I  find 
myself  awakened  to  the  remembrance  of  a  name 
which,  whenever  song- writing  is  the  theme,. 
oaghl  to  rank  second  to  none  in  that  sphere  of 
poetical  fame.  Robert  Bums  was  wholly  un. 
ikUled  in  mnnc ;  yet  the  rare  art  of  adapting 
words  anecettfully  to  notes^  of  wedding  verse 


lier«iniiUkeii.    Tliere  w«c  aae  tadf  of 

Mr.  nor  Mrt.  Lock  baft  waa  pm^oL 

notwithttandiiDK,  that  be  wm,  in  bit 

lo  fiimic     lo  fp«flMjijR  of  lilm  anUl 

I,  tlMlr  preceptor^  laj*.  **  Robert '■ 

raoutfixblj  dull  ftud  hla  voice  untuo- 

b«ftire  I  eoold  |ct  him  to  diit1iifti)il>  one 


in  congenial  union  wiih  melody,  which,  were 
it  not  for  his  example,  I  ihould  say  none  but 
a  poet  versed  in  the  siater-art  ought  to  at- 
tempt, has  yet,  by  him,  with  the  aid  of  a  music 
to  which  my  own  country's  strains  are  alone 
comparable,  been  exercised  with  so  work^ 
tnanly  a  hand,  and  with  so  rich  a  variety  of 
passion,  piayfutness,  and  power,  as  no  iong- 
writer,  perhaps,  but  himself,  has  ever  yet  dis- 
played. 

That  BumS|  however  untaught,  was  yet,  in 
ear  and  feeling,  a  musician f,  Is  clear  from  the 
skill  with  which  he  adapts  his  verse  to  the 
structure  and  character  of  each  diflerent  strain. 
Stilf  more  strikingly  did  he  prove  his  fitness  for 
this  peculiar  task,  by  the  sort  of  instinct  with 
which,  in  more  than  one  instance,  he  fiiscemed 
the  real  and  innate  sentiment  which  an  air 
was  caleuluted  to  convey,  though  previously 
associated  with  words  expressing  a  totally  dif- 
ferent cast  of  feeling.  Thus  the  air  of  a  lu- 
dicrous old  song,  "  Fee  him,  father,  fee  him,** 
has  been  made  the  meilium  of  one  of  Burns^s 
mo«t  pathetic  effusions ;  while,  still  more  mar- 
vellously, **  Hey  tuttie  tattie^*  bas  been  eleva* 
ted  by  him  into  tliat  heroic  strain,  "  Scots, 
wha  hae  wi*  Wallace  bled  ; "  ^*  a  song  which, 
in  a  great  national  crisis,  would  be  of  more 
avail  than  all  the  eloquence  of  a  Demosthenes.  J 

It  was  impossible  that  the  example  of  Bums, 
in  these,  hb  higher  inspirations,  should  not 
materially  contribute  to  elevate  the  character 
of  English  song -writing,  and  even  to  lead  to 
a  re-union  of  the  gifts  which  it  requires,  if  not, 
OS  of  old^  in  the  same  individual,  yet  in  that 
perfect  sympathy  between  poet  and  musician 
which  almost  amounts  to  identity,  and  of  which, 
in  our  own  times,  we  have  seen  so  interesting 
an  example  in  the  few  songs  which  bear  the 
united  names  of  those  two  sister  muses,  Mrs. 
Arkwright  and  the  late  Mrs.  Ilemans. 

Yury  different  was  the  state  of  the  song-de- 
partiueut  of  English  poesy  at  the  period  when 
I  first  tried  my  novice  hand  at  the  lyre.  The 
divorce    between   song   and   sense    had   then 


X  I  knam  not  *bftJicr  \t  haw  eir«rt»i»n  before  mcNrked, that 
the  well-known  liin«  In  one  of  BuTm'i  mcut  iptrltcd  tonfi^ 
"  The  titJe'i  but  the  gytnca'*  itamp^ 
Tbe  man' I  the  gotd  (or  a'  that,** 
mnj  poc«(bl7  hare  b^eo  luggeited  by  th«  follc^wlnf  paitaB«l]i 
Wyf'brrlej'"!  plajT,  the  "  Counlfy  Wife :  " —  "  1  wrigh  the  mam. 
Dot  bti  tifiei  'tic  not  the  Kinf't  namp  can  m&ke  the  tactal 
better/" 
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reached  its  utmost  range;  and  to  all  verses 
ijonnected  with  music,  from  a  Birth-day  Ode 
down  to  the  libretto  of  the  la^t  new  ojvcra, 
might  fairly  he  upplieil  the  solution  which 
Figaro  gives  of  the  quality  of  the  words  of 
sotigs,  in  generd,  —  **Ce  qui  ne  vaut  pas  la 
peine  d'etre  dit,  on  le  chante/' 

It  rally  here  be  suggested  that  the  convivial 
lyric;s  of  CajjUiin  Morris  present  an  exccptkio 
to  the  gener:d  ehuracter  I  have  given  of  the 
Bongs  of  this  period ;  and,  aaauretlly,  had 
Morris  written  muth  that  at  all  appronched 
the  following  verses  of  his  **  Reasons  fivr 
Drinking,"  (whit'h  I  quote  from  recollection,) 
few  would  have  eqnalleil  him  either  in  fancyt 
or  in  thai  lighter  kind  of  pathos,  which  comes, 
as  In  this  instance,,  like  a  few  melancholy  notes 
in  the  middle  of  a  guy  air,  throwing  a  soft  and 
passing  shade  over  mirth  : — 

**  My  muM,  too,  whem  ber  wiiif*  Are  dry, 

No  (mlic  (llRhU  wtll  Uk#  ; 
Bui  round  n  b^iwl  »hv']l  dip  «nil  6f^ 

Llkv  twalluwn  round  it  lake, 
irthflti  the  nyinpli  mujt  hirr  her  ihArfr, 

Before  *he'n  blpss  her  awKin, 
Vthy,  that  i  thJnk'i  a  reaum  fUr 

To  nU  my  gltitt  M^ain. 

"  ThfTi.  maoij  •  Ud  t  nk*d  li  dead. 

And  mdnf  •  lut  gro^rn  old  ; 
Andr  44  tli«  Wwofi  ttrike*  lOf  h«ad« 

Uj  mwf  heart  frowi  cold* 
But  v1ii«  awtille  holdi  offdeffMlr 

Naf ,  bida  a  h^rtMs  remain  -,  -> 
Aikd  th«|  I  thtnk^i  a  reaton  fair 

To  au  mj  glaii  again." 

How  far  my  own  labours  in  thia  field — if, 
indeed,  the  giithering  of  such  idle  flowers  maj 
he  m  designated — have  helped  to  advance,  or 
even  kept  pace  with  ihe  progressive  improve- 
ment I  have  here  described,  it  is  not  for  me  to 
presume  to  decide*  I  only  know  that  in  a 
strong  and  inborn  feeling  for  music  lies  the 
source  of  whatever  talent  I  may  have  shown 
for  poetical  composition ;  and  that  it  was  the 
cfTort  to  translate  into  language  the  emolions 
and  pa^tons  which  music  appeared  to  me  to 
express,  that  6nit  led  to  my  writing  any  poetry 
at  all  deserving  of  the  name.  Drvd^n  hua 
happily  described  music  as  being  **  inarticulate 
poetry  ;**  and  I  have  always  felt,  in  adapting 
wonb  lo  an  expre«si?e  wr,  that  I  wm  but 


nthm  batvaf  Ibli  m«I^ 
»lltloul  a«|ir«B«lnf  my  •trtmg 
mad  l«a«»tiji|  the  lovt  which  oot 


l>estowliig  upon  it  the  gift  of  articulation,  and 
thus  enabling  it  to  «peak  to  others  all  that  wai 
conveyed,  in  its  wordlesa  eloquence,  to  myself. 
Owing  to  the  apace  I  was  led  to  devote,  in  our 
last  volume,  to  subjects  connected  with  the 
Irish  Melodies,  I  was  forced  lo  postpone  some 
reeollectiona,  of  a  very  difTerent  description, 
respecting  the  gala  at  Boyle  Farm,  by  which 
my  poera,  entitletl  The  Summer  Fete,  was 
suggested.  In  an  old  letter  of  my  own  to  a 
friend  in  Irelanrl,  giving  an  account  of  this 
brilliant  festival,  I  find  some  memorandums 
which,  besides  their  reference  to  the  subject  of 
the  poem,  contain  some  incidents  alM)  connected 
with  the  first  aj>pearance  before  the  public  of 
one  of  the  most  successful  of  all  my  writings, 
the  story  of  the  Epicurean.  I  shall  give  my 
extracts  from  this  letter,  in  their  original  diary- 
like form,  without  alteration  or  dressing:  — 

June  30.  1837.  —  Day  threatening  for  the 
F^te.  Was  with  Lord  Essex  *  at  three  o'clock, 
and  started  about  half  an  hour  afler.  The 
whole  road  swarming  with  carriages-and-four 
all  the  way  to  Boyle  Farm,  which  Lady  de 
Roos  has  lent,  for  the  occasion,  to  Henry;—* 
the  five  givers  of  the  Fete,  being  Lords 
Chesterfiebl,  CaatlereBgh,  Alvanley,  Henry  de 
Roos,  and  Robert  Grosvcnor,  subscribing  four 
or  five  hundred  pounds  each  towards  it.  The 
arrangementa  all  in  the  very  best  taste.  The 
pavilion  for  qimdrilles,  on  the  bank  of  the  river, 
with  steps  descending  to  the  water,  quite  east- 
ern—  like  what  one  sees  in  Danicra  picture*. 
Towards  five  the  eliie  of  the  gay  world  was 
assembled  —  the  women  all  l4>ijking  their  beat, 
and  scarce  a  single  ugly  face  to  be  found. 
About  half  past  five,  sat  down  to  dinner,  450 
under  a  tent  on  the  lawn,  and  fifty  to  the 
Royal  Table  in  the  conservatory.  The  Tyrolese 
musicians  sung  during  dinner,  and  there  were, 
after  dinner,  gondolas  on  the  river,  with 
Caradori,  De  Regnis,  VcUuti,  &c.,  singing 
bcrcaroUefl  and  rowing  off  oceasioQally,  so  as 
to  let  then*  voices  die  away  and  again  return. 
After  these  succeeded  a  party  in  domrnoa, 
^ladamc  Vestris,  Fanny  Ayton,  &c.,  who 
roweil  about  in  the  same  manner,  and  sung, 
among  other  things,  my  gondola  song,  "  Oh 
oomc  to  me  when  daylight  sets.**     The  evening 


oolf  lOGMy,  but  the  cauta  of 
tUtorm,  hat  luMalMd  hj  hit 
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«M  ddioiouai,  and,  as  soon  us  it  gmw  dark.,  the 
grormirereall  lighted  up  with  coloured  tamp^, 
in  diflereni  ah^pes  and  devices.  A  little  lake 
iittr  m  grotto  took  my  faacj  partictikrl j,  the 
ihruin  ill  round  being  illumltuited,  and  the 
H^to  reflected  in  the  water.  Six-ond-twentj 
ti^tfteprelliest  girb  of  the  world  of  iashionf  the 
r  •  •  •  ♦  t  •  rs,  Br  •  d  •  ♦  •  Ik,  De  R  •  •  iX 
MaaF  •  •Id  •  •  •  g»MiifF  •  X,  Miss  R  •!»•  U, 

6  ^  *  1  J,  were  dressed  as  Roiairea,  and 
tbe  qoadrilles  in  the  pavilion  •  *  . 
.  .  .  While  talking  with  D— n  (Lord  P.'s 
brother),  he  said  to  me,  *^  I  never  read  any 
thio^  90  touching  as  the  death  of  jour  heroine/* 
•^  What  !'*  sud  I, "  have  jou  got  so  far  already  l^f 
«Olk,  I  read  it  in  the  Literary  Gazette.''  This 
antictpalion  of  my  catastrophe  is  abominahle. 
Skm  after;  the  Marquis  P — Im — a,  said  to  me, 
•a  be  and  I  and  B — m  stood  tngctheff  looking 
wt,  Ifae  gay  scene,  "This  is  like  one  of  jour 
Fdees.''  "Oh  yes,"  said  B— m,  thinking  he 
■Haded  to  Lalla  Rookh^  "  quite  oriental.** 
**  Noa»  non,**  replied  P — \m — a,  "  je  veux  dire 
cette  F^te  d*  Athenes,  dont  j'ai  lu  la  description 
dam  1a  Ciasette  d^aujourdliui." 

EMfKcttng  the  contents  of  the  present  Yo- 
lame  I  have  but  a  few  more  words  to  add* 
Accmtfloied  a^  I  have  always  been  to  consider 
o^  aongs  as  a  »ort  of  compound  creations^  in 
which  the  music  forms  no  less  essential  a  part 
than  the  verses^  it  is  with  a  feeling  which  I 
can  hardly  expect  my  unlyrical  renders  to  un- 
derstand, that  I  see  such  a  swarm  of  son*^ 
la  crowd  these  pages  all  separated  from  the 
beaotiivl  airs  whieh  have  formed  hitherto  their 
ducfonuunenl  and  strength — their  ^Mecua  et 
tmtammkT  But*  independently  of  this  uneimy 
feclii^  or  &iicy,  there  is  yet  another  incon- 
eomequence  of  the  divorce  of  the  words 

tiM  miinCt  which  will  Im?  more  easily^  per- 
hM§a^  eomprehended,  and  which,  in  justice  to 
aiyaeU^  m  m  raetre-monger,  ought  to  be  noticed. 
Those  oecflitonal  breaches  of  the  laws  of  rhythmn^ 
which  the  task  of  adapting  words  to  airs  de- 
mands of  the  poet,  though  very  frequently  one 
of  the  happiest  results  of  his  skill,  become 
blemishes  when  the  verse  is  separated  from  the 


t  Tb«  Ei4cttr«an  bid;  been  publbtird  but  the  day  before. 

I  I  tlMll  •waiJ  mri^jr  of  thl»  fipportimity  of  iintiditg  the 
ckary*  t»oaBl).t  bj  Mr  Bunting  ■^nlnvt  Sir  John  5t«!Tra»oii, 
vi  b«i1«f  niAde  tiHtntiooM  In  maaj  or  the  alri  tbit  formed 
Wbatever  ch*ng4>«  of  thU  (tijid  feavt 


melody,  and  require,  to  justify  themt  ^© 
sence  of  the  music  to  who&e  wQdncsa  or  sweet- 
ness the  sacrifice  had  been  made. 

In  a  preceding  page  of  this  preface,  I  have 
mentioned  a  Treatise  by  the  late  Rev.  Mr. 
Crowe,  on  English  versification ;  and  I  re- 
member his  telling  me,  in  reference  to  the  point 
I  have  just  touched  upon,  that,  should  another 
edition  of  that  work  be  called  ibr,  be  meant  to 
produce,  as  examples  of  new  and  anomalous 
forms  of  Tersification,  the  following  songs  from 
the  Irish  Melodies:— "  Oh  the  days  are  gone 
when  Beauty  bright" — •*  At  the  dead  hour  of 
night,  when  stars  are  weeping,  I  fiy,"— and, 
"  Through  grief  and  through  danger  thy  smile 
hath  cheer'd  my  way*"  | 


PREFACE 

TO 

THE  SIXTH  VOLUME, 

The  Poem,  or  Romance,  of  Laixa  Roocn, 
hoving  now  reached  its  twentieth  edition,  a 
short  account  of  the  origin  and  progress  of 
a  work  which  has  been  hitherto,  at  least,  so  very 
I^Dftimate  in  its  course,  may  not  be  deemed, 
perhaps,  supertluous  or  misplaced. 

It  was  about  the  year  1812  that,  impelled 
far  more  by  the  encouraging  suggestions  of 
friends  than  impelled  by  any  confident  prompt- 
ings of  my  own  ambition^  I  was  induced  to 
attempt  a  Poem  upon  some  Oriental  subject, 
and  of  tho*e  quarto  dimensions  which  Scott's 
late  triumphs  in  that  form  had  then  rendered 
the  regular  poetical  standard.  A  negotiation 
on  the  subject  wm  opened  with  the  Messrs. 
Longman  in  the  same  year,  but,  from  some 
causes  which  have  now  escaped  my  recollection, 
led  to  no  decisive  result ;  nor  was  it  till  a  year 
or  two  after,  that  any  further  steps  were  taken 
in  the  matter,  —  their  house  being  the  only 
one,  it  is  right  to  add,  with  which,  from  first  to 


bet^'H  tMiturcd  upon  faod  th«f  ve  but  few  «n4  ill^hl),  th« 
rptpcini^lftiilUy  for  them  nnti  Mlelj  vith  me  ;  u,  learin^  the 
llannaniit'i  de|iartrrtetit  U»  iBDjr  rrlend  StevenfOD,  1  referred 
t9  tAjftelf  entlr«ij  tbe  Ktection  mod  En>n«2nKi«Dt  oltfae  Jiln. 
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kMt,  I  hdd  an  J  comnniiiicatiofi  upon  tbe  sub- 
ject. 

On  this  iMt  oceaskm,  an  old  frieofl  of  mine. 
Mr.  Perry,  kindl j  offered  to  lend  ibe  the  aid  of 
his  adTice  and  presence  in  the  interriev  which 
I  was  about  to  hold  with  the  MesBs.  Loi^man, 
for  the  arrangement  of  our  mntoal  terms;  and 
what  with  the  firiendlj  zeal  of  mj  negotiator 
on  the  one  nde,  and  the  prompt  and  liberal 
spirit  with  which  he  was  met  on  the  other, 
there  has  seldom  occurred  an  j  transaction  in 
which  Trade  and  Poesj  haTC  shone  oat  so 
adrantageoofllj  in  each  other's  eyes.  The 
short  discussion  that  then  took  place,  between 
the  two  parties,  maj  be  comprised  in  a  rerj 
few  sentences.  **  I  am  of  opinion,**  said  Mr. 
Perry, — enforcing  his  Ticw  of  the  case  by 
arguments  which  it  is  not  for  me  to  cite, — 
^  that  Mr.  Moore  ought  to  recetre  for  his  Poem 
the  largest  price  that  has  been  giren,  in  our 
day,  for  svch  a  work.**  ^  That  was,**  answered 
the  Messrs.  Longman,  ^  three  thousand  guineas.** 
**  Exactly  so,**  replied  Mr.  Perry, "  and  no  less 
a  sum  ought  he  to  receive.** 

It  was  then  objected,  and  yery  reasonably, 
on  the  part  of  the  firm,  that  they  had  never 
yet  seen  a  single  line  of  the  Poem ;  and  that  a 
perusal  of  the  work  ought  to  be  allowed  to 
them,  before  they  embarked  so  large  a  sum  in 
the  purchase.  But,  no; — the  romantic  view 
which  my  friend.  Perry,  took  of  the  matter, 
was,  that  this  price  should  be  given  as  a  tribute 
to  reputation  already  acquired,  without  any 
condition  for  a  previous  perusal  of  the  new 
work.  This  high  tone,  I  must  confess,  not 
a  little  startled  and  alarmed  me ;  but,  to  the 
honour  and  glory  of  Romance, — as  well  on 
the  publi8her*8  side  as  the  poet*s, — this  very 
generous  view  of  the  transaction  was,  without 
any  difficulty,  acceded  to,  and  the  firm  agreed, 
before  we  separatefl,  that  I  was  to  receive  three 
thousand  guineas  for  my  Poem. 

At  the  time  of  this  agreement,  but  little  of 
the  work,  as  it  stands  at  present,  had  yet  been 
written.  But  the  ready  confidence  in  my  suc- 
cess shown  by  others,  made  up  for  the  deficiency 
of  that  requisite  feeling,  within  myself;  while 
a  strong  desire  not  wholly  to  disappoint  this 
'*  auguring  hope,**  became  almost  a  substitute 
for  inspiration.    In  the  year  1815,  therefore, 
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having  made  some  progress  in  my  task,  I  wrote 
to  report  the  state  of  the  work  to  the  Menn. 
T.nngm-in,  adding,  that  I  was  now  most  willii^ 
and  ready,  should  they  desire  it,  to  submit  the 
manuscript  for  their  cooaideration.  Their 
answer  to  this  offer  was  as  follows : — ^  We  ai« 
certainly  impatient  for  the  perusal  of  the  Poem; 
but  solely  for  our  gratifiouioo.  Your  senti- 
menu  are  always  honourable.*'* 

I  continued  to  pursue  my  task  for  another 
year,  beii^  likewise  occasionally  occupied  with 
the  Irish  Melodies,  two  or  three  numbers  of 
which  made  their  appearance,  during  the  period 
employed  in  writing  Lalla  Rookh.  At  length, 
in  the  year  1816, 1  found  my  work  sufficiently 
advanced  to  be  placed  in  the  hands  of  the  pub- 
lishers. But  the  state  of  distress  to  whidi 
England  was  reduced,  in  that  dismal  year,  by 
the  exhausting  effects  of  the  seriea  of  wars  she 
had  just  then  conduded,  and  the  general 
embarrassment  of  all  classes,  both  agricultural 
and  commercial,  rendered  it  a  junetnie  the 
least  favourable  that  could  well  be  conceived 
for  the  first  launch  into  print  of  so  light  and 
costly  a  venture  as  Lalla  Rookh.  Feding  con- 
scious, therefore,  that,  under  such  circum- 
stances, I  should  act  but  honestly  in  putting  it 
in  the  power  of  the  Messrs.  Longman  to  re- 
consider the  terms  of  their  engagement  with 
me, — leaving  them  free  to  postpone,  modify, 
or  even,  should  such  be  their  wish,  rdinqui^h  it 
altogether,  I  wrote  them  a  letter  to  that  effect, 
and  received  the  following  answer: — ^We 
shall  be  most  happy  in  the  pleasure  of  seeing 
you  in  February.  We  agree  with  yon,  indeed, 
that  the  times  are  most  inauspicious  for '  poetry 
and  thousands;*  but  we  believe  that  your 
poetry  would  do  more  than  that  of  any  other 
living  poet  at  the  present  moment.**  f 

The  length  of  time  I  employed  in  writing 
the  few  stories  strung  together  in  Lalla  Rookh 
will  appear,  to  some  persons,  much  more  than 
was  necessary  for  the  production  of  such  easy 
and  **  light  o*love  **  fictions.  But,  besides  that 
I  have  been,  at  all  times,  a  far  more  slow  and 
pains-taking  workman  than  would  ever  be 
guessed,  I  fear,  from  the  result,  I  felt  that, 
in  this  instance,  I  had  taken  upon  mjsdf  a 
more  than  ordinary  responsibility,  from  the 
immense  stake  risked  by  others  on  my  chance 
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For  a  long  time,  therefore,  after 
hnd  been  coodtided,  though 
§a0iUj  St  work  with  a  riew  to  this  toAk,  I 
Widft  but  Tcfj  Utile  real  progrcM  m  it,  and  I 
ilill  bj  me  the  b^;ituiing8  of  several 
eootinued,  some  of  them,  to  the  length 
or  four  hutidred  lines,  which,  alter  in 
^nni  endeRTOtinog  to  mould  them  into  shapc^ 
I  i^bnm  ande,  like  the  tale  of  Cambuscan,  *'  left 
UMoliL**  One  of  these  stories,  entitled  The 
Fcrfs  Dli^[bter,  waa  meant  to  relate  the  loves 
df  a  njntph  of  this  aerial  eoc traction  with  a 
fOKOh  Okf  mortal  race,  the  rightful  Prince  of 
OnniKE,  who  had  been,  from  his  iufancj,  brought 
«pv  oi  seclusion,  oa  the  banks  of  the  river 
Ajdoo,  bj  aa  aged  guardian  named  Mdiassan. 
IW  alovj  opens  with  the  first  meeting  of  these 
iVatiiml  lovers,  then  in  their  childhood ;  the 
Bai  kariiig  wafled  her  daughter  to  this  holj 
in  a  bright,  enchanted  boat,  whose  fiist 
ia  thus  described : — 


For,  dovn  ib*  ■flwrj  t,Me  nfiur, 

■  «  boat,  aa  ivfit  and  hrif lit 
,  In  hKBar'n,  §«mc  ptlgrtra-star, 
1  iu  own  aigli  hom««  at  ntgbt, 
T#  ikoot  y>  dliiuit  •hrljM*  of  ligbt. 

net/'  jounf  OrUn  ciiet, 
I  to  lloii«iiian  flies, 
i  upoQ  tht  ttomery  grjui 
^<<lnj«  Co  MO  tho  viiioii  paii ; 
wail  ^trtlj  Jot  Kod  portly  fear. 
To  find  Itf  wondroua  Li^bt  lo  near, 
Aad  takttoa  oa  bli  dutiled  ejn 
Aamia  tbo  ftowiTf  on  which  h«  Uei 
•  a  ■  •  a 

WlUain  Ihe  boal  a  tiab;  ilopC, 
Uko  >  jomf  p«arl  within  Ua  ihell ; 

Wbll*  ODC.  who  aeotn'd  of  riper  yeara, 

But  nol  of  earth,  or  eartli-iiJL»  ipheroa, 
Bar  vatcb  baildl«  tb«  •lumtteror  kept ; 
QraievftiUy  wsTlng.  In  h«r  band, 

Tlic  faatbar*  ofaome  holj  birtt. 

Wl«b  vhJcb.  from  time  to  time,  «h«  itlrf  "d 
Tlkc  fracnuM  a.tr,  and  coolly  ran&'d 
Tb*  htbft  browt  m-  bruab'd  away 

T^  boUardlca  liut,  bright  and  blut 
Mm  oai  tbo  nounlalnt  of  NaJay. 

Aroond  Ihc  tlevplng  infint  fl^^w. 

And  now  the  fkiry  boat  hath  itopti'd 
Boalda  tbe  bank^ —  the  nymph  baa  dropp'd 
8«r  fotdeB  andbKir  In  th«  itrcam  ; 


A  MOg  ifl  sung  bj  the  Peri  in  approaching, 
oC  wbicli  the  following  forms  a  part : — 

Mj  aiild  ihc  ia  but  half  Jjf  Id«, 

H«f  Ifatbcr  ilcopa  in  the  CaapLan  water  ; 

Se»-w««d*  twlDo 

Hli  Aineral  thrina, 
But  IM  llvti  apln  In  tbe  Perl't  daughter. 


Fiiln  w  mill  I  t  fly  ttata  mortal  alabt 

i  o  my  own  tweol  bowon  of  Parfatan ; 
But,  tbare,  tbe  fiowon  arc  all  loo  brfflit 

For  tbo  eyaa  ofa  baby  born  o4f  muia. 
On  flowar*  oT  oartb  bar  iaot  touit  tread ; 
So  blthor  my  lif  ht-wbi|'d  bark  haCb  broufbt  ber  \ 
Stranger,  vpread 
l%y  leaSeat  bed, 
To  reac  tho  wandeifug  Pciri*f  dangbter. 

In  another  of  these  inchoate  firagmenta,  a 
proud  ftitnale  saint,  named  Banou,  plajs  a 
principal  part ;  and  her  progress  through  the 
streets  of  Cuia,  on  tlie  night  of  a  great  illumi- 
nated festival,  I  find  thus  described  : — 

It  w«i  a  icona  of  mirth  that  draw 

A  fmila  fhtm  vv'n  Qm  Saint  Banou, 

Aa,  ttrrottgb  the  huih'd,  admiring  tbronf . 

She  went  wkb  atalely  itepa  along, 

And  couuted  o*er^  tbat  all  miji|:ht  tee. 

The  rubioa  of  bet  rocary . 

Kut  nnne  noilgbt  vee  the  worldl<j  imlle 

That  luf  k'd  t>eaeatli  bc<r  veil,  thu  whll«  :  — 

Alia  forbid  !  for,  who  iroulct  wait 

Her  bleaatng  at  the  tvmple'i  gate,  ~~ 

Wbat  holf  laan  wooli  rvrr  run 

To  kl««  th*  grtputtd  the  kti«>lt  upon, 

tf  nnce,  by  luckieaa  chanee.  h«  knew 

She  looked  and  tmird  a»  otberi  do. 

Her  h&ndi  were  Jioln'd,  and  from  each  wriit 

By  thread,!  of  pearl  and  golden  twitt 

Hung  relics  of  the  lAlniti  of  yore, 

And  scraps  of  talUmanic  lure,  — 

Charmi  for  the  old,  the  ftlrk,»  the  frail, 

Some  made  for  tifre.  and  all  lor  aale. 

On  either  »id<?.  the  croud  wiihdrew, 

To  let  tbe  Saint  paii  proudly  through  ; 

While  turban'd  head*,  of  erery  hu«, 

Green,  white,  and  criinioo,  bow*d  around. 

And  gay  tiarat  touched  th^  grouniK  — 

A*  tuiip-bella,  when  ci>r  thplr  brdt 

The  mtuk-wind  pmic»,  bend  their  beada. 

Nay^  Aonie  there  were,  amnnig  the  trowd 

Of  Moilem  headi  that  roiind  her  bow'd, 

SoAtrd  with  seal,  by  wtuij  a  draught 

Of  ShJrox  wine  prt3f4nf?ly  ^lUafT'd* 

That,  ihikiFig  low  in  reTerence  tlien. 

They  never  roie  till  murn  Jigain. 

There  arc  yet  two  more  of  these  iinfinished 
sketches,  one  of  whidi  extends  to  a  muuh 
greater  length  than  I  was  aware  of;  and,  aa 
far  as  I  can  jtid^e  from  a  hastj  renewal  of  mj 
acquaintance  with  it,  ia  not  incapable  of  being 
yet  turned  to  account. 

In  only  one  of  these  unfinished  sketches,  tbe 
tale  of  The  Peri's  Daughter,  had  I  yet  ventured 
to  invoke  that  most  home-felt  of  all  my  inspir- 
ations, which  has  lent  to  the  story  of  The 
Fire*worfcihippt?r9  it^  muin  attnw2;tioii  and  inte- 
naat.  That  it  was  my  intention,  in  the  con- 
cealed Prince  of  Ormux,  to  shadow  out  some 
impersonation  of  this  feeling,  I  take  for  granted 
ftW  the  prophetic  words  supposed  to  be  ad- 
dressed to  him  by  hia  aged  guanlian  :  — 
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Bright  ch  lid  of  destln j  !  prnn  now 
t  re&d  t1ii«  prornlte  on  thHt  brow, 
TlMt  t]f  rtnti  «haT|  mo,  nwf*  deflle 
The  glohef  of  the  Grtten  Se*  Ii1«, 
Bat  Omnuf  thall  sgatn  be  IVe«t 
And  bail  bcr  watlru  Lord  In  th«  I 

In  none  of  the  other  fra^ents  do  I  find  anj 
trace  of  this  sort  of  feeliti^^  oitlier  in  the  nib- 
ject  or  the  personages  of  the  intended  story ; 
and  this  waa  the  reason^  doubtless,  though 
hardlj  known,  at  the  time,  to  niyself,  that, 
finding  my  subjects  so  slow  in  kindling  my 
own  svmpathies^  I  began  to  despair  of  their 
evej"  touching  the  hearts  of  others;  and  fdt 
oflea  inclined  to  say, 

"  Ob  na,  T  bare  na  rotce  or  h*ad 
For  lucli  M.  lODg,  lit  titch  a  iMud" 

Had  this  series  of  disheartening  experiments 
been  carried  on  much  further,  I  rnnst  have 
thrown  aside  the  work  in  de^tpair.  But»  at 
last,  fortunately,  as  it  proved^  the  thought 
occurred  to  me  of  founding  a  story  on  the 
fierce  struggle  so  long  maintained  between 
the  Ghebers  •,  or  ancient  Fire- worshippers  of 
Persia,  and  their  haughty  Moslem  masters. 
From  that  moment,  a  new  uml  deep  mterest  in 
my  whole  task  took  possession  of  me.  The 
cause  of  toleranee  waa  again  my  instpiring 
theme ;  and  the  spirit  that  had  spoken  in  the 
melodies  of  Ireland  soon  found  itself  at  home 
in  the  East. 

Having  thus  laid  open  the  secrets  of  the 
workshop  to  nccount  for  the  time  expended  in 
writing  this  work,  I  must  also,  in  jiiaticc  to  my 
own  industry*  notice  the  pains  I  took  in  long 
and  laboriously  reading  lor  it*  To  Ibrm  a  store- 
lumse,  at  it  were,  of  illustration  purely  OrientiJ, 
and  so  familiarise  myself  with  its  various  trea' 
sures,  that,  as  quieJc  a»  Faocyi  in  her  airy 
BpiritingB,  required  the  assistance  of  fact,  the 
memory  wa«  ready,  like  another  Ariel,  at  her 
"  strong  bidding,**  to  furnish  materials  for  the 
spell -work*  —  iiuch  was,  for  a  long  while,  the 
sole  object  of  my  studies ;  and  whatever  lime 
and  trouble  this  preparatory  process  may  have 
cost  me,  the  effects  resulting  from  it,  as  far  as 
the  humble  merit  of  truthftdness  is  concern ed, 
have  been  such  as  to  repay  me  more  than  suffi- 
ciently for  my  painj    I  have  not  forgotten  how 
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of**  Lm  Ouibra*,**  wflttm  with 
of  wwnlng,  was  aarutfd  q(  bAvtiic 
into  JjuucnUU  :  —  *'  Qael- 


great  was  my  pleasure^  when  told  by  the  late 
Sir  James  Mackintosh,  that  he  wm  once  asked 
by  Colonel  Wilksi,  the  historian  of  Bntish 
India,  ^*  whether  it  was  true  that  Moore  bad 
'  never  been  in  the  East?"  "  Never,"  answered 
Mackintosh.  **  Well,  that  shows  me,"  replied 
Colonel  Wilks,  "  that  reading  over  D'Herbelol 
IS  as  good  as  riding  on  the  back  of  a  cameh^ 

I  need  hardly  subjoin  to  this  lively  speech, 
that  although  D'llerbelot**  valuable  work  was, 
of  course,  one  of  my  manuals,  I  took  the  whole 
range  of  all  sucb  Oriental  reading  u  wis  aooea- 
sible  to  me ;  and  became,  Ibr  the  time,  iodeedi 
far  more  conversant  with  all  relating  to  thai 
distant  region,  than  I  have  over  been  with  the 
scenery,  productions,  or  modes  of  lifu  of  any  of 
those  countries  lying  most  within  my  reach* 
We  know  that  D*Anville,  though  never  in  his 
life  out  of  Paris,  was  able  to  cocrecl  a  number 
of  errors  in  a  plan  of  the  Troad  taken  by  De 
Choiseul,  on  the  spot  5  and,  for  my  own  very 
different,  bs  well  as  far  inferior,  purposes,  the 
knowletlge  I  bad  thus  acquired  of  distant  lo- 
calities, seen  only  by  me  in  day-dreams,  was 
no  leas  ready  and  useful* 

An  ample  reward' for  all  this  painstaking  has 
been  found  in  such  welcome  tributes  as  I  have 
just  cited  ;  nor  can  I  deny  niysolf  the  gratifica- 
tion of  citing  a  few  more  of  the  same  descrip- 
tion* From  another  distinguished  authority  on 
Eastern  subject*,  the  late  Sir  John  Malcolm,  I 
bad  myself  the  pleasure  of  hearing  a  similar 
opinion  publicly  expressed;  —  that  eminent  por- 
S4^n  having  remarked,  in  a  speech  s^Mjken  by 
him  at  a  Literary  Fund  Dinner,  that  together 
with  thtwe  qualities  of  the  poet  which  he  much 
too  partially  assign etl  to  me  was  combined  also 
"  the  truth  of  the  historian." 

Sir  William  Oustjley,  another  high  authority, 
in  giving  lijft  testimony  to  the  same  effect,  thus 
notices  an  exception  to  the  general  accuracy 
for  which  he  gives  roe  credit :  —  "  Dazzled  by 
the  beauties  of  this  oompoattion  f^  few  readers 
can  perceive,  and  none  surely  can  regret,  that 
the  poet,  in  his  magnificent  catastrophe,  has 
forgotten,  or  boldly  and  most  happily  violated, 
the  precept  of  Zoroaster,  above  noticed,  which 
held  it  impious  to  consume  any  portion  of  a 
human  body  by  fire,  especially  by  that  which 

qoM  ll«wri«tM/'  b*  H7I,  **  prit«iul«Qi  qtM  \m  Gttibrm  mm 
t  Tb«  f  lrc-wor«htppcri. 
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ffomtd  ttpcm  tlietr  ahsn.**  HaTing  long  toat, 
f  I  §mt^  most  of  mj  Ewtem  leaming,  I  can 
OB^  citi^  ta  deimee  of  iiijr  catastrophe,  tn  ol4 
OeieBtil  tndkioii,  wluch  relates  that  Nimrod^ 
vImb  iklvabam  refii9edt  at  lu9  command,  to 
tlie  £r^  ordered  lum  to  be  thrown  into 
lit  oT  flie  flames.*  A  precede&t  so 
lor  tliia  sort  of  use  of  tlie  wonliipped 
af^kean,  for  all  purposes  at  least  of 
poeiiy,  to  be  fuHj  sufficient. 

In  tt&dhsoit  to  these  agreeable  testimonies, 
I  liave  alao  liearcl,  and,  °e^  bafdlj  add,  with 
HBepnde  and  pleasitre,  that  parts  of  this  work 
lava  been  rendered  into  Persian^  and  hare 
ftaad  their  way  to  Ispahan.  To  this  fact^  as  I 
■■  wQfing  to  think  it,  atltislon  is  made  in  some 
S^7  verses,  written  many  years  since,  by  my 
JKflnd,Mr.Luttreil:— 

•  rm  told,  dtmr  Moore,  toot  Uija  are  twtg, 
(Can  U  b«  true,  fon  lackj  taan  ?) 
Pr  oraoDlIf  ht.  in  the  Persian  tongue, 

ion 


That  aome  knowledge  of  the  woric  may 
kai<e  really  reached  that  region,  appears  not 
hfl^rohable  from  a  passage  in  the  Travels  of 
lir.  FWaer,  who  says,  that  ^'  being  delayed  for 
•oaw  Ibae  at  a  town  on  the  shores  of  the  Cas- 
be  waa  lucky  enough  to  be  able  to  amuse 
with  a  copy  of  Lolla  Kookh,  which  a 
Fbsaa  had  leni  him.** 

Of  tbe  description  of  Balbec,  in  *'-  Paradise 
mi  the  Peri,"  Mr.Carnc,  in  his  Letters  from 
the  Kant,  thus  speaks :  **  The  description  in  LilU:i 
Baakh  of  the  Jplmn  and  its  ruins  i^  cjEquisitely 
bitkfaL  The  minaret  is  on  the  cleclivity  near 
•t  haad,  and  there  wanted  only  the  muc22iu'd 
txj  to  break  the  silence.*' 

I  sbaU  jiow  tax  my  readers'  patience  with 
baft  ooe  Saore  of  these  generous  Touchers. 
Wlbaftever  of  votnity  there  may  be  in  citing  such 
6rilNrtc%  tbey  show,  at  leost^  of  what  great  value, 
sa  poetry,  is  that  prosaic  quality,  ioduatrji 
ai  the  reader  of  the  foregoing  pages  is 
DOW  fully  apprized^  it  was  in  a  slow  and 
laboHoas  coUectiofi  of  small  facts,  that  the  first 
fiBQQilatioiis  of  this  fanciful  Romance  were  laid. 

The  firi^idly  testimony  I  have  just  referred 
tOi  appeared,  some  years  sincc^  in  the  form  in 


leai  Hchtifel  hue  l^lialam  qood  Abr&luun  la 
I^Mpan  «»lasttt  lit  q%tim  fgncm  adorarc  nolait —  St.  Hi  ikon,  m 

t  t^te  Eoakh,  Dlvertiia«aieni   mk\k  de  Cb^nti  «t  At 


which  I  now  give  it,  and^  if  I  reooUect  right,  in 

ithe  Atheiueum :  — 
"  I  embrace  this  opportoiuty  of  bearing  my 
individual  testimony  (if  it  be  of  any  value)  to 
the  extmordinary  accuracy  of  filr.  Moore,  in 
hie  topographical,  antiquarian,  and  character* 
istie  details,  whether  of  coftiune,  manners,  or 
leas-changing  monumenta,  both  in  his  Lalla 
Rookh  and  in  the  Epicurean.  It  has  been  my 
fortune  to  read  his  Atlantic,  Bermudean,  and 
American  Odes  and  Epistles,  in  the  countries 
and  among  the  people  to  which  and  to  whom 
they  related ;  1  enjoyed  also  the  ejcquisite 
delight  of  reading  his  Lalla  Rookh^  in  Persia 
itself;  and  I  have  perused  the  Epicurean,  while 
all  my  recollections  of  Egypt  and  its  still  exist- 
ing wonders  are  as  fresh  as  when  I  quitted  the 
banks  of  the  Xile  for  Arabia:  —  I  owe  it, 
therefore,  as  a  debt  of  gratitude  (though  the 
payment  is  most  inadequute)^  for  the  great 
pleasure  I  have  derived  fmm  his  productions, 
to  bear  my  humble  tealimoDy  to  their  local 
fidelity. 

Among  the  Incidents  connected  with  this 
work,  I  must  not  omit  to  notice  the  splendid 
Divertissement,  founded  upon  it,  which  was 
acted  at  the  Chateau  Rm'nl  of  Berlin^  during 
the  visit  of  the  Grand  Duke  Nicholas  to  that 
capital,  in  the  year  18*22-  The  different  stories 
composing  the  work  were  represented  m  Ta- 
bleuux  Yivans  and  songs;  and  among  the 
crowd  of  royal  and  noble  persooagea  engaged 
in  the  performances^  I  shall  meotion  those  only 
who  represented  the  principal  characters,  and 
whom  I  find  thus  enumerated  in  the  published 
account  of  the  Divertissementf 


'  FidUdlin,  Gratid-Nadr 
h\M%,  Il>4  de  Buch&rie 
l^U  RodlLb    . 

A«iruags«t>.  1«  Gnod 
AbdaUaJi,  Ffere  d*AUrla 
L«  Reine,  »an  epocuw 


Moflol    I 

{ 
{ 


r  CcmUe  Haack,  ( Marirkat 
t     de  Court. 
S.A.L  Le  Grand  Dtic. 
S.  A.  I.  La  Grand  Ducktstt. 
S.  A.  R.  Lr  Prmce  GwU 

iaumc./rire  du  Roi. 
S.  A.  M.  L<r  Due  de  Cum* 

bfrfand. 
S,A:B,  La  FrincentLomiH 
RadxMU,'* 


Besides  these  and  other  leading  personages, 


D«n«««,  BerUa,  \»'j&,    Tht  work  conUlni  a  w^riei  of  coloured 
engraTlng*.  reprrtctiiLlni  sroupi»  pa-ocoufoaif  ltd  In  different 
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there  were  also  brought  id  to  action,  under  the 
various  denominattoos  of  Seigneurs  et  Dftmes 
de  Bueharic,  Dames  de  Cathemire,  Seigueura 
et  Dames  danaans  k  1a  F^te  dcs  Rosc^  &(^ 
nearly  150  persons. 

Of  the  manner  and  ftyle  In  which  the  Ta- 
bleaux of  the  difTerent  stories  are  destTibed  in 
tlie  work  froni  which  I  cite,  the  following 
account  of  the  f^crf^^rmunce  of  Panuiue  and  the 
Peri  will  iiiTord  some  specimen  ".— 

♦*  La  dLH'orulion  ri^preaentoit  lea  portes  bril- 
lantea  du  Piiradk,  enlources  de  nuages,  Dans 
le  premier  tableau  on  voyoit  la  I\'ri,  (riste  et 
desol^e,  couchee  «ur  le  seuil  de$  pories  fermeea, 
et  TAnge  de  luuii^re  qui  fui  adcbre]<«e  dcs  con- 
solations et  dea  conseiL^.  Lc  ^eond  repr^^nte 
le  moment,  oii  la  Peri,  dana  Tespoir  tjue  ce  don 
lui  ouvrira  Tentr^e  dn  Paradis  reeui^ille  la  der- 
ni^re  goutte  de  sang  que  vient  de  verser  le 
jeune  guerrier  Iiidien 

**  La  Peri  et  I'Ange  de  Inmi^re  rcpondoient 
pleinement  k  riniage  et  a  Tidee  qii'on  eat  tentc 
de  se  faire  de  ccs  deux  indi vidua,  et  T impression 
qu*a  faite  gi^neralement  la  suite  dea  tableaux 
de  cot  cpismlo  dclicat  et  interessant  est  loin  de 
8^e0acer  de  notre  snuvcnir/^ 

In  this  grand  F^«^te,  it  appeara,  originated 
the  trnnalalion  of  Lalla  Rookh  into  German 
verse,  by  the  Baron  de  la  Motte  Fouc|ue ;  and 
the  circufOfitaeea  which  led  him  to  undertake 
the  task,  are  desoribed  bj  himself,  in  a  Dedi- 
oatoiy  Poem  to  th«  Einpresa  of  Russia,  which 
he  hiis  prefixed  to  his  translation*  As  soon  an 
the  j>erfurmance,  he  tells  us,  had  ended,  Lalla 
Kwkh  (the  Empress  herself)  exclaimed,  with 
A  sigh,  *'  U  it,  tlien,  all  over?  are  we  now  at 
the  doM  of  all  that  has  given  us  so  mncb  de- 
light f  and  Uvm  there  no  poet  who  will  import 
to  otheiis  and  to  future  titnes,  some  notion  of 
ttie  hnf>|>inc3ia  we  have  cnjojed  this  evening?" 
(Ill  ht^aring  this  appeal,  a  Knight  of  Cachmere 
(who  is  no  other  than  the  poetical  Baron  him- 
■aiO  oomes  forward  and  promises  to  attempt  to 
prcaunt  to  the  world  **  the  Poem  itself  in  the 
niensurc  of  the  original:" — wlicreupon  Lalk 
Rookh,  it  is  added,  approvingly  smiled. 


PREFACE 

TO 

THE  SEVENTH  VOLUME. 

Tub  station  assigned  to  **The  Fudge  Family ," 
in  the  following  page^,  immediately  uStcr  Lolla 
Kwikht  agrees  but  too  closely  with  the  actual 
order  in  which  these  two  works  were  original!/ 
written  and  pub]if»licd.  The  success,  far  ex* 
ceeduig  my  hopes  and  deserts,  with  which 
Lalla  Rookh  was  immediately  crowned,  re- 
lieved me  at  once  from  the  anxious  feeling  of 
responsibility  under  wluch,  as  my  readen  hare 
«een,  that  enterprise  bad  been  commenced,  and 
which  continued  for  some  lime  to  haunt  me 
amidst  all  the  enchantments  of  my  task.  I  was 
therefore  in  the  true  holy  day  moiMl,  when  a 
dear  friend,  with  whose  name  is  associated 
^me  of  the  brightest  and  pleasantcst  hours  of 
my  post  life  *,  kindly  ofTered  me  a  seat  in  his 
carriage  for  a  short  visit  to  Paris.  This  pro- 
posal I,  of  course,  most  gladly  accepted ;  and, 
in  the  autumn  of  the  year  1817,  found  tnyaeU^ 
for  the  first  time,  in  that  ;^ay  capital. 

As  the  restoration  of  the  Bourbon  dynaa^ 
was  still  of  too  recent  a  date  for  any  amalgam* 
ation  to  have  yet  taken  place  between  the  new 
ami  ancient  order  of  things,  all  the  most  pro* 
minent  features  of  both  regimes  were  just  then 
brought,  in  their  fullest  relief,  into  juxtApoat- 
finjt;  ;isi.!,  .u'cordjngly,  Ihe  result  was  such  at 
t .^  ij_  ;  r^i  an  unconcerned  spectator  quite 
as  abundant  matter  for  ridicule  as  for  grave 
poltttcal  eonjiideration.  It  would  be  difliculc, 
indeed,  to  convey  to  thotte  who  hmi  not  them- 
selves seen  the  Paris  of  that  period,  any  clear 
notion  of  the  anomalous  aspect,  both  social 
and  pihtical,  which  it  then  presc^nted.  It  was 
as  ifj  in  the  days  f«u€ceeiling  the  Pelage,  a 
iimall  coterie  of  antediluvians  had  been  suddenly 
evok«,*d  fniui  out  of  the  deep  to  take  the  com- 
mand of  a  new  and  freshly  starting  world. 

To  me,  the  abundant  amusement  and  interest 
which  such  a  scene  could  not  but  aibrd  was  a 
good  deal  heightened  by  my  having,  in  my 
youthful  days,  been  made  acquainted  with  some 
of  thow  fiersonagef  who  were  now  most  in- 
tercatod  in  the  future  success  of  the  Legitimate 
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oubc  The  Gomte  D*Artc»i,  or  Monsieur,  I 
IbiI  met  ill  tlie  year  1803-3t  at  Domngton 
Tmkt  tbe  ant  of  the  £tfl  of  Moira,  under 
vhoae  prixicelj  roof  I  used  ofteo  and  long^ 
in  ikoae  dajs,  to  find  a  most  hofpft^ble  home. 
£^  saall  party  of  distinguulied  Frencli  emi- 
gnm!ta  irere  alreadj  itmying  on  m  yiait  in  the 
hauam  mhexk  lionaieitr  and  lus  luite  arrired ; 
■id  smoBg  thode  were  the  present  King  of 
Fiitt.  and  hm  two  brothers,  the  Due  de 
\  and  the  Comte  de  Beaujolaia. 
doubt  and  uneasiness  had,  I  remember, 
felt  hj  the  two  latter  brothers,  as  to 
ihs  receptioo  they  were  likdj  to  encounter 
hvm  ihe  new  guest ;  and  asi,  in  those  times,  a 
crapped  and  unpowdered  bead  was  regarded 
pmaaify  as  a  symbol  of  Jacobinism,  the  Comte 
Besajolaia,  who,  like  manj  other  joung  men, 
wan  lua  kair  in  this  fashion,  thought  it,  on  the 
|RMnt  oocaaioti,  most  prudent.  In  order  to 
•rcid  all  risk  of  oflTence,  not  only  to  put  powder 
la  his  hair,  but  also  to  provide  himself  wiih  an 
qpeue.  This  measure  of  precaution, 
;  led  to  a  slight  incident  after  dinner, 
tlwntg**  not  very  royal  or  digmfiedi  was 
MisMit  a«ditable  to  the  social  good-humour 
«f  te  fttture  Charles  X.  On  the  departure  of 
Ihe  ladiea  frcan  the  dining*room,  we  had  hard] j 
onrtelTea  in  the  old-fafihioned  stylc^ 
the  fire,  when  Monsieur,  who  had  h^>- 
ta  pljKe  himself  neict  to  Beaujolaia, 
A  ^l^paa  of  the  asdtitious  tail,  —  w  hieli, 
been  rather  careJesalj  put  on,  h^X  n 
•Izvggled  out  of  its  place.  With  a 
lortof  aereani  of  jocular  pleasure,  as  if  delighted 
a&  die  diacoTery,  Monsieur  seized  the  stray 
and,  bringing  it  round  into  fuU 
to  the  great  amusement  of  the  whole 
',  popped  it  into  poor  grinning  Beau» 
jolaisr  iiMNith. 

Qa  dt»e  of  the  evenings  of  this  short  visit  of 
V  I  remember  Curran  arriving  tinex- 
\  on  his  way  to  London ;  and,  having 
loo  late  for  dinner,  he  joined  our  party 
ill  tbe  evening.  As  the  foreign  portion  of 
die  eomfiany  was  then  quite  new  to  him,  I  was 
able  to  be  useful,  by  informing  him  of  the 
namcai  fwik,  and  other  particulars  of  the  party 
ke  fintnd  assembled,  from  Monsieur  himself, 


do  tb«  pr««eot  Lord 


down  to  the  old  Due  de  Lorge  and  the  Baron 
de  RoUe.  ^Vhen  I  hod  gone  through  the 
whole  Ibt,  ^  Ah,  poor  fellows  P*  he  exclaimed, 
with  a  mixture  of  fun  and  pathos  in  his  look, 
truly  Irish,  '^Foor  fellows,  all  dismounted 
cavalry ! " 

On  the  last  evening  of  Monsieur*!  stay,  I 
was  made  to  sing  for  him,  among  other  songs, 
**  Farewell  Bessj  I "  one  of  my  earliest  attempts 
at  musical  composition.  As  soon  as  I  had 
finished,  he  paid  me  the  compliment  of  reading 
aloud  the  words  as  written  under  the  music ; 
and  most  royal  bavc»c  did  he  make,  as  to  this 
day  I  well  remember,  of  whatever  little  sense 
or  metre  they  could  boast. 

Among  my  earlier  poetic  writings,  more 
than  one  grateful  memorial  mav  be  found  of 
the  happy  days  I  passed  in  this  hospitable 
mansion  •,  —^ 

Of  ftU  mjr  110107  manm  mnd  moanllffht  slstkti 
Oil  0iMUa|taa*«  green  Uwti*  and  breexj  twIftaU. 

But  neither  verse  nor  prose  could  do  any 
justice  to  the  sort  of  impression  I  still  retain  of 
those  long- vanished  days.  The  library  at 
Donington  wasf  extensive  and  vultiable  ;  and 
through  the  privilege  kindly  granted  to  me  of 
retiring  thither  fur  study,  even  when  the  family 
were  absent,  I  fre<juently  passed  whole  wcHfks 
alone  in  that  fine  librarj,  indulging  in  all  the 
first  airy  castle-building  of  authorship.  The 
various  projects,  indeed,  of  future  works  that 
used  til  en  to  pa^s  in  fniitlesai  suocessian  through 
my  mind,  can  be  compared  only  to  the  waves 
as  described  by  the  poet, — 

"  And  one  00  »cM3Q«r  toach'd  the  ihorr,  and  died, 
Tl)ui  a  new  follower  r««e/" 

With  that  library  is  also  connected  another 
of  ray  earlier  poems, — ^the  verse^j  addressed  to 
the  Buke  of  Montpensier  on  his  |>t)rtrait  of  the 
Lady  Adelaide  Forbes  J;  for  it  wns  there  thiit 
this  truly  noble  lady,  then  in  the  first  dawn  of 
her  beauty,  used  to  sit  for  that  picture  ;  while, 
in  aooiher  part  of  the  libraiy,  the  Duke  of 
Orleansii — engaged  generally  at  that  time  with 
a  volume  of  Clarendon, — was  by  such  studies 
unconsciously  preparing  himself  fnr  the  high 
and  arduous  destiny,  which  not  only  the  Good 

injufttice^  whou  filial  wisli  1  know  It  If  to  kc«p  allat  Doolnff- 
toti  exactly  Ai  bl«  nobk>  father  teCt  ht 
$  See  p.da.orthUedltinti, 
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Genius  of  France,  but  bb  own  sa^aeioui  and 
intrcpicl  spirit^  liiwl  early  marked  out  for  him. 

I  nee<i  hiirdly  aay  how  totally  ditTerent  were 
all  the  circumstances  under  which  ilousieur 
himself  and  soiiie  of  hia  foUowcra  were  again 
Been  by  me  in  the  year  1817  ;■ — the  same 
actorsi,  indei*<l,  but  with  an  entirely  new  change 
of  scenery  and  decorations.  Among  the  variety 
of  aspect*  presented  by  this  chan<^o,  the  ridjcu- 
lous  certninly  predominated ;  m)r  could  a 
satirist  who,  bke  Phili^ctetea,  Wtt»  smitten  with 
a  fancy  for  schooling  at  geese  %  ask  any  better 
aupply  of  audi  gome  than  the  hij^h  pbiecs,  in 
France,  at  that  period,  both  lay  and  ecelesiaa- 
tie*l,  aflurded.  Not  being  versed,  however, 
sufficiently  in  French  politics  to  venture  to 
meddle  with  them,  even  in  »j>ort,  I  found  a 
more  ready  conductor  of  laughter  — for  which 
I  was  then  much  in  the  mood  — in  those  groupis 
of  ridiculous  En^^liah  who  were  at  that  time 
swarming  in  all  directions  throughout  Pari  si, 
and  of  all  whose  various  forms  of  cotkney* 
i«m  and  nonsense  I  endeavouretl,  in  the  per- 
lonagea  of  the  Fudge  Family,  to  collect  the 
concentrated  essence.  The  result,  as  usual, 
fell  very  far  short  of  what  I  ha<l  myself  precon- 
ceived and  intemloii.  But,  making  its  appear- 
ance at  such  a  crms^  the  work  brought  with  it 
that  best  seasoning  of  all  such  jettX'd'expnt^  the 
d-prvpog  of  the  moment ;  and,  accordingly,  in 
the  race  of  successive  editions,  Lai  la  KrKikh 
was,  for  some  time^  kept  pace  with  by  Miss 
Biddy  Fudge. 

The  series  of  trifles  contained  in  this  volume, 
entitled  "  Rhymes  on  the  Road,"  were  written 
partly  as  their  title  implie?»  and  partly  at  a 
subsequent  period  from  memorandums  made 
on  the  spot*  This  will  account  for  so  many 
of  UuMe  pieces  being  little  better,  I  fear,  than 
**  prose  fHoged  with  rhyme/*  The  journey 
to  ft  part  of  which  those  Rhymes  owe<l  their 
existence  was  commenced  in  company  with 
Lonl  John  Russell  in  the  autumn  of  the  year 
1819.  After  a  week  or  two  pawed  at  Faris^  to 
enable  Lord  John  to  refer  to  Barillon*s  Letters 
for  a  new  edition  of  his  Life  of  Lord  Russell 
then  preparing,  we  set  out  together  for  the 
Simplon.  At  Milan,  the  agreeable  society 
of  the  late  Lord  Kinnalrd  detained  us  for  a 


Ike  word*  put  by  Aediu  la  tlM  BMoCb  of  Phlloct^te*. 


few  days  -,  and  then  my  companion  took  the 
route  to  Geima,  while  1  proceeded  on  a  visit  to 
Lord  Byron,  at  Venice. 

It  was  duriug  the  journey,  thus  briefly  de« 
scribed,  I  addressed  the  well-known  Rcmon- 
strimce  (o  my  noble  friend  f,  which  has  of  bite 
beeu  frequently  coupled  witli  my  prophetic 
verses  on  the  Duke  of  Wellington  J,  from  the 
prescient  spirit  with  which  it  so  confidently 
looketl  forward  to  all  that  Lord  John  baa  since 
become  in  the  eyes  of  the  world. 

Of  my  visit  to  Lord  Byron, — ^an  event,  to 
me  so  memorable, — ^I  have  already  detailed 
&11  the  most  interesting  particulars  in  my  pub- 
lished Life  of  the  poet;  and  shall  here  only 
cite,  from  that  work,  one  passage,  as  having 
some  reference  to  a  picture  mentioned  in  the 
following  pages.  ^*j!V8  we  were  conversing 
after  dinner  about  the  various  collections  of 
paintings  I  had  seen  thfit  morning,  on  my 
saying  that,  fearful  as  I  was  of  ever  praising 
any  picture,  lest  I  should  draw  on  myself  the 
connoisseur's  sneer,  for  my  pain.%  I  would  yet, 
to  him,  venture  to  own  that  I  had  seen  a  picture 
at  Milan,  which *  The  11  agar! '$  he  ex- 
claimed, eagerly  interrupting  me  ;  and  it  was, 
in  fact,  that  very  picture  I  was  about  to  men- 
tion to  him  as  having  awakened  in  me,  by  the 
truth  of  its  expression,  more  real  emotion  than 
any  I  had  yet  seen  among  the  chefs'dtaturre  of 
Venice." 

Li  the  society  I  chiefly  lived  with,  while  at 
Rome^  I  considered  myself  singularly  fortunate ; 
though  but  a  blind  and  uninitiated  worshipper 
of  those  powers  of  Art  of  which  my  companions 
were  all  high-priests*  Caiiova  himself,  Chan- 
trey,  Lawrence,  Jackson,  Turner,  Eostlake, — 
such  were  the  men  of  whose  presence  and 
guidance  I  enjoyed  the  advantage  in  Tiotii^ 
ail  that  un  rival  Kid  Rome  can  boast  of  beanttfUI 
and  grand.  That  I  derived  from  this  course 
of  tuition  any  thing  more  thsJi  a  v^y  bumbling 
consciousoess  of  my  own  ignorance  and  want 
of  taste,  in  matters  of  art,  I  will  not  be  so  dis* 
honest  as  to  pretend.  But,  to  the  stranger  in 
Rome  every  step  forms  an  epoch  ;  and,  in  addi- 
tion to  all  its  own  countless  appeals  to  memory 
and  imagination,  the  agreeable  auspices  under 
which  I  first  visited  all  its  memorable  places 
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but  render  every  impression  I  re- 
Yixid  ami  permanent.  Tfauj,  with 
mf  reooUectian  of  the  Sepulchre  of  St.  Peter, 
and  its  erer^buming  lawps^  for  which  splendid 
ipoi  CaiMiva  WMA  then  meditating  a  statue  *, 
thcfc  is  alwa}ra  ooonected  in  mj  mind  the  ex> 
ekmmdoo  which  I  heard  break  £rom  Chantrcj 
■Aer  gazing,  for  a  few  moments,  in  silence, 
thAt  glorious  site, — "What  a  place  to 
far!" 

In  ocMf  of  the  poems  contained  in  this  vo- 
Ittmef  aUuaioQ  is  made  to  an  erening  not  easil j 
ftfj^tl^o,  when  Chantrej  and  mjself  were 
takcft  hf  C«nova  to  the  Borghese  Palace,  for 
the  pn&rpoae  of  showing  us,  by  the  light  of  a 
Uiper — hm  ^Tourifce  mode  of  exhibiting  that 
work — ^hia  beautiful  sutue  of  the  Princess 
Bdij|)iudL,  eaUed  tbe  Yenere  Yincitnce.  In 
Ckantrey  a  eagerness  to  point  out  some  grace 
or  effect  that  peculiarly  struck  him,  he  snntched 
the  light  out  of  Canova'a  baud ;  and  to  this  cir* 
ewrttanoe  the  following  passage  of  the  poem 
referred  to  was  meant  to  allude :  — 

When  h«,  thy  perr  in  art  and  (^mo, 
tiwtif  o'er  the  marble  with  delight ;  f 
And,  vtaU*  hli  llDf 'riof  hand  would  ileal 

O'er  t^mrj  graem  the  faper't  rnjr», 
G«*<  Um*.  vUh  lU  Oie  ffeo*rou4  tvil 
9mA  naitcr-tplriu  only  feel. 

T%m  bat  «f  Cwne — «  tItaI'i  praise. 

One  of  the  days  that  still  linger  moat  plea- 
austly  in  my  memory,  and  which,  I  truat.,  neither 
Lady  CaJcott  nor  Mr.  Eastkke  have  quite  Ibr- 
goiten,  was  that  of  our  Tisit  together  to  th'^ 
FaJatloe  Mounts  when,  as  we  sauntered  about 
that  pictuf^etque  spot,  enjoying  the  varied  views 
of  Roi&e  which  it  commcirtdBf  they  mitde  me, 
libr  the  first  time,  acquaint c<]  with  Guidi's 
spirited  Ode  on  the  Ar«.!iidjans,  in  wbieh  therti 
ia  poetry  enough  to  make  amends  for  lill  the 
aoMcnae  of  his  rhyming  brethren.  Truly  und 
gnndly  does  he  exclaim, — 

Mparlit  aneor  i  Roma 
li  T«n^  col  gna  butto  ft  terra ; 


Son  plOM  dl  iplendor  la  lue  rulp«, 
B  a  fraa  cmere  cuo  il  moitra  •temo.*' 

With  Canora,  while  Fitting  to  Jackson  for 
a  portrait  ordered  by  Chan  trey,  I  had  more 
IImd  oooe  some  interesting  conversation,  —  or, 
tmtber,  listened  while  he  spoke,  —  respecting 
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the  political  state  of  Europe  at  that  period, 
and  ihoge  *^  bricconi,**  as  he  st^'led  them,  the 
sovereigns  of  the  Holy  Alliance ;  and,  before  I 
lefl  Rome,  he  kindly  presented  to  me  a  set  of 
engravings  from  some  of  hia  &De»t  statues,  to- 
gether with  a  copy  of  the  beautifully  printed 
coUection  of  Poems,  which  a  Roman  poet, 
named  Mis^sirtni,  had  written  in  praise  of  his 
different  **  Marmi," 

When  Lord  John  Russell  and  my  self  parted, 
at  Milan,  it  was  agreed  between  us,  that  afler  a 
short  visit  to  Rome,  and  (if  practicable  within 
the  allowed  time)  to  Naples,  I  was  to  rejoin 
him  at  Genoa,  and  from  thence  accompany  him 
to  England.  But  the  early  period  for  which 
Parliam^ent  was  summoned,  that  year,  owing  to 
the  viotcnt  proceedings  at  Manchester,  rendered 
it  necessttry  for  Lord  John  to  hasten  his  return 
to  England.  I  was,  therefore,  most  fortunate, 
under  Buch  eireu instances,  in  being  permitted 
by  my  friends  Chantrtiy  and  Jackson  to  join  in 
their  journey  homeward ;  through  which  lucky 
arrangement,  the  same  precious  privilege  I  had 
enjoyed,  at  Rome,  of  bearing  the  opinions  of 
such  practised  judges,  on  all  the  great  works  of 
art  I  saw  in  their  company,  was  continued 
afterwards  to  me  through  the  various  collec- 
tions we  visited  tc^gcthcr,  at  Florence,  Bologna, 
Modeoa,  Parma,  Milan,  and  Turin* 

To  some  of  those  pieturet;  and  statues  that 
most  took  my  fancy,  during  my  tour,  allusions 
will  be  found  m  a  few  of  the  poems  contained 
in  thia  volume.  But  the  great  pleasure  I  de- 
rived from  these  and  many  other  such  works 
aroftc  far  more  from  the  poniiticul  nature  of  their 
subjects  than  from  any  judgment  I  bad  learned 
to  form  of  their  real  merit  as  works  of  art^ 
— a  line  of  lore  in  which,  notwithstanding  my 
course  of  schooling,  I  remained,  I  fear,  unen- 
lightened to  the  lost.  For  all  that  wcis  loet 
upon  me-,  however,  in  the  halls  of  Art,  I  was 
more  than  consoled  in  the  cheap  picture- 
gallery  of  Nature ;  and  a  glorious  suneet  I 
witnessed  in  ai^cending  the  SLinplon  is  still 
remembered  by  me  with  a  depth  and  freabness 
of  feeling  which  no  one  work  of  art  I  saw  in 
the  galleries  of  Italy  has  lefl  behind. 

I  have  now  a  few  worda  to  devote  to  asome^ 
what  kindred  subject,  with  which  a  poem  or 
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two  contained  in  tlie  following  ptgefl  are  doHel/ 
connected.*     In  my  Preface  to  the  I'irrt  Vo» 

liime  of  this  colJection,  I  briefly  tiotice^l  the 
taste  for  Private  TheQirical  Ptrfornmaces  wliieh 
prevailed  during  the  latter  half  of  the  lai*t  cen- 
tury among  the  higher  ranks  in  Ireland,  llib 
tfljJte  eontinuetl  for  n<?arly  twenty  ycjirs  to  fur- 
vivc  the  epoch  of  the  Uoioii,  and  in  the  per- 
fonmafices  of  the  Private  Theatre  of  Kilkenny 
gave  forth  its  hist,  as  well  aa,  perhaps,  brightrat 
flashes.  The  life  and  soul  of  this  institution 
was  our  manager,  the  late  Mr.  Richard  Power, 
a  gentleman  who  could  boast  a  larger  circle  of 
attached  friends,  and  through  a  life  more  free 
tVoin  shallow  or  iilloy,  than  iiny  individual  it 
has  ever  been  my  lot  to  know.  No  livelier 
proof,  indeed,  could  be  required  of  the  sort  of 
feeling  entertained  towards  him  tban  was  once 
shown  in  the  reception  given  to  the  two^  follow* 
ing  homely  lines  which  occurred  in  n  Prologue 
I  wrote  to  lie  spoken  by  Mr.  Corry  in  the  cha- 
racter of  Vapid. 

'Til  A4ld  our  worth  J  muugrr  intemli 

To  help  mj  nlifht,  and  h*^  you  know,  hai  fHaodi.t 

Tliese  few  simple  words  I  wrote  with  the  as- 
sured conviction  that  they  would  produce  more 
efTeot,  from  the  homefclt  truism  they  contained, 
tlum  could  be  effected  by  the  most  laboured 
burst  of  eloquence;  and  the  result  was  just 
what  I  had  anticipated^  for  the  house  rung,  for 
a  coLisi<lerable  time,  with  the  heartiest  plaudits. 
The  chief  comic,  or  rather  farcical  force  of 
the  company  lay  in  uiy  friend  Mr.  Corry,  and 
"  longo  intervallo,"  myself;  and  though,  aa 
usual,  with  low  coroeiliauft,  we  were  much 
looked  down  upon  by  the  lofty  lonhi  of  the 
buskin,  many  was  the  sly  joke  we  used  to 
indolge  together,  at  the  expense  of  our  heroic 
brethren*  Some  waggish  critic^  indeed,  is  said 
to  have  declared  that  of  all  the  jjersonages  of 
our  theatre  he  mo^it  adtuired  the  prompter, — 
"  hocauae  he  waa  leaat  seen  and  best  heard."" 
But  this  joke  was,  of  courtw?,  a  mere  good- 
humoured  slander.  There  were  two,  at  least, 
of  our  dramatic  corps,  Sir  Wrlxon  Becher  and 
Mr.  Rot  he,  whose  powers,  as  tragic  actors,  few 
an^ateurs  htre  crer  equalled ;  and  Mr,  Gorry 
—  perhaps  alone  of  all  our  company — would 
have  been  sure  of  winning  laureU  on  the  publie 
stage* 


As  to  my  own  share  in  these  representatioiQS^ 
the  following  list  of  my  most  suooesaful  cIa^ 

racters  will  show  how  remote  from  the  line  of 
the  Heroic  was  the  small  orbit  through  wbick 
I  ranged  ;  my  chief  parts  having  been  Sai 
*''  Raising  the  Wind,**  Hobin  Roughheaii,  Mu 
Sacli^  in  the  *^  Mountaineers,"  Spado,  and  Peep- 
ing Tom,  In  the  jiart  of  Spado  there  occur 
several  allusions  to  that  gay  rogue's  shortness 
of  stature*  which  never  failcti  to  l>e  welcomed 
by  my  auditors  witb  laughter  and  cheers;  and 
the  words  *^*  Even  Sanguino  allows  I  am  a 
clever  little  fellow*'  was  always  a  signal  for 
this  sort  of  friendl}^  explosion.  One  of  the 
Bongs,  indeed,  written  by  O'Keefe  for  the  cha- 
racter of  Spado  so  much  abounds  with  points 
thus  pcrsonidly  applicable,  that  many  supposed^ 
with  no  great  compliment  either  to  my  poetry 
or  my  modesty,  that  the  song  had  been  written, 
expressly  for  the  occasion,  by  myself.  The 
following  is  the  verse  to  which  I  allude,  and  for 
the  ;)oetry  of  which  I  was  thus  made  respon> 
sible :  — 

'*  Tho-ufh  boni  to  be  lktlc*i  my  fate, 

YH  in  WiU  the  frrttt  Alv%Kndt'T  \ 
And,  when  I  walk  undrr  «.  g4tt, 

I've  DO  ntH>d  to  ilofip  llko  ■  frander. 
t*m  no  Lanky,  loan  hoddf -doddy , 

¥r'bo*«  pap«r-klt«  tAlU  In  Ibc  *kj; 
Thougli  wmnlinji  two  Tect,  In  my  bodf . 

In  tmil,  1  uu  thirty  feel  hl|;h,'* 

Some  further  account  of  the  Kilkenny  The- 
atre, as  well  as  of  the  history  of  Private  The«- 
trieals  in  genera^  will  be  found  in  an  article  I  ' 
wrote  on  the  subject  for  the  Edinburgh  Re- 
view, vol.  xlvi.  No.  92.  p.  368. 
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On  my  return  from  the  interesting  visit  to 
Rome,  of  which  nome  account  has  l>een  given 
in  the  pret^dling  Preface,  I  took  up  my  abode 
in  Paris,  and,  being  joined  there  by  my  family, 
continued  to  reside  in  that  capital,  or  its  en- 
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clow  of  the  year  1822. 
nny^  is  witbout  its  clouds, 
rour^c^  my  Bkare  of  such 
iLiid  tiim  long  eBtrmngemeni 
happy  En^lisk  borne,  towards  which 
my  hmSif  more   fondly   than 

myMM,  hmX  ^v  difficuhios  of  a 

pccnuimry   naiur«^^  jiii  l'u  amount,  in 

vSkkil  I  laad  liecn  in^ '  the  conduct  of 

who  acted  ns  my  deputj  in  the  maaXX 
I  bdd  mt  Bermuda. 
Thfli  I  sfaonkl  ever  bare  oome  to  be  chosen 
tv  such  m  emplojiiieni  seems  one  of  those 
ihafci  or  sBooiaUet  of  humao  deflUox  which 
hiflfe  an  oi€kuaj  qieculation  i  and  went  fur^ 
iadtidy  to  Fcaiiie  Beaunuu-chiiia*  notion  of  the 
mit  ot  gtaiMJard  hy  whieh^   too  frequently, 
qnilificalkm  for  |iUce  b  regulat«d> — **  II  fallut 
mtaleiilalanir ;  ce  Ait  un  daneetir  qui  Tobtint/* 
Bat  IwweTer  mtich^  in  this  instance,  I  suf* 
mj  want  of  schooling  in  matters  of 
ami  more  especialW  from  my  having 
tkc  ordinary  precaution  of  requiring 
watnsitf  Iraai  my  deputy,  I  was  more  than 
Jbr  all  inch  embarrassment,  were  it 
tines  aa  miiclt,  by  the  eager  Itindncsa 
witk  wludi  fHenda  pre«ed  forward  to  help 
lo  riliror  me  from  my  diffieoltiea.    Could  I 
vmture  to  name  the  persons, ^ — and  they  were 
aaoy, — who  thtu  roltinteered    their  aid,   it 
voold  be  Ibttnd  tbey  were  all  of  them  men 
wlme  charactert  enhanced  such  a  service^  and 
that,  in  all«  the  name  and  the  act  reiected 
Qfioci  eadi  oUier* 
I  sittH  ao  Ihr  liil  the  veil  in  which  such  deli- 
seeks  to  shroud  itaelf,  as  to  men- 
tion favidly  the  manner  in  which  one  of  these 
knid  frieoda, — htmadf  poasessing  but  limited 
to  oontribttte  to  the  object 
from  my  embarrassments.  After 
in  his  letter,  to  my  mlafortuneSf  and 
**tlie  noUe  way,"*  oa  he  was  pleased  to  saj^ 
♦•  ta  which  I  bore  them^"  he  add*,  —  "would 
it  be  very  impertinent  to  say,  tlmt  I  have^OOf. 
entirely  at  your  disposal,  to  be  paid  when  you 
like ;  and  as  much  more  that  I  could  advance, 
upon  any  reasonable  secmrity,  payable  in  seven 
years  ?"    The  writer  conclude*  by  apologising 
anaiously  and  delicately  for  **'  the  liberty  which 
he  thus  takes,**  assuring  mc  that  ^"^  he  would  not 
hare  made  the  offer  if  be  did  not  feel  that  he 
wofitd  moat  readily  accept  the  some  usai^tancc 


from  me.**  I  select  this  one  instance  firom  among 
the  mady  which  that  trying  event  of  my  b*fe 
emibles  me  to  adduce,  both  on  aix'ount  of  the 
deliberate  feeling  of  manly  regard  which  it 
numifests,  and  also  from  other  considerations 
which  It  would  be  out  of  place  here  to  mention, 
but  which  rendered  so  genuine  a  mark  of 
frienil^hip  from  such  a  quarter  pecuUarl/ 
touching  and  welcome  to  me. 

'Wlien  such  were  the  men  who  hastened  tr> 
my  aid  in  this  emergency,  1  nec<l  hardly  say,  it 
was  from  no  squeamish  pnde^  —  for  the  pride 
would  have  been  in  receiving  favours  from  such 
bands,  —  that  I  came  to  the  resolution  of  grate- 
fully declining  their  offers,  and  endeavouring 
to  work  out  my  delivOTanoe  by  my  own  eflbrts. 
With  a  credit  still  fresh  in  ihe  market  of  li- 
terature, and  with  publishers  ready  as  ever  to 
risk  their  thousands  on  my  name,  I  could  not 
but  feel  that,  however  gratifying  was  the  gene- 
rous Ecal  of  such  friends,  I  should  best  show 
that  I,  in  some  degree,  deserved  their  offers,  by 
declining,  under  such  circumstances,  to  accept 
them. 

^leanwhile^  an  attachment  Imd  issued  against 
me  from  the  Court  of  Admiralty ;  and  as  a 
negotiation  was  about  to  be  opened  with  the 
American  claimants,  for  a  reduution  of  their 
large  demand  upon  me,  —  supjiosed,  at  that 
time,  to  amount  to  six  thousand  pounds, — it 
was  deemed  necessary  tbat,  pern  ling  tlic  treaty, 
I  should  take  up  my  abode  in  France. 

To  write  for  the  meaoB  of  daily  subsistence, 
and  even  in  most  instances  to  "forestall  the 
alow  harvest  of  the  brain,**  was  for  me,  un- 
luckily, no  novel  task.  But  I  had  now,  in 
addition  to  these  home  calk  ufton  the  Muse,  a 
new,  painful,  and,  in  its  irst  aspect,  overwhelm^ 
ing  exigence  to  provide  for;  and,  certainly, 
Paris,  swarming  throughout  as  it  wae,  at  that 
period,  with  rich,  gay,  and  dissipated  English, 
was,  to  a  person  of  my  social  habits  and  midti- 
farioua  acquaintance,  the  very  worst  possible 
place  that  could  have  been  resorted  to  for  even 
the  semblance  of  a  quiet  or  sludioi^  home. 
The  only  tranquil,  and»  therefore,  to  me,  most 
precious  portions  of  that  period  were  the  two 
aunimers  passed  by  my  faoiily  und  myself  with 
our  kind  Spanish  friends,  the  V*******bi, 
at  their  beautiful  place,  La  Butte  Coaslin,  on 
the  road  up  to  Bellevue.  There,  in  a  cottage 
belonging  toM.  y  **♦♦♦♦  *  1^  and  but  a 
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few  slops  from  hia  hoiiso,  we  contrived  to 
conjure  up  an  apparition  i>fSloi5€rlon*  ;  ontl  I 
was  »1>le  for  gome  lime  to  work  with  a  I'celiTig 
of  comfort  and  home.  I  nscd  fretiueiitlj  to 
puss  tlie  tD(#niing  in  rflmMin"]:  alone  tliroygh 
the  noble  park  of  St.  Cloud,  with  no  appaiatua 
for  the  work  of  aulhorsliip  but  my  menio- 
rsyidiini-b^xjk  and  pencils  fornnn;^!:  sententcB  to 
run  sniLH>ih  and  inouhiinipr  vt'rst^s  into  shape. 
In  the  evcriinj^s  I  grencralU  joined  with  Madainc 
V*******l  in  Itdiiin  duetts,  or,  with  far 
more  pleasuro,  sat  as  liHt<?ner»  while  she  sung 
to  the  S|»ani«h  «ruitnr  those  sweet  son^s  of  her 
own  country  to  which  few  voices  eoutd  do  such 
justice. 

One  of  the  pleasant  circiirastnnces  connected 
with  our  ."summer  vi*jts  to  La  Hutte  wan  the 
near  neigflibonrhood  oj"  our  frieudj  Mr.  Kenny, 
the  Jively  dramatic  writer,  wlw  was  lodgetl 
picturesquely  in  the  remains  of  the  Palace  of 
tho  King**  Aunts,  at  Belk'vue.  T  remember, 
on  my  first  telling  Kenny  the  particulars  of  my 
Bermuda  miNhap^  Ids  saying,  after  a  paiise  of 
real  feeliorr,  **  Well, — it*S  lucky  youVe  a  poet; 
—  a  jihihjiiopher  never  could  have  home  it."  , 
Washinjrton  Irving  tdM>  wft5»  tor  a  short  time, 
our  vi.siter;  and  still  recolle<^Ls  I  trust,  his 
reading  to  me  some  parts  of  his  then  forth- 
coming work,  Braeobridgre  HsiH,  iis  we  sat 
together  on  tlie  grass  walk  that  leads  to  the 
Roeher,  at  La  Butte. 

Amon^  the  writings,  then  but  in  embryo,  to 
whieh  I  looked  forward  for  the  means  of  my 
onfranehisenient,  one  of  the  most  important, 


or  Epistles ;  and  with  this  view  sketcbcd  out  a 
story,  on  an  Egyptian  subject,  difftirlng  not 
much  from  that  whieh,  some  years  at\er,  formed 
the  groundwork  of  the  Epit'iirean.  After  la- 
bouring, however,  Tor  fiome  months,  at  this 
experiment,  amidst  interruption,  dissipation, 
and  distraction,  which  might  well  put  all  tlie 
Nine  Muses  to  flight,  I  gave  up  the  attempt 
in  despair; — fully  convinced  of  the  truth  of 
that  warning  conveyed  in  some  early  verses  of 
my  own,  addresiied  to  the  Invisible  Girl: — 

Oh  hint  to  the  binl^  'tU  nrtlrcmcnt  &loo« 
Can  haUaw  Itt  hyir|}  ar  ennoble  iU  tcma  : 
Like  jou,  with  a  veil  of  ii?cluiion  twt«t«n, 
Hit  iKMig  to  thci  world  let  him  utler  unterti, 
Ac.  act 

It  was,  indeed,  to  the  secluded  life  I  ledduring 
the  years  1813 — ISlfi,  in  a  hme  cottage  among 
the  fields,  in  Derbyslnrc,  that  I  owed  the  in- 
s|jiratian,  wJiatever  may  have  been  its  vaUiei 
of  *ome  of  the  best  and  most  popular  }K>rtiona 
of  Lallii  Rookh.  It  was  amidst  tlie  enows  of 
two  or  three  Derbyshire  wiutew  that  I  found 
myself  enubled,  by  that  eoneentratioti  of  tJiougbl 
which  retirement  alone  give»i  to  call  uparoiicid 
me  MniiQ  of  the  Esuunie^t  of  tho»e  Eofitern  sccdci 
which  have  since  been  welcomed  in  India  itadf, 
as  almost  native  to  it*  clime. 

But^  abortive  as  had  now  been  all  mj  eiTbrta 
to  woo  the  shy  spirit  of  Foeay,  amidst  such 
unquiet  scenes,  the  course  of  reading  I  found 
time  to  pursue,  on  the  subject  of  l^ypt^  waa 
of  no  email  service  in  storing  my  mind  with 
the  various"  knowledge  resjiecting  that  country, 
whieh  some  years  later  I  turned  to  account,  in 


as  well   as  most  likely  to  be  productive,  was    writing  the  story  of  the  Epicurean*     The  kind 


my  intended  Life  of  Sheridan.  But  I  soon 
ftiund  tlnit,  at  such  a  distance  from  all  thofie 
living  authorities  from  whom  alone  I  could 
gain  any  interesting  information  respecting 
the  private  life  of  one  who  left  behind   him 


facilities,  indeed,  towards  tins  object,  which 
some  of  the  most  ditilinguished  French  scholars 
and  artists  ullbrded  me,  are  still  remembered 
by  me  with  thankfulneii.  Beiides  my  old 
acquaintance^  Denon,  whose  drawings  of  Egypt, 


so  little  epistolary  correspondence,,  it  would  be  ,  then  of  some  value^  I  frcfjuentlv  consultctl,  I 
wholly  impossible  to  proceed  satisfactorily  with  ,  found  I^ Ions,  Fourier  and  Mona.  Langl^  no  less 
this  task.  Accordingly  I  wrote  to  Mr.  Murray  prompt  in  placing  books  at  my  disposal*  With 
and  Mr.  Witkic,  who  were  at  thai  time  the  in*  i  Humboldt,  also,  who  was  at  that  time  in  Paris, 

1  had  more  than  once  some  conversation  on  the 
subject  of  Egypt,  and  remember  his  expressing 
himself  in  no  very  laudatory  terms  respecting 
the  labours  of  the  French  MMmuUi  that  country. 
I  had  now  been  foiled  and  frustrated  in  twu 


i-ende<l  publishers  of  the  work,  to  aj>prize  tliem 
of  ihh  temfKirary  obt^fjicle  to  its  progresa. 

Being  thus  balHed  in  the  very  first  of  the 
few  resources  I  had  looked  to,  I  next  thought 
of  a  Romance  in  veraCi  in  tho  form  of  Letters, 


'*  A  hitlr  ool,  with  irttt  trov» 
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of  those  literary  projects  on  which  I  had 
counted  nMMt  icmgiiin^y  in  the  cahniUtion  of 
mj  reaofuroes;  and,  though  I  had  found  sufficient 
time  to  furnish  mj  musical  publisher  with  the 
Ei^th  Number  oi  the  Irish  Mdodies,  and  also 
a  Xnmber  of  the  National  Airs,  these  works 
alone,  I  knew,  would  jield  but  an  insufficient 
euppl J,  compared  with  the  demands  so  dosdj 
and  threateninglj  i»*«g«"g  over  me.  In  this 
difficulty  I  called  to  mind  a  subject, — the 
Eastern  allegorj  of  the  Lores  of  the  Angels, 
—on  which  I  had,  some  jears  before,  begun 
1  prose  story,  but  in  which,  as  a  theme  for 
poetrr,  I  had  now  been  anticipated  bj  Lord 
BjTon,  in  one  of  the  most  sublime  of  his 
manj  poeticnl  miraclea,  ^  Heaven  and  Earth.** 
Knowing  how  soon  I  should  be  lost  in  the 
shadow  into  which  so  gigantic  a  precursor 
would  cast  me,  I  had  endesTOured,  bj  a  speed 
of  eompnsttion  which  must  hare  astonished 
mj  habitunilj  slow  pen,  to  get  the  start  of 
mj  noble  friend  in  the  time  of  publication, 
and  thus  aiKirded  m  jsdf  the  sole  chance  I  could 
perhaps  expect,  under  such  unequal  rivalry, 
of  attneting  to  my  work  the  attention  of  the 
public  In  this  humble  speculation,  however, 
I  failed ;  for  both  works,  if  I  recollect  right, 
made  their  appearance  at  the  same  time. 

In  the  meanwhile,  the  negotiation  which  had 
been  entered  into  with  the  American  claim- 
ants, for  a  reduction  of  the  amount  of  their 
demands  upon  me,  had  continued  to  ^  drag  its  , 
slow  length  along  ;**  nor  was  it  till  the  month 
of  September,  1822,  that,  by  a  letter  from  j 
the  Messrs.  Longman,  I  received  the  welcome  , 
intelligence   that    the    terms   offered,  as  our ' 
ultimatum,  to  the  opposite  party,  had  been  at 
last  accepted,  and  that  I  might  now  with  safety 
return  to  England.     I  lost  no  time,  of  course,  ; 
in  availing  mjself  of  so  welcome  a  privil^e ; 
and  as  all  that  remains  now  to  be  told  of  this 
trying  episode  in  my  past  life  may  be  comprised 
within  a  small  compass,  I  shall  trust  to  the 
patience  of  my  readers  for  tolerating  the  recital. 

On  arriving  in  England  I  learned,  for  the 
first  time, — having  been,  till  then,  kept  very 
much  in  Harlrno«ii  on  the  subject, — that,  after 
a  long  and  frequently  interrupted  course  of 
negotiation,  the  amount  of  the  claims  of  the  \ 
American  merchants  had  been  reduced  to  the 
ram  of  one  thousand  guineas,  and  that  towards 
the  payment  of  this  the  uncle  of  my  deputy, — 


a  rich  London  merchanti — had  been  brought, 
with  some  difficulty,  to  contribute  three  hun- 
dred pounds.  I  was  likewise  informed,  that  a 
very  dear  and  distinguished  friend  of  mine,  to 
whom,  by  his  own  desire,  the  state  of  the  nego- 
tiation was,  from  time  to  time,  reported,  had, 
upon  finding  that  there  appeared,  at  last,  some 
chance  of  an  arrangement,  and  leamii^  also  the 
amount  of  the  advance  made  by  my  deput  v*s 
relative,  inunediately  deposited  in  the  hands  of 
a  banker  the  remaining  portion  ij50L)  of  the 
required  sum,  to  be  there  in  readiness  for  the 
final  settlement  of  the  demand. 

Though  still  adhering  to  my  original  pur- 
pose of  owing  to  my  own  exertions  alone  the 
means  of  relief  from  these  difiiculties,  I  yet 
felt  a  pleasure  in  allowing  this  thoughtful  de- 
posit to  be  applied  to  the  generous  purpose  for 
which  it  was  destined ;  and  having  employed 
in  this  manner  the  750/.,  I  then  transmitted  to 
my  kind  friend, — I  need  hardly  say  with  what 
feelings  of  thankfulness, — a  cheque  on  my 
publishers  for  the  amount. 

Though  this  efibrt  of  the  poet's  purse  was 
but,  as  usual,  a  new  launch  into  the  Future, — 
a  new  anticipation  of  yet  unborn  means, — 
the  result  showed  that,  at  least  in  tkU  instance, 
I  had  not  counted  on  my  bank  **•  im  umbUms^ 
too  sanguinely ;  for,  on  receiving  my  pub- 
lishers' account,  in  the  month  of  Jane  foUowiag, 
I  found  1000/.  placed  to  my  credit  from  the 
sale  of  the  Loves  of  the  Angels,  and  500L  from 
the  Fables  of  the  Holy  Alliance. 

I  must  not  omit  to  mention,  that,  among  the 
resources  at  that  time  placed  at  my  disfiosal, 
was  one  small  and  sacred  sum,  which  had  been 
set  apart  by  its  young  possessor  for  some  such 
beneficent  purpose.  This  fund,  amounting  to 
about  300/.,  arose  from  the  proceeds  of  the 
sale  of  the  first  edition  of  a  biographical  work, 
then  recently  published,  which  will  long  be 
memorable,  as  well  from  its  own  merits  and 
subject)  as  from  the  lustre  that  has  been  since 
shed  back  upon  it  from  the  public  career  of  its 
noble  author.  To  a  gift  from  such  hands 
might  well  have  been  applied  the  words  of  Ovid, 

— ^-^-^  <c«ptiiitnii  MJDpcr 
If onen  foiit,  anctor  quae  pretioM  faeit. 

In  this  volume,  and  its  immediate  succesvor, 
will  be  found  collected  almost  all  those  delin- 
quencies of  mine,  in  the  way  of  satire,  which 
have  appeared,  from  time  to  time,  in  the  pub- 
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He  jounuilfs  during  the  bat  twentj  or  thrrtj 
jearv.  Tbc  commenU  and  ootic«8  required  to 
|]arow  light  on  the^e  political  trifles  must  be 
reserved  lor  our  next  volume. 
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THE  NINTH  VOLUME. 

In  one  of  those  KoUce«,  no  less  friend  I  j  than 
thcv  are  able  and  fplrited,  -which  tins  new 
Kdition  of  my  Poeticid  Works  ha*  edlud  forth 
(V'om  a  leading  jiotiticnJ  journwl,  I  fiml,  in 
reference  lo  the  numerous  iatiricaJ  pic^ea  con* 
tained  in  these  vohmicfl,  the  following  irug- 
gestion*; — •*It  is  now  more  than  a  quarter 
of  a  century  since  this  bundlL'  of  political  pas- 
qtimad^  set  the  BritiJih  public  in  a  roar  ;  und 
though  the  events  to  which  they  tdlude  raaj 
be  well  known  to  every  reader^ 

♦'  CmJ(4«  ofUTun*  tr«pid«Ht  Kttt 
CUudete  lUAtrum,'* 

there  are  many  persons  now  forming  a  port  of 
the  literary  pubfic,  who  Imve  rome  into  ex- 
istence since  they  happened,  and  who  cannot 
be  expected,  even  if  they  had  the  loisure  and 
opportunity  to  rummage  the  files  of  our  oM 
newspapers  for  a  history  of  the  perishable  facta 
on  which  Mr,  Moore  liaa  so  often  rested  the 
flying  artillery  of  bis  wlL  Many  of  those  fact^ 
will  be  considered  l>encath  the  notice  of  the 
grave  historian  ;  and  it  is,  therefore,  tneumhent 
on  Mr.  Moore  —  if  he  wishes  his  fxiliiicnl 
srpiibs,  imbued  as  they  ore  with  a  wit  and  hu- 
mour quite  Aristophanic^  to  be  relished,  as 
they  deserve  to  be  re  I  ia  bed,  by  our  great-grnnci- 
children  —  to  preface  them  with  a  rapid  sum- 
mary of  the  events  which  gave  them  birth" 

Witlioui  pausing  here  to  say  how  gratifying 
it  is  lo  me  to  find  my  long  course  of  Anli- 
Tory  warfare  thus  tolerantly,  and  even  gene- 
foualy  spoken  of,  and  by  so  distinguishes!  on 
organ  of  pulilic  opinion,  I  aholl  as  brie%  as  I 
can,  advert  to  the  writer**  friendly  suggestion, 
and  tlien  mention  some  of  those  reaiions  which 
have  induced  me  to  adopt  it.  That  I  was  dts- 
poseil,  at  first,  to  annex  some  such  commentary 


to  thb  series  of  squibs,  may  hmre  been  eoUectcd 
from  the  co Deluding  sentences  of  my  last  Fr^ 
face ;  but  a  little  further  oonnderattoo  has  led 
me  to  abandon  this  intention. 

To  that  kind  of  satire  which  deals  only  with 
the  lighter  follies  of  social  life,  with  the  passing 
modes,  whims,  and  scandal  of  the  day,  such 
UIustratiTe  comments  become,  aAer  a  abort 
tnae,  necesiary.  But  the  true  preserving  sail 
of  political  satire  is  its  applicability  to  future 
times  and  generatioiia,  as  well  as  to  ihtw*^ 
which  hod  first  called  it  forth ;  its  power  of 
transniitting  the  scourge  of  ridicule  through 
succeeding  periods,  with  a  lash  still  fresh  for  the 
back  of  the  bigot  and  the  oppressor,  under  what- 
ever new  shape  they  may  present  Cbemselves. 
I  eon  hardly  flatter  myself  with  the  persuaKiiMi 
that  any  one  of  the  satirical  pieces  oontjuned 
in  this  Volume  is  likely  to  possess  this  principle 
of  vitality;  but  I  feel  quite  certain  that,  ttiikuul 
it,  not  all  the  notes  and  illustrations  in  whii-h 
even  the  industry  of  Dutch  cominentatorship 
could  embalm  them  would  insure  to  these  trilles 
a  life  much  beyond  the  present  hour. 

Already,  to  many  of  them,  that  sort  of  relish 

—  by  far  the  least  worthy  source  of  their  suc- 
cess—  which  the  names  of  living  victims  lend 
to  such  sallies^  has  bec*ome^  in  the  course  of 
time,  wanting.  But,  as  for  as  their  apposite- 
ness  to  the  parsing  politicd  events  of  the  day 
has  yet  been  tried — and  the  dates  of  these  sa- 
lirei  range  over  a  j>eriod  of  nearly  thirty  yean 

—  their  ridicule,  thanks  to  the  undying  nature 
of  human  absurdity,  appears  to  have  lost,  as 
yet,  but  little  of  the  original  freshness  of  its 
first  applieation.  Nor  is  this  owing  to  any  pe- 
culiar felieity  of  aim,  in  the  satire  itself,  but  to 
the  sameness,  throughout  that  period,  of  all  its 
original  objects; — the  unchangeable  nature 
of  that  spirit  of  Monopoly  by  which,  under  all 
its  various  impersonations,  commercial,  religion^ 
and  political,  these  satires  liail  been  first  pro- 
voked. To  refer  but  to  one  instance,  the  Corn 
Question, — assuredly,  the  entire  appoeiteness,  at 
this  very  moment,  of  nucli  versicles  as  the  fol- 
lowing redounds  far  less  to  the  credit  of  pocvy 
than  to  the  disgrace  of  legii^ation, — 

I1u«  cotm  jrou«  rnj  t»nl«  tiiiu  drtl^t  to  tormpol  «U 
Tlia  Peart  of  the  rtmim  about  cbeAp'nlnf  tbelr  corn, 

Wban  joti  know  If  od«  tiann't  a  wrrj  btfk  fVDtal, 
'TIa  bardljr  «rorth  vliHa  to  t>e  vary  blsb-boni. 

Tlmtf  being  by  nature  so  little  prone  to  spleen 
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I  riionld  jet  have  frequented  so 
tbe  fhomy  poihs  oftatire^  has  always  to 
those  beat  iicqtuiitecl  with  me^  been 
offixrpnse.  By  aupp<wing  the  bnagi- 
owerer,  to  be,  in  such  cases,  the  sole 
m  tkiei  prompter  of  the  satire — which,  in  my 
ova  iiiitiacc,  I  must  say,  it  has  g<?nerally  been 
^-fs  ewj  KilutioD  is  found  for  the  difficulty. 
The  iiiMg  readin^ess  of  fancy  which,  with  hut 
Utile  Ik%>  frooi  reality,  can  deck  out  ^*  the 
O^Vllua  (if  the  minute'*  with  all  possible  attme* 
tei,  will  likewise  be  able,  when  in  the  vein, 
ti»  shower  ridicule  on  a  political  ad%*ersary, 
▼tl&oiit  allowing  a  single  feeling  of  real  bitter- 
I  BOi  to  mix  itself  with  the  operation.  Even 
I  Ikil  sternest  of  all  satirist*,  Dante,  who,  not 
I  eoutent  with  the  penal  iire  of  the  pen,  kept  an 
Infieroo  ever  ready  to  receive  the  victims  of  his 
I  irrath, — even  Dante,  on  becoming  acquainted 
vitb  some  of  tlie  persons  whom  be  had  thus 
dposacd,  not  cmly  revoked  their  awful  sentence, 
hu  even  iKinourcd  them  with  warm  praise  *  ; 
mA  pvolnblyt  on  a  Uttic  further  acquaintance^ 
viMild  hnve  adinttted  them  into  bis  Paradiso. 
llnui  looeely  and  shollowly  even  the  sub- 
oi  Dante  could  strike  it«  roots  in 
Us  mm  heart  md  tnemory.  it  is  easy  to  con- 
Ught  and  passing  may  be  the  feeling 
flfiioatility  with  which  a  parti zan  in  the  field  of 
plies  his  laughing  warfare ;  aud  how 
it  may  happen  that  even  the  pride  of 
his  mark  outlives  but  a  short  time  the 
l^jbi  of  llie  akaft 

I  CBMioC  dlsroisa  from  my  hands  these  jxjltti- 
«altrille»,— 

**  Tltl«  nrsnb  of  chcmn  that  lettl^d  cm  m  j  pen* 

without  venturing  to  add  that  I  have  now  to 
ooimecl  with  theraonenummful  recolkction  — 
one  loss  Urom  Among  the  circle  of  those  I  biive 
k^gefl  looked  up  to  with  affection  and  n'lmi- 
mian — which  I  little  thought,  wbcu  I  bcgim 
this  9eriei  of  prefatory  sketches,  I  ^iKmld  hiive 
lo  vaoam  belbre  their  close.  I  need  hanily  add, 
that,  in  thus  aUudlng  to  a  great  light  of  the  so- 
cial aod  political  world  recently  gone  out^  I 
the  late  Irord  lloUand. 
It  may  be  recollected,  perhaps,  that,  in  men* 


tinning  some  partictdan  respecting  on  early 
squib  of  mine, -^  the  Parody  on  the  Prince 
Regent**  Letter,  —  I  spoke  of  a  dinner  at  which 
I  was  present  on  the  very  day  of  the  first  pub- 
lication of  that  Parody,  when  it  was  the  subject 
of  much  conversation  at  table^  and  none  of  the 
party,  except  our  host,  had  any  suspicion  that 
I  was  the  author  of  it.  lliis  host  was  Lord 
Holland ;  and  as  such  a  name  could  not  but 
lend  value  to  any  anecdote  connected  with  lite- 
rature, I  only  forbore  the  pleiuiure  of  adding 
such  an  ornauicrit  to  my  page-,  from  knowing 
that  Lord  Holland  had  long  viewed  with  dis- 
approbation and  regret  much  of  that  conduct 
of  the  Whig  party  towards  the  Regent  in 
1812-13t»  of  the  history  of  which  this  squib, 
and  the  welcome  reception  it  met  with,  forms 
an  bumble  episode. 

Lord  Holland  himself,  in  addition  to  his 
higher  intellectual  accoinpliahmenla,  jxissc^sed 
in  no  ordinary  degree  the  talent  of  writing 
easy  and  playful  ver9  (fesocicie;  and,  among 
the  instances  I  could  give  of  the  lightness  of 
bis  hand  at  such  friJles,  there  is  one  no  lesis 
characteristic  of  his  good-nature  than  his  wit, 
aa  it  actHJmpfmietl  a  copy  of  the  octavo  edition 
uf  Bayle|,  which,  on  hearing  me  rejoice  one 
day  that  so  jigreeable  on  uuthor  hail  been  at  hust 
inatle  fiortable,  he  kindly  ordered  for  me  from 
Paris. 

So  late,  indeed,  as  only  a  month  or  two 
before  his  !ortlsbip*s  death,  he  was  employing 
himself,  with  all  bis  usual  cheerful  eagerness, 
in  translating  some  verses  of  Melastasio ;  and 
occasionally  consulted  both  Mr.  Rogers  and 
myself  as  to  different  readings  of  some  of  the 
lines.  In  one  of  the  letters  which  I  receiveti 
from  liim  while  thus  occupied,  I  find  the  follow- 
ing postscript  :  — 

♦♦  'Til  tbiii  1  Itjrn  Ih'  ItaJtfUi*i  io«f, 
Nor  deem  [  tfoA  hta  Tntranlnf  mrtttxg^ 
But  with  rouKb  BnglUh  to  comtilnt^ 
The  ftweciuiett  thal*i  in  cf^ry  Uno, 
Akki  fur  ymir  Muftv,  u^d  tiot  tor  mine. 
Sett  at  ant  If  will  not  qnll  the  Kture  i 
Wo  tnust  h*te  that,  mwl  —  Utile  Morr. 

He  then  adds,  "  I  send  you,  too,  a  melaneholy 
Kpigram  of  mine,  of  which  1  have  »een  many, 
alaa,  witness  the  truth  :  — 


•  lailiCbMwitoWpraluttef?  wnimlf  fome  tM-noni  whom  '  to  bo  pubUtho*),  wbldi  Lard  MoIUikI  left  bcbind  hitn,  «pn* 

NT*  akmmdt S«e  Ko«coio,  Diicarto  muI  Ttsto  4i    ttAvAti^  Minnoirf  orbU  own  tltnei  and  of  thoN?  ImiDcdlafeljr 

txr«e«sdiiif  lb  em, 
$  to  tixteoti  veluin^t,  publiihed  at  Faii*^  lif  Deioer. 


t  TUv  sUIItt  M«ii  whdMivvr  tlioic  Taliubk  puperi  eo»e 


liv 


PREFACE. 


"  A  mirif>t«r*»  iiniirer  ii  «l«ajt  ho  kfiul ! 

I  ttarre,  aod  hv  trlU  me  he'll  ki*ep  inc  in  mind. 

Hoi/ Mb  ptftmls*;  God  kuowi,  would  my  spiriU  restore : 

Lrt  htm  k^rp  mc  ~and,  faith,  I  will  aik  for  no  more.'* 

Tlic  only  jiortion  of  the  mass  of  trifles  con- 
ialiu^l  in  tbis  volume,  thut  first  found  its  way 
to  the  public  eye  through  any  more  responsible 
channel  than  a  newspaper,  was  the  Letters  of 
the  Fudge  Family  in  England, — a  work  which 
was  sure,  from  its  very  nature,  to  encounter 
the  double  risk  of  being  thought  dull  as  a  mere 
sequel,  and  light  and  unsafe  as  touching  on 
f«>llies  crjnnected  with  the  name  of  Keligion. 
Inti>  the  question  of  the  comparative  dulness 
of  any  of  my  productions,  it  is  not  for  me,  of 
iumrmt,  to  enter ;  but  to  the  charge  of  treating 
r«;ligious  subjects  irreverently,  I  shall  content 
iiiyw'lf  with  replying  in  the  words  of  Pascal, 
— "II  a  bien  de  la  difR>rence  entrc  rire  de  la 
religion  et  rire  de  ceux  qui  la  profanent  par 
leurs  opinions  extravagantes/* 


PREFACE 

TO 

THE  TENTH  VOLUME. 

The  Story  which  occupies  this  volume  was 
intended  originally  to  he  told  in  verse ;  and  a 
great  portion  of  it  was  at  first  written  in  that 
form.  This  fact,  as  well  as  the  character,  per- 
hni)s,  of  the  whole  work,  which  a  good  deal 
partakes  of  the  cast  and  colouring  of  poetry, 
have  been  thought  suHicient  to  entitle  it  to  a 
place  in  this  general  collection  of  my  poetical 
writings. 

How  little  akin  to  romance  or  poesy  were 
s<»me  of  the  circumstances  under  which  this 
work  was  first  projected  by  me,  the  reader  may 
have  seen  fmm  a  prece<ling  preface*;  and  the 
following  rough  outline,  which  I  have  found 
among  my  pai)ers,  dated  Paris,  July  25.  1820, 
will  show  l)Oth  my  first  general  concejition,  or 
fore-shadowing  of  the  story,  and  likewise  the 
extent  to  whicli  I  thought  right,  in  aAerwanN 
working  out  this  design,  to  reject  or  modify 
B«)me  of  its  details. 

**  Jk'gan  my   Egyptian    Poem,   and    wrote 

•  PreC«cetoth«  Eifhth  Volume,  p.  xl.  of  thl«  edition. 


about  thirteen  or  fourteen  lines  of  it.    The 
story  to  be  told  in  letters  from  a  young  Epicu* 
rean  philosopher,  who,  in  the  second  century 
of  the  Christian  era,  goes  to  Egypt  for  the 
purpose  of  discovering  the  elixir  of  immortality, 
which  is  supposed  to  be  one  of  the  secret*  of 
the  Egyptian  priests.    During  a  Festival  on 
the  Nile,  he  meets  with  a  beautiful  maiden, 
the  daughter  of  one  of  the  priests  lately  dead. 
She  enters  the  catacombs,  and  disappears.    He 
hovers  around  the  spot^  and  at  last  finda  the 
well  and  secret  passages,  &c.  by  which  those 
who  are  initiated  enter.     He  sees  this  maiden 
in   one  of  those  theatrical   spectacles  which 
formed  a  part  of  the  subterranean  Elysium  of  i 
the  Pyramids — finds  opportunities  of  convers- 
ing with  her — their  intercourse  in  this  myste- 
rious region  described.     They  are  discovered ; 
and  he  is  thrown  into  those  subterranean  pri- 
sons, where  they  who  violate  the  rules  of  Initi- 
ation  are  confined.      He    is    liberated  from 
thence  by  the  young  maiden,  and  taking  flight 
together,  they  reach   some  beautiful  rcgicNii, 
where  they  linger,  for  a  time,  delighted,  and 
she  is  near  becoming  a  victim  to  his  arts.    But 
taking  alarm,  she  flies ;  and  seeks  refuge  with 
a  Christian  monk,  in  the  Thebaid,  to  whom  her 
mother,  who  was  secretly  a  Christian,  had  con- 
signed her  in  dying.      The  struggles  of  her 
love  with  her  religion.     A  persecution  of  the 
Christians  takes  place,  and  she  is  seized  (chiefly 
through  the  unintentional  means  of  her  lover), 
and  suffers  martyr<lom.    The  scene  of  her  mar- 
tyrdom described,  in  a  letter  from  the  Solitary 
of  the  Thebaid,  and  the  attempt  made  by  the 
young  ))hilosopher  to  rescue  her.    He  is  carried 
off*  from   thence   to  the  cell  of  the  Solitary. 
Ills  letters  from  that  retreat,  after  he  has  be- 
come    a    Christian,    devoting    his     thoughts 
entirely  to  re{)entance  and  the  rccollecti(m  of 
the  beloved  saint  who  hatl  gone  before  him.  — 
I{  I  don't  make  something  out  of  all  this,  the 
deuce  is  In't.** 

According  to  this  plan,  the  events  of  the 
story  were  to  be  told  in  Letters,  or  Epistohiry 
Poems,  addressed  by  the  philosopher  to  a 
young  Athenian  friend ;  but,  for  greater  vari- 
ety, as  well  as  convenience,  I  nrterwards  ilis- 
tributed  the  task  of  narration  among  the  chief 
I>ersonages  of  the  Tale.  The  great  dilliculty, 
however,  of  managing,  in  rhyme,  the  minor 
details  of  a  story,  so  as  to  be  clear  without 
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growing  prosaic,  and  still  more,  the  diffuse 
length  to  which  I  saw  narration  in  yerse  would 
extend,  deterred  me  from  following  this  plan 
tDT  further ;  and  I  then  commenced  the  tale 
anew  in  its  present  shape. 

Of  the  Poems  written  for  mj  first  experi- 
ment, a  few  specimens,  the  best  I  could  select, 
were  introduced  into  the  prose  story  ;  but  the 
muunder  I  had  thrown  aside,  and  nearly  for- 
gotten eren  their  existence,  when  a  circum- 
!<tance  somewhat  characteristic,  perhaps,  of 
that  trading  spirit,  which  has  now  converted 
Parnassus  itself  into  a  market,  again  called  my 
attention  to  them.  The  late  Mr.  Macrone,  to 
whose  general  talents  and  enterprise  in  business 
all  who  knew  him  will  bear  ready  testimony, 
had  long  been  anxious  that  I  should  undertake 
for  him  some  new  Poem  or  Story,  affording 
soch  subjects  for  illustration  as  might  call  into 
play  the  fanciful  pencil  of  Mr.  Turner.  Other 
ta>ks  and  ties,  however,  had  rendered  my  com- 
pliance with  this  wish  impracticable;  and  he 
was  about  to  give  up  all  thoughts  of  attaining 
his  object,  when  on  learning  from  me  acciden- 
tally that  the  Epicurean  was  still  my  own  pro- 
perty, he  proposed  to  purchase  of  me  the  use 
of  the  copyright  for  a  single  illustrated  edi- 
tion. 

The  terms  proffered  by  him  being  most 
liberal,  I  readily  acceded  to  the  proposed  ar- 


rangement; but,  on  further  consideration, 
there  arose  some  difficulty  in  the  way  of  our 
treaty — the  work  itself  being  found  insufficient 
to  form  a  volume  of  such  dimensions  as  would 
yield  any  hope  of  defraying  the  cost  of  the 
numerous  illustrations  then  intended  for  it. 
Some  modification,  therefore,  of  our  terms  was 
thought  necessary;  and  then  first  was  the 
notion  suggested  to  mc  of  bringing  forth  from 
among  my  papers  the  original  sketch,  or  open- 
ing of  the  story,  and  adding  these  fragments, 
as  a  sort  of  make- weight,  in  the  mutual  adjust- 
ment of  our  terms. 

That  I  had  myself  regarded  the  first  experi- 
ment as  a  failure,  was  sufficiently  shown  by 
my  relinqubhmcnt  of  it.  But,  as  the  published 
work  had  then  passed  through  several  editions, 
and  had  been  translated  into  most  of  the  lan- 
guages of  Europe,  it  was  thought  that  an  in- 
sight into  the  anxious  process  by  which  such 
success  had  been  attained,  might,  as  an  encou- 
ragement, at  least,  to  the  humble  merit  of 
painstaking,  be  deemed  of  some  little  use. 

The  following  are  the  translations  of  this 
Tale  which  have  reached  me :  viz.  two  in 
French,  two  in  Italian  (Milan,  1836 — Venice, 
1835),  one  in  German  (Inspruc,  1828),  and  one 
in  Dutch,  by  M.  Herman  van  Loghem  (De- 
venter,  1829). 
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REMARKS  ON  ANACREON. 

ToERE  is  but  little  known  with  certJUDly  of  t1i« 
life  of  Aimcrcoa.  Chamicleon  llcracleotes  ",  who 
wrote  upon  the  subject,  has  hvca  lost  in  the 
^oeriil  wreck  of  ancient  literature.  The  cdilon 
of  the  poet  have  collected  the  few  triHiDg  anecdotes 
which  ure  scattered  through  the  ejttjuit  authors  of 
aatitjuity,  and,  supplying  the  deficiency  of  mate-* 
rials  by  fictions  of  their  own  imagination^  have 
arranged,  what  they  call,  a  life  of  Anacreon. 
These  epecious  fubricarions  are  intended  to  indulge 
that  interest  which  we  naturally  feel  in  the  bio- 
graphy of  illustrious  men;  but  it  is  rather  a  dan- 
gerous kind  of  illusion,  as  it  coufouods  the  liiiiits 
of  history  and  romance'*,  and  is  too  often  sup- 
ported  by  unfaithful  citation.^ 

Our  poet  was  boni  in  the  city  of  Tcoji'',  in  the 
delicious  region,  of  Ionia,  and  the  time  of  his  birth 
appears  to  have  been  in  the  sixth  century  before 
Christ^  He  flourished  at  that  remarkable  period, 
when,  under  the  polished  tyrants  Hipparchus  and 
Folycrates,  Athena  and  Baid<18  were  become  the 
rival  asylums  of  genius.  There  is  nothing  certain 
known  about  his  family,  and  those  who  pretend  to 
discover  in  Plato  that  he  was  a  descendant  of  the 
monarch  Codrus,  show  much  more  of  zeal  than 
of  cither  accuracy  or  judgment:" 

NtAdfinoltetle  ScruderS^  frotti  whom  l!<*  borrow rd  tbe  ideik, 
pretend  to  hlttorkiil  verncltjr  iiii  h(^r  account  of  AnacrfHiii  «nd 
Sappbo.  Tbcie,  thr-n^  are  allowable.  But  how  c;iu  Bnrnei 
be  forg:lT«ll,  who,  with  all  tlte  rixifiJeiice  af  a  blographor, 
CntCM  every  watiderini^  cTthe  poet,  and  irttleA  htm  at  last.  In 
hit  old  life,  at  a  coiintrir  vIBa  near  Ttog  ? 

'  Tb«  learned  Bajtv  hjj  detected  fome  Infidelltiei  of  qito. 
tatlon  in  l»e  Fevre*  {DfCtionHair^  Histortqur,  <|fc.)  Madaino 
Darter  h  Dot  more  accurate  than  her  father:  tbey  have 
nimoat  made  AnacrcoD  prime  rohiUtw  to  the  monaitih  of 
Samoa. 

*  TU«  Asiatics  werft  ai  remarkable  for  gcDfiu  at  for  luxury. 
-'■  tiigenla  A»3atkii  tocljta  per  gcnte*  iotbrft  PoctJt,  Anacreoa, 
ItuJc  Mlmnermut  et  Anilmacbus,"  &c,^—Soltaui. 

^  I  have  xkOi  atteinpted  to  deClnft  the  partkular  Olytnplod, 
but  bave  adopted  the  Idea  ai  Dayttf,  who  Myt,  '*  Je  n\il  point 
marq^ued'Olympiado  i  car  pour  uu  hofntni'qui  a  vC'cu  HIV  ani. 
II  Ttie  temble  ijue  Ton  ne  doit  point  i^eii Termer  dant  de« 
lljitmm  il  ^trottet ." 

<^  Tbif  miitake  (i  founded  on  ■  folie  intiirpretntlon  of  a 
very  obvious  pa«iagc  In  Flatn"*  Dialogue  on  TetnFMiirjifice;  It 
originated  with  Madame  Dader,  and  bat  been  rcii^tttved  1m- 
plkllly  by  many^  Gail,  a  late  editor  i>(  Anstcreon,  trt^iDi  to 
clekbn  to  hlmtelf  the  merit  of  detecting  tbb  error  ;  t^it  liayla 
had  obKenrcd  It  before  him. 
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The  dtspoftidon  aod  lalenti  of  Anacrcon  recooi- 
mended  liim  to  the  raonarch  of  Samoc,  &d4  he  was 
fcMin«d  to  be  tliif  friend  of  iticb  a  prince  at  Polj> 
cralM.  Susceptible  only  to  the  pleasures,  he  felt 
not  Ihe  comtpiiocis  of  the  ooort ;  andf  while  Pytha* 
goras  fled  from  the  tyrant^  Anacreon  was  cele- 
hraling  hk  piraiaes  on  the  Ijrv.  We  are  told  t<M> 
by  Uaxinias  Tjrtus,  thai,  by  the  iafluetice  of  his 
amatory  congii,  he  softened  the  mind  of  Polycrates 
into  a  spirit  of  beneTolence  towards  his  subjects.  * 

The  amours  of  the  poet,  and  the  iiTalship  of 
the  t^^rant  ^,  I  shall  pass  over  in  silence  ;  and  there 
are  few,  I  presume,  who  will  regret  the  omiwOB 
of  most  of  those  anecdotes,  which  the  industiy  of 
•oae  editors  has  not  only  promujged,  but  dis- 
eosMd.  WhatCTer  is  repugnant  to  modesty  and 
Tirtue  is  considered  in  ethical  science,  by  a  suppo- 
sition very  fhvourable  to  humanity,  as  impossible; 
and  this  amlnble  persoasion  should  be  much  more 
strongly  entertained,  where  the  transgression  warm 
with  nature  as  well  as  virtue.  But  why  are  we 
not  allowed  to  indulge?  in  the  presumptton  ?  Why 
are  we  officiously  reminded  that  there  have  been 
really  such  instances  of  dt^pravity  ? 

tlLppurchuif,  who  now  maintained  at  Athens  the 
power  which  hii  fathi'f  Pi!»I«tratus  had  nsorped, 
was  one  of  those  princes  who  vaay  be  said  to  hsve 
poliihod  the  fetters  of  their  subjects.  He  was  the 
first,  according  to  Plato,  who  edited  the  poems  of 
Homer,  and  commanded  them  ,to  be  sung  by  the 
rhapaodists  at  the  celebnaion  of  the  Panatheoa^a. 
From  his  court,  which  was  a  sort  of  galaxy  of 
genius,  Anacreon  could  not  long  he  absenL  Hip- 
parchns  sent  a  barge  for  him  ;  the  poet  readily 
embraced  the  invitation,  and  the  Muses  and  the 
l^ves  were  wafted  with  htm  to  Athens.* 

The  manner  of  Anacreon*s  death  was  singular. 


MasJmii*  TfHu*  tMnHlon*  Uil*  amoos  other  tnfUficr«  of  tbe 
lalhliiiirrt  of  pdctiy.  If  Gsll  lisd  r«sd  Mamlnius  Tjrrlitf ,  liow 
faiiM  h«  Hdlcul*  tbb  Idea  in  Mo«itoiUift,  ac  imautbctitl. 

^^_^  «at«dF 

^^^H  *  In  lb*  roiiMDce  <oi  Clel\n,  tli#  aAc^ote  to  «likh  t  allait« 

^^^^P  It  loM  of  m  f  DMDf  firl,  with  whom  Aaacrmm  fell  In  low  •  h Ur 

^^^^  sIm  ptnauUd  the  fod  Apollo  In  a  nuk 

H^  HMiMll*  Acodint  cooiutt«4  neturv  nor*  Ck 

■  *  Than  It  m  *trj  Inlerertlns  rroneh  pi 
H  iHIt  «iic«d«««.  Imputed  lo  DecjTetaos,  and  eallad  "  Anacf  i^Hi 
^H  vNojpeil. 

H  *  rAhrtrliM  afpMTi  not  |9  Iruit  t^rj  impUkMj  in  thU 

H  ttmj.    '■  Vvm  psiMs  seine  lantea  aofibealnA.  tl  eredifniu 

H  ftuiwhs  111  MvMTirnif }  alH  enim  hoe  BMivtU  svaere  perllie  iir». 

■  dual  iaphucleta.*'  —  Fabrir/f  tl/hl^ttk^ ,  (inec.  lib  U .  cap.  I »« 
^1  Ik  maut  be  conftmed  that  Ltjrlan,  »  ha  t«<IU  ii«  rtut  Knplioeiea 

■  wia  fh  4^1  \3j  s  ffrap**«lMMr,  Im  Uie  tfj  Mi»a  ifeatlie  mm* 

■  tkint  tltp  tmi«#«1i}r  of  AnN*r«dQ,  sod  f^  It  tiknt  m  the 

■  nuni^^-r  «*r  hU  imth,    C*mM  ha  hnro  boas  IfnoranC  of  uncli  a 

■  fvmtrasMe  MneMence,  or,  ynHitni*  souM  Ike  hate  ney^ 

■  Iteiai  le  fwmuxk  tut    Sea  llatiiliar%  Intradocikwi  m  bit 


We  are  lold  that  In  the  eighty-fifth  year  of  hi*  iga 
he  was  ehoked  by  a  grape-stone*;  and,  however 
we  may  smile  at  their  enthusiastic  partiality,  who 
see  in  this  easy  and  characteristic  death  a  peculiar 
indulgence  of  Heaven,  we  cannot  help  admiring 
that  his  fate  should  have  been  so  emblematic  of 
his  disposition.  Cvlios  Calcagninui  alludes  to 
this  catastrophe  in  the  following  epitaph  on  our 
poet*:— 

Thoae  lipa,  then,  hallow 'd  tafe,  wbklt  poured  alonf 
A  raiule  •««•«  ai  anj  <7fnet*i  toof:, 

The  frspe  h*ih  dot'd  for  ever  I 
Here  kt  Che  trj  Mit  Ihe  poet's  tomlk. 
Here  lei  tlie  raaa  he  lor*d  with  UatcU  bloom, 

la  baadt  tlkat  se'er  shall  tevrr. 

But  far  be  thou,  oh  I  fiir.  unholjr  tine, 

Bjr  wham  ibe  fkfourite  mjottrel  of  ttie  Nine 

Loal  bla  twnst  fllal  breath ; 
Tbjr  God  btotoir  now  bhnboa  lo  confeat. 
Once  balle«*d  viael  lie fMs  hm  !»*««  thee  lent, 


It  has  been  suppoaed  by  some  writers  that  Ana- 
creon and  Sappho  were  oontemporanca ;  and  the 
very  thought  of  an  intervoune  between  penoiks  lO 
congenial,  both  in  warmth  of  paanon  and  delicacy 
of  geniosy  gives  such  play  to  the  imagination,  that 
the  mind  loves  to  indulge  in  it.  But  the  visioii 
dissolves  before  historical  truth ;  and  Chameleon 
and  Hemiesianax,  who  are  the  source  of  the  sup- 
position, are  considered  as  having  merely  indulged 
in  a  poetical  anachronism,* 

To  infer  the  moral  dispositions  of  a  poet  from 
tlie  tone  of  sentiment  which  pervades  bia  vorka, 
is  sometimes  a  very  fkllacious  analogy  s  but  the 
aonl  of  Anacreon  speaks  so  nnequtvoeaUj  throogh 
Ms  odes»  that  we  may  safely  consult  them  as  the 
faithful  mirrors  of  bis  heart'  We  find  him  there 
the  elegant  voluptuary,  diffiuing  the  seductive 
charm  of  sentiment  over  passions  and  propensities 


*  At  (a,  tttocte  tmcv,  aclniu  luh  Tartan  mltll; 

Gyfmae  clau»U  qui  tM  vodi  Uer« 
Voa,  hederv,  unnulum,  tumuhtm  voielnflle,  laurl. 

Hoc  rots  |ierpciiio  tcmrt  odora  loco ; 
At  vKIt  pr«etii  btne,  proeat  hlae  « 

Quftc 
CrMitur  Ipae  i 

to  vatein  tantttm  <|uw  fUlt  i 

The  autbor  of  thli  rpttJKph^  Carlhn  CJiagidHwa,  Ins 
translated  or  lMiitM«d  the  eptftaau  m  rm  Miffi  4  d^w*, 
whlrh  are  giron  iniiler  the  t»n>e  of  Atiarr««Nk. 

*  Bamet  li  eont loeed  (iMif  ^mj  fralnllou*!''^^  ^-'  '^'  ryn. 
rhrool»m  of  Aoaereoo  and  Sappho,  In  etUiu  r«, 
he  baa  »Iraofe1f  ncalerted  the  Ihie  quofed  t,^  r.i. 
nut.  at  ffom  Anaereoa,  aiDoag  Ihe  lartlimwiiui  to  K^p^ho  :* 

EiftM  3UC#»  %i*mtmi  Taapii  eia((bMi  Ah0mm. 

Fabrlditt  think  a  that  they  mtg^ht  haire 

iHit  eotuktert  their  amour  a«  a  tale  of  ImafltiallaB.    V< 

rpjectt  the  Idea  onUrelj'  i  at  do  aJao  OLaut  ll«)rrU4il«iS 

othrfi.^ 

*  An  ItntlsB  poe^  bi  loeae  tenet  on  Brllesii'i 


ODES  OF  ANACREON. 


I 

HFcran 


it  ^vkiek  T^gid  mormlity  mint  frovn.  ID*  heart, 
4eYoccd  lo  iaidoleQce,  acexns  to  lure  tboo^t  that 
tf  vcaltb  eoooglj  in  happiness,  but  sdidoia 
in  mere  ve&lih.  The  cheerfiiliieiis 
vith  which  h«  brightens  hk  old  Ag«  is 
and  endesring :  like  his  own  rose,  he 
hmgrwait  even  in  decay.  But  the  moit  pc-cnliar 
imrr  of  bii  oniiid  U  that  lore  of  aimpUcity,  which 
to  himself  so  feeUngJj,  and  which 
dnncfeeriaiicaUj  throughout  all  that  he 
In  tmth,  if  we  omit  thoae  few  vices  in 
which  Teligion,  at  that  time,  not  only 
oi,  bat  consecnted,  we  shall  be  inclined 
|»  mj  tliii  the  disposition  of  our  poet  was  ami- 
ilile ;  tl&at  hif  roormlity  waa  relaxed*  but  not  aban« 
ii  and  that  Virtue,  with  her  aoae  loosened, 
be  ■&  apt  emblem  of  the  character  of  Ana^ 


H 


Of  loa  penon  and  pbjviognomj  time  has  pre* 
leefiain  memorials,  that   it  were 
to  Icsve  the  pencil  to  fancy  ;  and 
eao   read   the  Odes  of    Anaereon   without 


tlut  our  bsrd  did  not  r«rl 


Mdtp*l» 
ctlocUi 
Ifaibaapne 

Ta  Lm*  and  BsecHiw  evet  fnuof 

Wbll*  Mat  Anarretjfi  f  i«ich'd  thr  If  rv. 
He  asikliiw  lele  tttv  Iotu  He  »un«. 

Ner  in*d  Itis  bawl  to  Bivwbui  b^iutt* 
Thpm§om*Tj  d4f*  lud  l^ded  Uing, 
Wltfii  foolli  couM  aitt  tUf  iotrr't  p«rt ; 
B  tnoiblcd  ia  hli  i<onijr. 

rr,  mrh'd  liU  henrt. 


>  AjM0«a<i'i  duraelsr  bat  twiO  t vtou«1  j  coloured  8«rti«s 
liaiBr*  an  It  ulUi  cntluttfsitie  admlratloo ;  bat  he  ti  idwajri 
■  iim^pinl.  if  aot  Mnictiiiiet  alua  a  ItUla  prolkoe.  BaiUet 
fan*  too  oHidl  Into  Ibt  oppo«it«  emtr«fD«^  eiuifgcrstliig:  «Uo 
tt«  lnrtfaBooJ«t  »Udi  be  ba«  coniult<>d;  and  w«  cannnt 
■nlf  aftwft  witli  Urn  «bet)  b«  citet  «uc-h  a  eofnpltor  as 
«•  "  on  dfli  ^iu  MTant  cxitlquct  de  l*s&llfulti/* 
M.CV. 
CDold  hartflj  bar*  read  tli«  pattage  t«  which  h^  tt- 
fcra,  whMi  baaaeuaet  Le  Frrre  oC  baf  iQf  cracured  our  pwt'i 
rtlanrffit  la  a  ma*  on  Looclnut  i  tbr  noie  In  qnc«fit>n  b«inR 
■MttMail  Ifsa/,  ta  aOiif lost  to  foiD«  ct^nAiire  puted  upon  L.« 
fmttrt  tor  hi*  Aaacrtoa.  It  I*  dear,  iiid««d,  tbAt  pnuf*  rather 
tbaa  ceBM»«  Is  lMthnat<*t  Sc«  JobBimea  Vnlpiui  (de  VtilU 
tato  fVrimaai)>  who  vlndlcatet  our  poH'»  Tt\nit3ttion. 

■  to  li  ttftaa  from  tbe  Blblfothera  of  Futflui  Unlnafl. 
Mlafl  haaeopJcd  IHa  saiiw  bead  Into  hit  IniaxlD«>-  Johuinei 
Pater,  bi  h4a  d«acriptJofi  of  iha  coin  of  Unlnui,  m«fitiOD« 
Mad  on  1  terry  beAUtifut  corn<rh»n,  which  be  tup- 
wora  la  a  rtng  by  tome  admirer  of  th«  poet.  In 
of  Caalinl  there  It  ■  joiithrul  brad  of  Ana- 
adal.  with  the  Ic4lrr«  TEI03  around 
ft  i  fltt  Ikt  »«««fi*  tliara  Is  ■  Keptune^  holding  a  tpear  In  his 


ioijigtning  to  themselv^  the  fbrm  oCthe  animated 
old  bard,  crowned  with  roees,  and  singing  cheer* 
ftillj  to  his  lyre.  But  the  head  of  Anscpean. 
prefixed  to  this  work^,  has  been  eoosideied  so 
authentic,  that  we  aeareelj  coald  be  juscified  Id 
the  omission  of  it  ;  and  aooe  have  e^en  tbooght 
that  it  is  by  no  means  deficient  in  that  beneroleBt 
suavity  of  expression  which  shonld  charMicriae 
the  coontenance  of  such  a  poet 

Alter  the  rery  eathnsuistic  enlogittma  beslivwed 
both  by  ancienu  and  modenis  upon  the  poems  of 
AnacreoQ^t  we  need  not  be  diffident  is  ezpreasiBg 
our  raptures  at  their  beaoty,  nor  hesitaie  Co  pro- 
DooDce  them  the  most  polished  mnains  of  anti^ 
qujty.^  They  are,  indeed,  ail  beanty,  all  enchant* 
ment'  He  steals  as  ^  infensibly  along  with  him, 
that  we  sympathise  eren  in  his  ezce«eB.  In  his 
amatory  odes  there  is  a  delicacy  tit  compliment 
not  to  be  found  in  any  other  ancient  poet.  Lore 
at  that  period  was  rather  an  unrvfinifd  emotion ; 
and  the  intercourse  of  the  sexes  was  animated 
more  by  passion  than  by  scnlimenL     They  knew 


right  hand,  and  a  dolphin,  with  Ibe  word  Tl  AXHK  i 

In  th<r  ted ;  "  totoadod  denatare  (mf  CabIiU  )  che  <|oella  dU 

tadtet  la  cnnlaaaro  ta  Ihnmmo  dd  a 

Then  la  also  anioag  tht  eoliu  of  Da 

Iboof h  It  Iwan  no  efllf7«  was  probsMy  atraek  lo  tbo  memorf 

of  Anacrran.    U  bat  tha  word  THItlN,  entircM  with  an  lij 

crawn.    "  At  <iu[idnt  retpkll  hwc  corona  Anocreonteni,  nobl- 

Icm  Ifrtcuni  f*'^Df  WiUt. 

»  B««ide«  thoM  which  arc  extant,  be  wrote  bjnana,  eleglra, 
eplfraoni,  ac.  Some  of  the  cptfrmmt  ttill  exUL  Horace,  in 
i4dltkin  to  the  mention  of  blm  ilfb.  ir.  od.  $.),  alltidea  alto 
to  a  poera  of  hit  upon  the  rivalry  of  CIree  and  Penelope  in 
(be  aiR<cUti(ia  of  Ulriirt,  lib  I.  od.  17. :  and  the  aeboliatt 
upmi  Meander  cUct  t  frac^nrnC  from  a  poem  upon  Sleep  bj 
Anacreon,  and  attrfbutci  lo  hkm  likewise  m  medicinal  trca- 
ttte.  Fidfantliu  mentlont  a  work  of  hit  upon  the  wmr  ba* 
tweea  JapHar  ukd  the  Titant,  and  the  ortfla  ottbc  coot«cra> 
tion  of  Iba  aa|la. 

1  See  Horacft,  Maximui  Tyrliu,  Ac.  <*  Hit  ttylc  (t^t 
!krall|Ff^)  It  tweeter  than  the  juire  of  the  tndiui  reed."—  PtiH, 
lib.  L  cap.  M,  "  Frofn  the  loriDett  of  hit  renet  (lavt  Olaui 
Btirrichluft)  the  an«leijt*  tmtoiired  on  him  the  ppitheti  iweet, 
dpUcate.gmccful^  kc^—DisirrtatiimfMAcadnmctrA'^  Portit, 
ditt,2.  ScjJiger  airaJn  prditet  hinr  thut  Ui  a  (lun  ;  fl[>oakii]i]| 
of  the  ftO^H*  or  ode,  •*  An^creon  ftutem  non  tolum  dedit  h«?c 
fMln  ted  etiam  to  lp»lt  melUi/'  See  the  pattaite  of  Btpin, 
quoted  by  all  the  edilort.  I  ciniKit  oniit  citing  aba  the  fol- 
lowtng  Tt-ry  iptrited  a|»Q«tropbe  of  the  author  of  the  Com- 
mentary preBud  to  the  Farma  adttion :  ''  O  to*  tubllmei 
animie,  rot  ApoUlnli  alan»l,  qid  pott  iinum  Alrmanrm  (n 
loUl  HelUde  lyricam  poesln  asitiicltastit,  cpluittii^  ainpl.fi'> 
catlit,  qiuMO  voa  an  ullut  unqosfli  ftMril  vAtet  qui  Telo 
cantori  vel  natuna  candore  irtl  metrt  soavltiile  ii.«lmain  pr»> 
rtpuerit'*  See  likewlte  Vlnecoao  Gravini  ctella  R»g.  Poitic 
libroprinio,  p.  97.  Among  tbe  fUtratti  of  Marino^  (here  It 
one  of  Anacreon  beginnfnf  "CInpAemI  la  fronte."  Ac.  Ac. 

>  •*  We  tn«y  perceive,"  *ay«  Votvjui,  '*  thAt  the  iteratjnnof 
bit  wordt  cunclucet  very  miirh  to  the  iwiN^nest  ofbU  ttyltt." 
Henry  Stephen  renuirkt  the  lame  beauty  in  a  note  on  the 
forty-fouTtb  ode.  Thlt  figure  of  Iteration  it  hli  moat  appro- 
priate grace :  —  but  the  modem  wrlteri  of  iurenilia  and  Baala 
hare  adopted  it  to  an  excett  whkb  dcttro]rt  the  eJInet, 


■ 
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not  those  little  tendernesies  which  form  the  spiri- 
tual part  of  affection  ;  their  expression  of  feeling 
was  therefore  rode  and  unraried,  and  the  poetry 
of  lore  deprived  it  of  its  most  captirating  graces. 
Aoacreon,  however,  attained  some  ideas  of  this 
purer  gallantry ;  and  the  same  delicacy  of  mind 
which  led  him  to  this  refinement,  prerented  him 
also  from  yielding  to  the  freedom  of  language, 
which  has  sullied  the  pages  of  all  the  other  poets. 
His  descriptions  are  warm  ;  hut  the  warmth  is  in 
the  ideas,  not  the  words.  He  is  sportive  without 
being  wanton,  and  ardent  without  being  licentious. 
His  poetic  invention  is  always  most  brilliantly 
displayed  in  those  allegorical  fictions  which  so 
many  have  endeavoured  to  imitate,  though  all 
have  confessed  them  to  be  inimitable.  Simplicity 
is  the  distinguishing  feature  of  these  odes,  and 
they  interest  by  their  innocence,  as  much  as  they 
fiiscinate  by  their  beauty.  They  may  be  said, 
indeed,  to  be  the  very  infants  of  the  Muses,  and  to 
lisp  in  numbers. 

I  shall  not  be  accused  of  enthusiastic  partiality 
by  those  who  have  read  and  felt  the  original ; 
but,  to  others,  I  am  conscious,  this  should  not  be 
the  language  of  a  transUtor,  whose  faint  reflection 
of  such  beauties  can  but  ill  justify  his  admiration 
of  them. 

In  the  age  of  Anacreon  music  and  poetry  were 
inseparable.  These  kindred  talents  were  for  a 
long  time  associated,  and  the  poet  always  sung  his 
own  compositions  to  the  Ijrre.  It  is  probable  that 
they  were  not  set  to  any  regular  air,  but  rather  a 
kind  of  musical  recitation,  which  was  varied  ac- 
cording to  the  fancy  and  feelings  of  the  moment  ■ 
The  poems  of  Anacreon  were  sung  at  banquets  as 
late  as  the  time  of  Aulus  Gellius,  who  tells  us  that 
he  heard  one  of  the  odes  performed  at  a  birth -day 
entertainment.* 

THe  singular  beauty  of  our  poet's  style,  and  the 
apparent  facility,  perhaps,  of  his  metre  have  at- 
tracted, as  I  have  already  remarked,  a  crowd  of 


*  In  the  Parli  edition  there  are  four  of  the  original  odes 
Mt  to  inutlc.  hy  Le  Sueur,  C;o«tec,  Mehul.  and  CherubinL 
"  On  rhante  du  Latin,  et  de  I'ltalien,"  says  Gail. "  quelquefoi* 
ni^me  san*  lei  entendre  ;  qui  emptehe  que  noui  ne  chantions 
del  odet  Orecquet  ? *'  The  chromatic  learning  of  these  com- 
poiert  !•  very  unlike  what  we  are  told  of  the  simple  melody 
of  the  ancients ;  and  they  hare  all,  as  it  appears  to  roe,  mls- 
takm  the  accentuation  of  the  words. 

*  The  Tarma  commentator  is  rather  careless  in  referring 
lo  this  passage  of  Aulus  Gellius  (lib.  xix.  cap.  9.)*  The  ode 
was  not  sitng  by  the  rhetorician  Julianus,  as  he  says,  but  by 
the  minstrrls  of  both  sexes,  who  were  Introduced  at  the 
entertainment. 

*  Kr«  what  Colomesius,  in  his  "  Literary  Treasures."  has 
qac<«l  from  Alcyonlus  de  Bxtllo ;  It  maybe  found  in  Baxter. 
CdomMltts,  after  cttlng  the  pasaage.  addt,  **  Hcc  anro  contra 
cam  Doo  poittl  non  apponere." 


imitators.  Some  of  theie  have  socceeded  with 
woDderfnl  felicity,  as  may  be  discerned  in  the  few 
odes  which  are  attributed  to  writers  of  a  later 
period.  But  none  of  his  emulators  have  been  half 
so  dangerous  to  his  fame  as  those  Greek  eccle- 
siastics of  the  eariy  ages,  who,  being  conscious  of  | 
their  own  inferiority  to  their  great  prototypes, 
determined  on  removing  ail  possibility  of  com- 
parison, and,  under  a  semblance  of  moral  zeal, 
deprived  the  worid  of  some  of  the  most  exquisite 
treasures  of  ancient  times.'  I1ie  works  of  Sappho 
and  Alcsus  were  among  those  flowers  of  Grecian 
literature  which  thus  fell  beneath  the  rude  hand  of 
ecclesiastical  presumption.  It  is  true  they  pre- 
tended that  this  sacrifice  of  genius  was  hallowed 
by  the  interests  of  religion ;  but  I  have  already 
assigned  the  most  probable  motive^;  and  if  Gre- 
gorius  Nazianzenus  had  not  written  Anacreontics, 
we  might  now  perhaps  have  the  works  of  the 
Teian  unmutilated,  aad  be  empowered  to  say 
exultingly  with  Horace, 

Nee  si  quid  oliro  lusit  Anacreon 

DeleTit  sptas. 

The  zeal  by  which  these  bishops  professed  to  be 
actuated,  gave  birth  more  innocently,  indeed,  to 
an  absurd  species  of  parody,  as  repugnant  to  piety 
as  it  is  to  taste,  where  the  poet  of  voluptuousness 
was  made  a  preacher  of  the  gospel,  and  his  muse, 
like  the  Venus  in  armour  at  Lacedsmon,  was 
arrayed  in  all  the  severities  of  priestly  instruction. 
Such  was  the  **  Anacreon  Recantatus,*"  by  Carol  us 
de  Aquino,  a  Jesuit,  published  1701,  which  con- 
sisted of  a  series  of  palinodes  to  the  several  songs 
of  our  poet  Such,  too,  was  the  Christian  Ana- 
creon of  Patriganus,  another  Jesuit*,  who  prepos- 
terously transferred  to  a  most  sacred  subject  all 
that  the  Grecian  poet  had  dedicated  to  festivity 
and  love. 

His  metre  has  frequently  been  adopted  by  the 
modem  Latin  poets  ;  and  Scaliger,  Taubuian, 
Barthius\  and  others,  have  shown  that  it  is  by  no 


<  We  may  perceive  by  the  beginning  of  the  first  hymn  of 
Dishnp  Syncsius,  that  he  made  Anacreon  and  Sappho  hb 
models  of  composition. 

Ayi  fiM,  XiyttM  ^t^tuyi, 
Mir«  T*M«'  ««<d«», 
Mtrm  Ai#Ci«r  n  /*»Xrm.9. 

Blargunius  and  Damascenus  were  likewise  authors  of  pioot 
Anacreontics. 

^  This,  perhaps,  is  the  "  Jpsuita  quiUam  Grcculns  "  alluded 
to  by  Barnes,  who  has  himself  composed  an  Amw^uw  Xf$- 
rrf9H,  as  absurd  as  the  rest,  but  somewhat  more  skilfully 
executed. 

*  1  have  seen  somewhere  an  account  of  the  MSS.  of  Bar. 
thius,  written  Just  after  his  death,  which  mentiooa  nanj 
more  Anacre<Kitic«  of  his  than  1  bdlere  have  cvar  bean  pab> 
lUhed. 
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wtth  thai  Iaiigiiitge.1     The 
of  Saliger»  hovever«  Kareelx  de- 
MBic ;  IS  thcj  fitter  all  over  with 
sd,  tiUMigh  oUben  ekgaat*  are  alwmj* 
Tlie  ttramriftil  ficdont  of  Angenanofi  ' 
ha|ipiljr  thaa  aay  othetB  the  delicate 
of  fWf  aUc|§orieal  IhHes,  whlch^  pacing  io 
thpaa^  the  mediums  of  Tcnion  and 
teve  gcneratlj  lost  their  finest  rays  in 
Ifaaj  of  the  Italian  poets  have 
tbeir  ftDciea  iq>on  the  snlgecla^  and  in 
of  AnacreozL  B^iurdo  Twsto  first  in^ 
t^  metre,  which  waa  afterwards  polished 
hj  Chahriera  and  others.' 
To  JMlge  hy  the  referenoes  of  D^cn,  the  Ger- 
aboonda  In  Anacreen^c  imitationa; 
*  ia  one  amoog  man j  who  haye  as- 
iB  as  a  BodeL    La.  Fane,  ChanlieOr  and 
Ug^  IKWta  df  Franoe,  haTe  abn  profened 
the  mnae  of  Teot ;  hot  they  have  at- 
Jl  her  negligence  with  little  of  the  simple 
nft  cnMliahes  it     In  the  delicate  bard  of 
*  ve  iod  the  kindred  spirit  of  Anacreon : 
of  his  gaseUca,  or  tonga,  pofiaeaa  all  the  cha- 
«f  our  poet. 

*  now  to  a  retroapcct  of  the  editions  of 

To  Henrj  Stephen  we  are  indebted 

fint  recoYered  his  remains  from  the 

in  which,  so  singnlarly,  they  had  for 

reposed.     He  foimd  the  sereoth  ode^ 

r  wm  wx^  tohl,  on  the  coTer  of  an  old  book,  and 

it  to  Vlctoriua,  who  mentions  the 

^  in  his  **  Varioaa  Readinga***  Stephen 

▼err  yonng ;   and  this  dSscovery  was 

i  bj  some  critics  of  that  day  as  a  literary 

L*  In  1554,  howevefp  be  gave  Anacreon 

I  TkMla»Albcnui*»I>anUli|MMti-. 
FldJi  Uil  mtnUler 


l*ltart  ISiiir«  nulio; 
Gsndebo  Ktnpe^r  Ilium 
Lsudaf«  pumilUlU 
AucrroatlciLlii. 
See  tike  Damitk  Poet*  coU«rir(t  bj  Rottgnard. 

Umit ppaUf  titatgiwirt  dri^  tnnilotion.    A  beantirul  Ana> 
9  tof  Ri^o  Crotluft.  duj  b«  fotiAd  Lib.  t.  Farragidf . 

•  Tft  iiijailiiMii  Prior  !■  Indebted  for  tome  of  hU  lm|if«e«t 
u 

HfilorU  dclU  \\}\g,  Poea. 
f  «*  L*ai^^M9  H4i«dom  not  quclqur^fob  Anacrfon/*  — 
BmM,  mw^t^ftHtk  AUemamde. 

»  Sat  ToisHal  on  Hi*  IcaraJQg  of  t)i«  Turki,  as  trmtUted 
tf  it  Camnmt4^    PHM9e  CanHnntr  bu  made  the  Ruufjuit 
vKh  AnKTVOB.   See  bit  Ufo,  prefixed  ta  jt  tnnt. 
^r  bH  a«li«i;  bf  elto  Ablt«  da  Couco. 

*  1lo*ort«Utti*  Id  bl«  work  **  De  Itiiicrne  ca«Tigi!ixli/'  pro- 
>  bo  Ibe  trtdtnfi  ot  »ome  iQ»ipkl 


to  the  worlds  aooompanied  wit^  id 

a  Iditin  Teraion  of  the  greater  i  «^ 

The  learned  stitl  besitBted  to  rec^ivif  xhKoi  a»  the 
relies  of  the  TeisD  hard,  and  sospected  them  to  be 
the  fabrication  of  some  monks  of  the  liateanh 
century.  This  was  an  idco  from  which  the  clamie 
mnae  reooiledi  and  the  Vatican  mannaeript,  eon- 
salted  by  Scaliger  and  flblmaaSw,  ooofirmed  the 
antiquity  of  most  of  the  poenMk  A  very  hmecii- 
rate  copy  of  thia  MSn  waa  taken  by  Isaoo  Veaoua, 
aikd  this  Is  the  authority  which  Bamea  haa  fid- 
lowed  in  his  collation.  Aooordingly  be  mive- 
preaenlB  almost  as  often  as  he  qootes ;  and  the 
subsequent  edttora,  relying  upon  Kus  aathority, 
hnre  spoken  of  the  manuscript  with  not  less  eon- 
fidence  than  ignorance.  The  literary  world,  how- 
erer»  has  at  length  been  gratified  with  this  cniioos 
memorial  of  the  poet,  by  the  industry  of  the  Abbe 
Spaletti,  who  published  at  Rome^  in  17^1,  a  fee- 
simile  of  those  pages  of  the  Vatican  manuscript 
which  contaiDed  the  odes  of  Anacreon.^ 

A  catalogue  has  been  given  by  Gail  of  all  the 
different  editions  and  tranalatioos  of  Anacreon. 
Finding  their  number  to  be  much  greater  than  1 
could  possibly  hare  had  on  opportuuity  of  consult- 
ing, I  shall  here  content  myself  with  enumerating 
only  those  editions  and  venioDS  wbich  it  has  been 
in  my  power  to  collect ;  and  which,  though  very 
few,  are,  I  believe,  the  most  important 

The  edition  by  Henry  Stephen,  1554,  at  Paria 
— the  Latin  Tcrsion  is  attributed  bj  Colomesius 
to  John  Dorat.9 

The  old  French  tranlaiions.  by  Ronsard  and 
Ik-lleaii  —  the  former  published  in  15S5,  the  latter 
in  1 55G.  It  appears  from  a  note  of  Muretus  upon 
one  of  the  sonnets  of  Roosard,  that  Heury  Stephen 

*  Bmusrd  comraemoratei  tliJf  ereot :  ■>» 

Jtf  viy  boire  i  Uenrle  Etlenoe 

Qut  del  enfen  Dotu  a  rendu, 

Du  rlei]  Anocrkm  perdu. 

La  doace  Ijre  Teienoe,  Ode  xt»  book  3, 

1  All  ibe  bowl  to  Stepbea'a  name, 
Wbo  rmeued  from  tbe  ffloort  of  nigbt 

Tbe  Tetan  bvd  of  TeitiTc  Came, 
And  broosbt  bit  INIok  If  re  to  UgbL 

*<  TbU  nuiQuicrlpC  wblcb  SpoJettf  %\AukA  ai  old  ««  the 
tenth  crnturj,  wai  broDght  rrani  th«  Palatine  Into  the  Vati* 
call  Ubnuy  ;  It  It  a  kind  of  antbologi'  of  Gr«vk  e-plrrami,  juuI 
In  tbe  676  Ji  pa^e  of  it  are  found  tbe  'Vimfuftii*  Imfd^M^mMm 
or  AfMUfeon. 

*  "  Le  miiDe  (M.  Vo*«lu«)  m'a  dit  qti'il  avoll  pOicM^  an 
AnKTtxm,  oH  ScjJIfer  avoit  marqu^  de  m  main.  qu'Henrl 
Rticnne  n'etoit  pas  I'auteur  de  la  irertlon  Latine  det  ode*  ds 
ce  itoete^maU  Jean  Dorat."  — Pan/la  Catamttiui,  Particm-' 
tar  tie* , 

Colompiiua,  hoveirer,  »eef»t  to  hsfe  relied  too  iinpllcitlij 
on  VoMiuii— almoat  «U  these  Paiticularilcrf  begin  ^tb 
**  M.  VomIqc  in*a  dIt.'* 
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communicated  to  thi&  poet  hii  mantiflcrlpt  of  Ana- 
creon,  before  be  promulguted  it  to  ihe  world*  > 

The  edition  by  Le  FeTrc,  1660. 

The  edition  by  ^Lidjune  Ducier,  1681,  with  a 
prose  translation.^ 

The  edition  by  Longepiene,  1684,  with  a  tmiu- 
lalloQ  in  verse. 

The  edition  by  Baxter  ;  Landon,  1695. 

A  French  translation  by  la  Fouef  1704. 

*'  L'Histoire  dcs  Odes  d'Anacreon,"  by  Ga^on  ; 
Rotterdam,  1712. 

A  translutJOQ  in  English  rerse^  by  several  handSt 
1713^  in  which  the  odes  by  Cowley  are  inserted. 

The  edition  by  Barnes;  London,  172)» 

The  edition  by  Dr.  Trapp,  1733,  with  a  Latin 
yersion  in  elegiac  metre. 

A  translation  in  English  verse,  by  John  Addison, 
1735. 

A  collection  of  Italian  tmn&lalions  of  Anacreon, 
published  at  Venice,  1736,  consisting  of  those  by 
CoTsinJi  Regnier  ^,  Salvini,  MarchcUi^  and  one  by 
•ereral  anonymous  autboi-s.^ 

A  traoslalion  in  English  Terse,  by  Fawkes  and 
Doctor  Broome,  1760.* 

Another,  anonymous,  1768. 

The  edition  by  Spaletti,  at  Rome,  ITS  I ;  with 
the  fac-similc  of  the  Vatican  MS. 

The  edition  by  Degen,  17^6,  who  published 
also  a  German  translation  of  Anacreon,  esteemed 
the  best 

A  traoshitioti  in  English  verse,  by  Urquhart, 
1787 


*  '*  tiS  fictkm  de  e«  MmQft,  oomine  Tsuteur  mdme  m*n  AlU 
Cft  pfifee  d'lme  ode  d'Anacr^n,  «DCor«  Ron  ijnprline«i  qu'U 
Adffpuli  Cradutt,  2m  ^*  ftX^  x*^-^^^'" 

*  llicauUior  of  NotiTelle»  de  U  Ub^uh.  dec  Lett.  iMttom 
oo  IhU  tnuiliUioa  much  more  praUo  than  iti  meritJ  appear 
to  Bttt  to  iuctirjr- 

'  The  note4  of  nefnltr  are  oot  inicflcNl  Id  thii  atlUlon ; 
but  tbpjr  muat  bo  inUermMng,  ai  tbey  were  for  tbe  tnoit  p«rt 
roffnmiinlcfttcid  bj  tb«  ltifl«nio4Ut  W^iufe,  who,  wo  may  per- 
c«lre.  front  ■  pMiajta  In  ibtt  M«nagfaiiA,  bwtoired  tomt  r»- 
•Mirrh  Of)  tb«  tuUO«cL  *'  C*e«t  auMl  tui  (M.  Jiifot)  qui  «*ei«| 
ikMUtd  tfl  p«iM  de  (^on^^rcr  dei  nuDuicrlt*  eo  lulic  ilao*  ■«• 
Uma  i|uo  J«  iravallloU  tur  ,%iiacreofi."'— Jtffiu^tdiM,  ■etoDdo 
fiartia. 

4  I  fluft  tn  Hajm'f  NoUalad«*  Libd  nrl,  V«nlc«,  mo*  aa 
lulkn  tni»%l«tloa  bf  Capp<HM,  aMaCloDed. 

*  TbiA  !•  UM  mtA  eesiplsto  ofthm  Bag  fUh  tra&iUtltmi. 


*  Thl*  mlv  U  ibe  llr«t  of  lb«  *eiim  la  tbt  Vatican  maaa- 
•cripc,  which  attHbutAt  U  io  no  oUnir  pa«t  iban  Aaaercoct 
Thif  who  aai«fft  chat  tha  matinMrliit  Itaimlitt  It  to  HaaUlui, 
lave  biMi  atliliid  taf  tbe  vofda  T**  m*rm  itftanA^JAw  In  lb* 
OMfCbi,  wblcii  are  marely  Intended  a«  a  tllla  U>  tb«  follow  Ina 
od«.  Wbirthvr  It  b«  (bo  pmducilim  of  AaaeTvoii  or  iio4.  It 
b««  «J1  lb#  r««t(jroi  of  ancUn*  •(m|^lkrltjr»  aod  la  a  beautiful 
laltatliJii  «l  tbe  poat*i  Wa|iplMt  anaoiier, 

r  Mj^arkM  la  Mr  *w  #/». 
Tirana  lAtf  mM  qf  aqff  ^M/rr.]    "  llow  could  h«  boow 


The  edition  by  Gail,  at  Parift   1799,  with 
prose  translation. 
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ODE  L 


I  9AW  the  smiling  bard  of  pleasure^ 
The  minstrel  of  the  Teian  measure  ; 
*T  was  in  a  vi&iou  of  tlie  night. 
He  beamed  upon  my  wondering  sighL 
I  heard  his  voice,  and  warmly  preat 
Thu  dear  enthusiast  to  my  breast 
His  trt?&ses  wore  a  silvery  dye, 
But  l>eauty  sparkled  in  his  eyej 
Sparkled  in  bis  eyes  of  fire, 
Through  the  mist  of  soft  desire.  7 
Hii  lip  exhaled,  whene'er  he  stgh^'d. 
The  fh&grance  of  the  rucy  tide; 
And,  as  with  weak  and  reeling  feet 
He  came  my  cordial  kiss  to  meet. 
An  infant,  of  the  Cyprian  band, 
Guided  him  on  with  tender  hand* 
Quick  from  his  glowing  bruwb  he  drew 
His  braid,  of  many  a  wanton  hue ; 
I  look  the  wreath,  whose  inmost  twine 
Breatb'd  of  him  and  blusb'd  with  wine.  * 


at  tbe  ftnt  look  (laji  llAittor)  tb«t  lb*"  poH  »a*  ptXimnt" 
There  are  •urelf  raanf  te]]-ta)«  at  lbf»  prupennHj^;  aod  tbe 
kAU^wiof  are  tbe  Indicet,  wbkb  tbe  phjrafafftiomlat  fivoa, 
deierlbinf  a  dlfpoilUoo  perbapi  act  unlike  ihat  of  Amoewi  i 

OfiaA^il  «Jlv{i/44»M,  m»fMtt99rU 

Uf^mikim*  ««-r^pTW  mm  it  miittm,  iwn 

fmttkwit,  tvtt  mu^ivf^.  —  AdatnantruM,    "  Tbe  eye*  that  are 

humkl  and  durtuatltig  tbow  a  pmpcnaltj  to  pleaeure  aad 

low  {  iHrjr  bea|M>a]i;  too  a  alod  of  Integrity  and  bfoeleaaGirt 

a  fcnermJej  of  dL»poeltkNi,  sad  a  Kcnlut  for  poeCry." 

Bapciaia  Porta  l«na  as  iOaie  itraafv  OftiidoDa  oT  tbe  an- 
cient fliytlofBORtiata  on  this  eablpctp  fbeir  raaioaa  ftir  whkb 
were  earloua,  amd  perbapt  not  altofatber  fkneinil.  VMe 
Pbjrtlofno«n.  Jobon.  BAptUt.  Porte. 

*  ik»Jk  tA^  wTtath,  u'hotf  tnmoii  itwMe 

Brftith'tt  ttf  htm*  4<^0  Pbllottratut  baa  tbe  Mine  tboufbt 
In  one  of  hi*  t^mrtMm.^  where  be  *\ic»kt  of  tbe  gairland  wbkb 
be  had  «ent  to  hU  miitre**.  E<  U  fimku  n  piAm  x,»fi»*^* 
TB  Ktv^mtm  e«Tfei#*4«»t  #H>«irv  9nmn  ^m  f^mm  aAX*  aAi 
r*v.  "If  tboo  art  loelltted  to  fratUy  thj  lover,  aeMi  bin 
baek  ibe  r«m»lt»  of  tbe  garland,  no  toufwbreatbloff  of  i^tet 
tMiljr,  but  of  thee  I  "  Whkb  |irvtt|  cooceit  U  borruWMl  (aa 
tbe  author  of  the  ObaerTvr  remarlu}  la  a  weU-knoeo  UtU* 
•ong  of  Ben  JoDBon'i  t  — 

"  But  thoM  th«rMii  dUUt  only  brMttie 
And  aunt  It  back  to  me  } 
Ulnoe  wben  It  looki  and  imallt,  I 
NotQrttwir,buitbeer 
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I  hung  it  o'er  my  thongfatless  brow 
And  ah  !  I  feel  its  magic  now :  • 
I  feel  that  eTen  his  garland's  touch 
Can  make  the  boeom  love  too  much. 


ODE  II. 


Give  me  the  harp  of  epic  song. 
Which  Uomer*8  finger  thriU'd  along ; 
But  tear  away  the  sanguine  string, 
For  war  is  not  the  theme  I  sing. 
Proclaim  the  hiws  of  festal  rite,« 
I*m  monarch  of  the  board  to>night ; 
And  all  around  shall  brim  as  high. 
And  quaff  the  tide  as  deep  as  I. 
And  when  the  cluster*s  mellowing  dews 
Their  warm  enchanting  balm  infuse, 
Our  feet  shall  catch  th*  elastic  bound. 
And  reel  us  through  the  dance's  round. 
Great  Bacchus !  we  shall  sing  to  thee, 
In  wild  but  sweet  ebriety; 
Flashing  around  such  sparks  of  thought, 
As  Bacchus  could  alone  have  taught. 

Then,  give  the  harp  of  epic  song, 
TMiich  IIomer*s  finger  thriU'd  along ; 
But  tear  away  the  sanguine  string, 
For  war  is  not  the  theme  I  smg. 


ODE  III.3 
Listen  to  the  Muse's  lyre, 
Master  of  the  pencil's  fire ! 
Sketched  in  painting's  bold  display, 
Many  a  city  first  portray  ; 


1  Jmdak!  l/tel  itstitagienoir:]  This  idea,  a*  Longepierre 
mnarks.  occuri  in  an  epigram  of  the  cevcnth  book  or  the 
Antbologia. 

E|*Tt  fttt  wnmn  0Vf%rTet*v^»  X»^iKka0 

While  I  nncooKioos  quaff'd  my  wine, 

Twas  then  thj  Ihigen  ilily  stole 
Upm  mj  brow  that  wreath  of  thine. 

Which  fince  has  madden'd  all  my  soul. 

*  FrodafmtiiflatPsqffnial  rite.}  The  ancients  prescribed 
certam  laws  of  drinking  at  their  festiTals,  for  an  account  of 
which  see  the  coraroeDtators.  Anacreon  here  acts  the  sym- 
poAiaixh,  or  master  of  the  festiTal.  I  have  translated  accord- 
ing to  those  who  consider  tnmiXXm  J^irfuvr  as  an  inversion  of 
!Hfftsyf  utrwtXXm. 

*  I^  Foase  haa  thoaght  proper  to  lengthen  this  poem  by 


Many  a  city,  revelling  free. 
Full  of  loose  festivity. 
Picture  then  a.  rosy  train, 
Bacchants  straying  o'er  the  plain  ; 
Piping,  as  they  roam  along. 
Roundelay  or  shepherd-song. 
Paint  me  next,  if  painting  may 
Such  a  theme  as  this  portray. 
All  the  earthly  heaven  of  love 
These  delighted  mortals  prove. 


VcixjanI  hear  your  glorious  task; 

I  do  not  from  your  labours  ask 

In  gorgeous  panoply  to  shine. 

For  war  was  ne'er  a  sport  of  mine. 

No  —  let  me  have  a  silver  bowl, 

Where  I  may  cradle  all  my  soul ; 

Rut  mind  that,  o'er  its  simple  frame 

No  mimic  constellations  flame  ; 

Nor  grave  upon  the  swelling  side, 

Orion,  scowling  o'er  the  tide. 

I  care  not  for  the  glitt'ring  wain. 

Nor  yet  the  weeping  sister  train. 

But  let  the  vine  luxuriant  roll 

Its  blushing  tendrils  round  the  bowl. 

While  many  a  rose-lipp'd  bacchant  maid* 

Is  culling  clusters  in  their  shade. 

I/;t  sylvan  gods,  in  antic  shapes. 

Wildly  press  the  gushing  grapes. 

And  flights  of  Loves,  in  wanton  play, 

Wing  through  the  air  their  winding  way; 

While  Venus  from  her  harbour  green, 

Looks  laughing  at  the  joyous  scene, 

And  young  Lyocus  by  her  side 

Sits,  worthy  of  so  bright  a  bride. 


considerabl'S  interpolations  of  his  own,  which  he  thinks  are 
indispensably  necessary  to  the  cnmplotion  of  the  descripiiun. 
<  This  ode,  Aulus  Gelliiis  tells  u»,  was  jHTformed  at  an  en- 
tertainment where  he  was  present. 

*  ff'hiir  many  a  rosf-lt'pp'd  bacchant  maftl,  ^c."]  I  have 
availed  myself  here  of  the  additional  lines  given  in  thf^ 
Vatican  manuscript,  which  have  not  been  accurately  inserteti 
in  any  of  the  ordinary  editions  :  — 

Tltttiftv  afAxtXtve  uM 

K«<  ^«T^b«f  Kttr    ItVTtt 

n«ifi  3l  Xr,vn  itovt 
AtifcCaT«<  )r«T*t/»r«(, 
T*u(0-  mrv^tvf  ytXanritf, 
Km  xV^^s  rovf  t^ttrmf, 
K«4  Kv6i^t  ytXmrmv, 
'OfAW  k»X«/  \vm,ntt 
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SGtn.proA,  wotildst  thou  glad  my  soul. 

Grave  for  mc  an  ample  htrnU 

Worthy  to  shine  in  hull  or  bower. 

When  spring-tTinc  brings  the  revcllcr'i  hour. 

Grave  il  with  themes  of  eho&te  design, 

Fit  for  11  niuiple  Iward  like  mine. 

Display  not  there  the  barbarous  rites 

In  which  miigious  zeal  dcligbt« ; 

Nor  any  lalo  of  tragic  fate 

Which  History  shudders  to  relate. 

No — cull  thy  fancies  from  above. 

Themes  of  heav'n  and  themes  of  love 

Let  Bacchus,  Jove's  ambrosial  boy, 

Distil  the  gTiip<j  in  drops  of  joy, 

And  while  he  smile*  at  every  tear^ 

Let  warm-cy'd  Venu*,  dancing  ncaTj 

With  spirits  of  the  genial  bed. 

The  dewy  herbage  deftly  tread. 

Let  Love  be  thert%  without  his  aruis^. 

In  timid  nakedness  of  chunu^j 

And  all  the  Graces,  link'd  with  L^jve, 

Stray,  Inugliing,  through  the  shudowy  grove  ■, 

»  D^efcn  Ihlnkt  tbtt  UiU  <wJe  ti  tmore  modrm  liiiUntbn  of 
llw  pnccding.  There  Is  »  poeo]  bj  CfftUii  CAlca||nli}u&.  In 
th9  Bianiun' of  batb,  whero  he  give*  InttructiiMU  About  the 
iRilUnf  of  m  Hiif . 

Tamalilt  annul  um  mfhl 

£t  (kbrc,  ci  apte,  ct  commodet  &c.  Jkc 

*  Let  Lmtt  he tkere^  vttiAotn  kii  arm§,  |t.]  Tbu«  Smtiiuuuro 
In  the  edugue  ol  Giltido  aell'  Are«il«  t  — 

Vegnan  U  ta^bl  Amorl 
Senaa  flamroeUa;  6  itraJl. 
6cheraaj>do  tnilaiD*  parfolaCtl  •  audi. 

flnllsriiit  on  the  Inaj  irliif . 

A  tr^in  of  nakid  Cupf«la  came, 
Spofttnc  Arotittd  In  harm  lea*  ring, 

Without  a  dart,  without  ■  flame. 

And  tbuf  in  the  Penrlgllium  Venerlai  — 

Itm  D;vi>^«t  pcMult  anna,  ferlatiiii  «•!  amor. 

Love  li  dlaaormM  —  je  njrmphat  tn  lafetjr  atraj, 
Y<Hir  twaoQit  now  maf  boaAt  a  holkUj  ! 

*  Jhtf  «A  f  iftkfrt  dfmlh  taft, 

i  irtm^ifot  tkt  rMv  ko§$,\  An  Alhulon  to  the  fable,  thai 
Apatio  bad  kUled  Ida  lwlee«d  bof  Kfaclnlli.  white  |>lay1ng 
vttb  btm  at  4]uolta.  *'  T1»U  (aafi  M.  ta  l*^oM>e)  M  ai»ur«d]j 
lb«  M<ii»e  t4  the  lexL.  and  M  cantiol  mlmii  nf  tmy  oihrr." 

Hie  llallan  tnuiii  '    themtelTCt  the  trmihlfof  a 

mfm,  bats  talMD  i  :  malifng  Aiiacr«iiin  hlnaelf 

axplala  Ihb  GOito,     i  i.  tb«liiOit  Utoral  of  aojr  of 

Ma  coo  lor  non  gluocht  Apollo } 
Ch«  In  tifv  f  IMO 

A  Claelatto  laccft  1)  flollo* 

*  Tlili  beaotlftd  lctlati.irbkHUi»«o«niiiMllattnf»  liairpaitrf<^ 
b«i(fid  to  Jitllao,  a  fttfal  poet,  tba  V«i1«ib  119.  pruoouneva  to 


l^Tiile  rosy  boys  disporting  round. 
In  circlets  trip  the  velvet  ground. 
fiat  ah  !  if  there  Apollo  toyt, 
I  tzemble  for  the  rosy  boys.^ 


ODE  Vl.< 


Afl  late  I  sought  the  spangled  bowers, 
To  cull  a  wreath  of  nmtin  tiowerar 
Where  many  an  early  njse  was  weeptog, 
1  found  the  urchin  Cupid  sleeping.* 
I  caught  the  boy^  a  goblet's  tide 
Was  richly  mantling  by  my  side, 
I  caught  him  by  his  downy  wing. 
And  whelm'd  him  in  the  racy  spring. 
Th«:ii  drank  I  down  the  poisun'd  bowl. 
And  Love  now  nestles  in  my  soul. 
Oh  yei,  my  »oul  is  Cupid's  nc*t, 
1  feel  lusL  fluttering  in  my  breast. 

be  the  jrennifie  onprlng  of  AnacraoB.    It  baa*  ladood,  all  kb* 

features  of  the  pareut :  *^ 

et  facile  iaiclla 
NoKJtftur  ab  amnnmi. 

*  IVkere  mamjf  an  ftirtif  rote  tras  werpimg^ 
IJbmttd  tkt  urcMin  Cmpid  tittpmg,}    Tbli  Mea  (a  prrlUIy 
imitated  In  the  foUowtng  eplffram  by  Andreaa  Kauire^ua ;  — 
Florentei  dam  foita  vagaai  inoa  U/ella  par  iKHtoa 

Texlt  odorati*  Iflia  caoa  mala. 
Bote  roia«  Inter  latttagileiii  in  remit  AmoraB 

Et  ilmul  annenii  florlLrut  tmplkuit. 
LurLnlur  primo,  et  cuntra  nlteDUtHii  alU 

tuilonaitui  tcDtat  lolrcre  vlDcla  [>uer  : 
Mi»x  ubl  Uctcolai  et  dlgnac  matro  furlHaa 

Vtdit  c-t  ora  IptoA  nata  movore  EhMM, 
im|KrftUotque  coins  ambrorioa  at  MntU  odofM 

Quutqm*  legit  dftl  iD>Mae  tiaatiM  Arabs ; 
"  1  (dixit)  mea,  quve  ncmim  UbU  mUmt,  ABOfMH, 

Impcrlo  icdes  bBC  oflt  apta  meo.'* 

A*  fair  Iljella,  tbnmgli  tbe  blocnaj  grove, 
A  wreath  of  nuar  talBgled  Aow^reu  wove, 
Within  a  roM  a  aleeptag  Lova  ^bt  Ibiuul, 
And  Id  tho  iwbted  wreaths  the  baby  bouoA. 
Awhile  he  »tni£sled.  nad  impatient  tried 
To  brrak  the  roAjr  botida  the  rlrgla  tied  % 
Bui  wbca  he  mw  her  boton't  radiant  twell, 
Uer  r^atures.  wbere  tbe  eye  ol  iove  uLght  d^ell ; 
And  caught  (h*  anHbrotlal  odourf  of  bar  hair, 
Kich  aa  (be  breatblngt  nf  Arabtan  air; 
••  <lh  I  mother  V«ni»,"'  (uld  the  raptur'd  cbiM* 
Bf  charmi,  uf  aiore  than  mortal  hloooi,  tteg ud'd.) 
**Co,  Mvk  «H*>lh<T  bojf,  thnu'tt  loM  tbUie  own, 
*■  Bx«IJi*i  arnii  iball  now  lie  CupUt't  throne  t  '* 

ThU  epigram  of  Kaiifcirlua  la  ImUated  bf  l.«tfoeko  P«ie* 

In  a  |M>e(fi,  brgltmlnf 

Meiitre  raccegtle  bar  uno,  hor  altro  Aoee 
Victna  a  un  rto  dl  cbtare  ei  lucid'  onde, 
Lldla,Ae.Ao. 
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ODE  VII.t 

Ths  women  tell  me  ereiy  daj 

That  all  my  bloom  has  past  awaj. 

"  Behold,**  the  pretty  wantoos  cry, 

**  Behold  this  mirror  with  a  sigh ; 

The  locks  upon  thy  brow  are  few. 

And,  like  the  rest,  they*re  withering  too!" 

Whether  decline  has  thinn*d  my  hair, 

Fm  sore  I  neither  know  nor  care ;  > 

Bat  this  I  know,  and  this  I  feel. 

As  onward  to  the  tomb  I  steal. 

That  still  as  death  approaches  nearer. 

The  joys  of  life  are  sweeter,  dearer;  ^ 

And  had  I  but  an  hour  to  Htc, 

That  little  hoar  to  bliss  Fd  gire. 


ODB  V!!I.« 
I  CARE  not  for  the  idle  state 
Of  Persia's  king  *,  the  rich,  the  great : 
I  envy  not  the  monarch's  throne, 
Nor  wish  the  treasured  gold  my  own. 

1  jUberti  has  ixniUtod  this  ode  in  a  poem,  beginning 
Kisa  mi  dice  e  Oori 
Tiral,  ta  M*  par  veglio. 
s  Whether  4eH»me  hst  thhm*d  aiy  hair, 
Tm  tmre  I  neither  kmow  nor  care  ;]    Henr/  Stephen  very 
lastly  remarks  the  elegant  negligence  of  expression  in  tlie 
onglul  Ikere  z 

£>«  )t  rm$  M0UMt  fu»t 
E*v  tten,  ur*  mmnXtm, 

And  Loogrpierre  has  adduced  frooi  Catullus,  wliat  he  thinlu 
a  similar  instance  of  this  sini^icity  of  manner  :  — 

Ipae  qnis  sit,  ntnun  idt,  an  non  sit,  id  quoque  netdt 
LoBgepierre  vas  a  good  critie ;  hot  perhaps  the  line  which 
he  has  selected  is  a  specimen  of  a  cardesiness  not  very  oom- 
amdable.  At  the  same  time  I  ooofess,  that  none  of  the 
Latin  poets  hare  erer  appeared  to  me  so  capable  of  imitating 
the  graces  of  Anaereon  as  Catullus,  if  he  had  not  allowed  a 
deprsTcd  iaaagination  to  hurry  him  so  often  into  mere  rulgar 


'  Thst  mil  OM  demlh  appromdiet  nearer^ 
The JogB  qf  life  are tweeter^dearer  i"^    Pontanos  has  a  rery 
deUcate  thooglit  npoo  the  subject  of  old  age : 

Qoid  rides,  Matrona  ?  senem  quid  temnis  amantem  ? 
Quisqais  amat  nuIlA  est  conditione  senex. 
Why  do  you  scorn  my  want  of  youth. 
And  with  a  smile  my  brow  behold  ? 
Lady  dear  I  believe  this  truth. 
That  be  who  lores  cannot  be  old. 
<**  The  German  poet  Lesshig  has  imitated  this  ode.  VoLi. 
p.M."    Degen.    Gail  de  Editionibus. 

Baxter  conjectures  that  this  was  written  upon  the  occasion 
of  oar  poet's  returning  tlie  money  to  Polycratet,  according  to 
the  anecdote  in  Stobseus. 
»  ieare  notjbr  the  UU  tIaU 

QfPertia'9  Ung,  ^.]  "  There  is  a  fh«ment  of  Archi- 
lodms  in  Plutarch, '  Da  tranquillitate  anhni,*  which  oar  poet 
hae  very  cloaely  imitated  bare ;  it  begins. 


Bat  oh !  be  mine  the  rosy  wreath, 

Ite  freshness  o'er  my  brow  to  breathe ; 

Be  mine  the  rich  perfomes  that  flow. 

To  cool  and  scent  my  locks  of  snow.' 

To-day  Fll  haste  to  quaff  my  wine. 

As  if  to-morrow  ne'er  woald  shine ; 

Bat  if  to-morrow  comes,  why  then  — 

Fll  haste  to  quaff  my  wine  again. 

And  thus  while  all  our  days  are  bright. 

Nor  time  has  dimm'd  their  bloomy  light. 

Let  us  the  festal  hours  beguile 

With  mantling  cup  and  cordial  smile ; 

And  shed  from  each  new  bowl  of  wine 

The  richest  drop  on  Bacchus'  shrine. 

For  Death  may  come,  with  brow  unpleasant. 

May  come,  when  least  we  wish  him  present. 

And  beckon  to  the  sable  shore. 

And  grimly  bid  us—  drink  no  more ! 


ODE  IX. 
I  PRAT  thee,  by  the  gods  above,  ? 
GiTc  me  the  mighty  bowl  I  love. 


Ov  ftm  rm  Fvyta  rm  nkmxf^^nt  fuku.* 
In  one  of  the  monkish  imitators  of  Anaereon  we  tod  the  same 
thought :  — 

T»XV  IfMIt  l<«TW, 

Tt  rt  3iAu<  y\9%e%t ; 
(iHAuf  Vvyuft  rm  mms  vm  ; 
.•  Be  mine  the  rich  pei/itmet  thaljlov. 
To  cool  and  $emi  atf  lock*  qf  $nuu>.}     In  the  original,  ftm- 
fM#t  s«raCf«xu»  v«ii»^y.    On  account  of  this  idea  of  perfuming 
the  beard,  Cornelius  de  Pauw  pronouncrs  thr  whole  ode  to 
be  the  spurious  production  of  some  laMririou*  monk.  •  ho  was 
nursing  hi*  beard  with  unguenU.   But  he  thotild  have  known, 
that  this  was  an  ancient  eastern  custom,  which,  if  we  may 
believe  Savary,  still  exists:  **  Vous  voyex.  Monsieur  (says 
this  traveller),  que  I'usage  antique  de  se  parAraier  la  t^te  ct 
la  barbe  *,  cel^br^  par  le  prophHe  Roi,  subsiste  encore  de  nos 
jours."    Lettre  12.    Savary  likewise  cites  this  very  ode  of 
Anaereon.    Angerianus  has  not  thought  the  idea  inconsistent, 
having  introduced  it  in  the  following  lines : 

Hjk  mihi  cura,  rosis  et  dngere  teropora  myrto, 

Et  curas  multo  delapidare  mero. 
Hcc  mihi  cura,  comas  et  bartiam  tingere  succo 

AMyrio  et  dulces  continuare  jooos. 
This  be  my  care,  to  wreathe  my  brow  with  flowers. 

To  drench  my  sorrows  in  the  ample  bowl ; 
To  pour  rich  perfumes  o'er  my  beard  in  showers. 
And  give  full  loose  to  mirth  and  joy  of  soul  I 
7  The  poet  is  here  in  a  frensy  of  enjoyment,  and  it  is,  indeed, 
**  amabilis  insanla  ;  '*— 

Furor  di  poesia, 
Di  lasdvia,  e  di  vino, 
Triplicato  furore, 
Baccho,  Apollo,  et  Aroore. 

RitraUi  dti  Cavalier  Marfno. 
This  is  truly,  as  Scaliger  expresses  it, 
— -  Insanire  dulce 
Et  sapidum  furere  furorem. 

•  "  Start  mrMntwa  la  mftm  qood  dswndll  la  I 
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And  let  me  sing,  in  -wild  delight, 
"  I  will— I  will  be  mad  to-night!" 
AlcmsDon  once,  as  legends  tell. 
Was  frenzied  by  the  fiends  of  hell ; 
Orestes  too,  with  naked  tread, 
Frantic  pac*d  the  mountain-head ; 
And  why  ?  a  murdered  mother's  shade 
Haunted  them  still  where'er  they  strayed. 
But  ne'er  could  I  a  murderer  be. 
The  grape  alone  shall  bleed  by  me ; 
Yet  can  I  shout,  with  wild  delight, 
"  I  will — I  will  be  mad  to-night" 

Alcides'  self,  in  days  of  yore, 
Imbru'd  his  hands  in  youthful  gore. 
And  brandished,  with  a  maniac  joy. 
The  quiver  of  th'  expiring  boy  : 
And  AJax,  with  tremendous  shield. 
Infuriate  scour'd  the  guiltless  field. 
But  I,  whose  hands  no  weapon  ask, 
No  armour  but  this  joyous  fiask  ; 
The  trophy  of  whose  frantic  hours 
Is  but  a  scatter'd  wreath  of  flowers, 
Ev'n  I  can  sing  with  wild  delight, 
**  I  will — I  will  be  mad  to-night  1" 


01)K  X.- 


How  am  I  to  punish  thee. 
For  the  wrong  thou'st  done  to  me. 
Silly  swallow,  prating  thing  *  — 
Shall  I  clip  that  wheeling  wing  ? 
Or,  as  Tereus  did,  of  old,** 
(So  the  fabled  tale  is  told,) 
Shall  I  tear  that  tongue  away. 
Tongue  that  utter'd  such  a  lay  ? 


1  TbU  ode  is  addretsed  to  a  iwallow.  I  find  from  Degeii 
and  fkt>in  Gafrt  index,  tliat  the  Germau  poet  Weisne  hat 
ImlUtedit.  Scherz.  Lioder.  lib.  ii.  carnn.  A. ;  that  lUmlcraifo 
baa  ImttatiHl  it,  Lyr.  Dlumenlose,  lib.  ir.  p.  335. ;  and  tome 
other*.     See  Gail  de  KdltionilHit. 

We  are  here  referred  by  Degen  to  that  dull  book,  the 
Kplttlei  of  Aiciphron,  tenth  epiitlc,  third  lN>ok ;  where  lophon 
complaint  to  Rra«ton  of  being  awakened  by  the  crowing  of  a 
cock,  from  hit  vi«ion  of  riches. 

*  Siiiy  twtUiotr,  pratrng  thing,  ^-c]  The  loquacity  of  the 
•wallow  was  proTerbialifvd ;  thus  Nirostratus :  — 

El  rs  rvftx^H  nm  rtXXm  mtu  rmx^H  Xmkut 

Ekhytr'  »t  n,utn  rm^§nrrtfi  r«Xv. 

If  in  prating  ftrom  rooming  till  night 

A  sign  of  our  wisdom  there  be. 
The  swallows  are  wUer  bf  right. 

For  they  prattle  much  (aster  than  wc. 


Ah,  how  thoughtless  hast  thou  been ! 
Long  before  the  dawn  was  seen. 
When  a  dream  came  o'er  my  mind, 
Picturing  her  I  worship,  kind. 
Just  when  I  was  nearly  blest, 
Loud  thy  matins  broke  my  rest ! 


ODE  XL* 


"  Tell  me,  gentle  youth,  I  pray  thee. 
What  in  purchase  shall  I  pay  thee 
For  this  little  waxen  toy. 
Image  of  the  Paphian  boy  ?  " 
Thus  I  said,  the  other  day. 
To  a  youth  who  pass'd  my  way  : 
"  Sir,"  (he  answer'd,  and  the  while 
Answer'd  all  in  Doric  style,) 
"  Take  it,  for  a  trifle  take  it ; 
'Twas  not  I  who  dared  to  make  it ; 
No,  believe  me,  'twas  not  I ; 
Oh,  it  has  cost  me  many  a  sigh. 
And  I  can  no  longer  keep 
Little  gods,  who  murder  sleep!"* 
"  Here,  then,  here,"  (I  said  with  joy,) 
Here  is  silver  for  the  boy  : 
He  shall  be  my  bosom  guest. 
Idol  of  my  pious  breast ! " 

Now,  young  Love,  I  have  thee  mine. 
Warm  me  with  that  torch  of  thine; 
Make  me  feel  as  I  have  felt. 
Or  thy  waxen  frame  shall  melt : 
I  must  bum  with  warm  desire. 
Or  thou,  my  boy — in  yonder  fire.* 


'  Or^  as  Teretu  did,  <^oUL,  4rc.3  Modem  poetry  has  con- 
firmed the  name  of  Philomel  upon  the  nightingale ;  but  many 
respectable  authorities  among  the  ancients  assigned  this  meta- 
morphose to  Progne,  and  made  Philomel  the  swallow,  at 
Anacreon  does  here. 

<  It  is  difficult  to  presenre  with  any  grace  the  narrative  sim- 
plicity of  this  ode,  and  the  humour  of  the  turn  with  which  It 
concludes.  I  feel,  indeed,  that  the  transaction  mast  iqipear 
vapid,  if  not  ludicrous,  to  an  English  reader. 

^  And  I  can  no  longer  ktrp 

LitttfgodMf  trho  murder  tierp!]  I  have  not  literally  ren- 
dered the  epithet  «-«»r«(i«ni ;  if-it  has  any  meaning  here,  k  is 
one,  perhaps,  blotter  omitted. 

*  /  must  Intm  with  warm  dnire. 

Or  thou,  my  boy  —  in  yonder  fire."]  From  this  IxMigeplerra 
conjectures,  that,  whatever  Anacreon  might  say,  he  felt  tonle- 
times  the  inconveniences  of  old  age,  and  bereaolicita  trom  Cb« 
power  of  Love  a  warmth  which  he  coold  no  tongcr  napeet 
firom  Nature 


ODES  OF  ANACREON. 


Id 


ODE  XIL 
Thet  fell  how  Atr«,  wild  with  love, 
R<«nis  the  nionnC  and  haunk-d  grov^ej ' 
CyVle'i  name  he  howl«  around,  * 
The  glooEDy  WziAt  return*  the  »ound ! 
Oft  icKv  t>x  Clarot'  hallow 'd  spriog,  * 
TIm  TtMiarieft  of  th«  laoretl'd  king 
Quaff  iht  inspiring,  tna^c  stream. 
And  rmve  m  wjld«  prophi^tic  dream« 
Bot  ff«ix£i«d  dreams  are  not  for  me^ 
Great  Bacchm  is  my  deity ! 
Full  of  math,  and  Ml  of  him, 
Wktle  floatiiig  odonn  round  me  twim,  * 
While  mantling  bowls  are  full  supplied, 
And  yoo  sit  blushing  by  my  side, 
1  w  ni  be  mad  and  raving  too  — 
^tad,  iDv  girl,  with  love  for  you  I 


I  WTIJ^  I  will,  the  ci>nfljet*s  past, 
And  111  ccnaent  to  love  at  hist. 


i  flMy  tMMm^  Jty$,  trild  with  kuve, 

Uamm  §ke  mommi  4md  kawUed  grave ,-]     Thcr«  arc  minf 
•tof1c«  or  the  I«jir»t  of  Cybol*  and  Alyi*    It  h 
I  tftof  h*  wo  miitllsted,  but  wh<rUi«r  by  hit  uwji  fury, 
m  CyMv>  iimkmwft  k  a  point  upon  whidli  autliort  are  not 


*  <Viqyii  mame  ke  kovlt  mrommd^  ^.}  I  bat's  here  adopted 
tft*  iKwaiiillnii  vbldi  Blai  Andreai  gilve*  lo  Cybclr  :  — 

In  rooQtlbafl  Cjrbdlen 
M afoo  tonaiia  boato. 

>  <Kliw,  l|r  Qmfwr  kmao»*d*primg,  frO  TbU  fmintaln  wai 
te  afiwf<«,eoiiMcnt«d  to  ApoUo.  and  tittuilotl  betwron  Cohv 
la  liMila.    The  fod  htu.i  an  ornclo  thtr^t. 
lo  It  Id  Ilia  AtiacTMincica : 

icnd  Dt  eoodtui  <c«lro, 
Veftati  qui  Clarlai  aqoiu 
Ebibpre  lo^uaccA, 
Qao  plua  canunt,  plura  rulunt. 


un,  4rcO  Spnietil  hai  qiiit«  miatakrn  the 
tm^m%  itimt^gt0^f*  a*  api^Uad  to  the  |»«t'a  miJtr(»4«  —  "  Met 
IMpillia  aokli;"  — thru  intvr|>rcting  it  In  a  ■cni«  nrhldi 
anil  waal  «ilto«r  deUcary  or  gailar«try  ;  If  not.  perhat>t,  both. 

i  »oak  to  mrmt,  umManmUd^  Im  ;]    Longepicrrc  hai  Iwre 

lami  «B  «|riffraiB  (Voro  thu  AnthtAogia.,  l"  which  the  poeL 

Bi  tbr  armour  again*!  Lore. 

Wltb  RflWoo  I  eoTcr  mf  bfraat  ai  a  ihteld, 
:mtle  l^me  in  tbe  field; 
kiii  (odthlp,  I'll  n«'flr  be  diimay'd ; 
If  BaidiM*  tbouUl  rvcr  advance  to  liU  aid. 


Cupid  has  long,  with  smiling  art. 

Invited  me  to  yield  my  heart ; 

And  I  have  thought  that  pcoee  of  mind 

Should  Dot  be  for  a  smile  resigned  : 

And  *o  repeird  the  tender  lure. 

And  hopVJ  my  heart  would  sleep  secure. 

But,  slighted  in  his  boasted  charms, 
The  angry  infant  flew  to  arms  ; 
He  (ilung  hiii  quiver*a  golden  frame, 
He  took  his  bow,  his  shoils  of  6ame, 
And  proudly  6ummon*d  me  to  yield. 
Or  meet  him  ou  the  martial  field. 
And  what  did  I  unthinking  do  ? 
I  took  to  arms,  undaunted,  too  ;^ 
Assumed  the  corslet,  shield,  and  spear. 
And,  like  Pelides,  smil'd  at  fear. 
Then  (hejir  it,  all  ye  powers  above  J) 
I  fought  with  Love  E  I  fought  with  Love  E 
And  now  his  arrows  ali  were  shed. 
And  I  had  just  in  terror  fled  — 
When,  heaving  an  indignant  sigh, 
To  see  mc  thus  unwoandfd  fly. 
And,  having  now  no  other  dart, 
He  shot  himself  mto  my  heart  I  * 


Alai  t  (iiea,  uuable  to  combat  the  two, 
Uofortuniite  warrior,  what  should  I  do? 

ThJf  Idi^a  or  till?  Irrttthtihllltj  of  Cupid  ami  Bacchui  unltfd, 
it  d^llcNtdjr  expre9i«d  In  an  italian  poffn»  whi^h  U  bo  trulf 
Anacreontic,  that  ill  introduction  here  ma)  lie  pArdoned.  It 
la  an  Imilation^  iiide<^,  otour  poct'i  tixth  'odn. 

L«Toui  Atnore  iln  quul  ricino  flume 

Ovr  giuro  (FiUtor)  clie  iteTead'  lo 

Be¥ci  k  fljifnme,  ansl  i'ittctio  Uio, 

Ch'or  con  I'humEde  piume 

LatrlTiftto  mi  schi^rsii  ai  cor  intomo. 

Ma  che  larel  >'io  lo  t>0Tet&i  un  gioriio, 

Bacco,  nei  tuo  Mquore  ? 

Sarei,  pju  ciie  non  aano  ebro  d'Amore. 

The  iircbtn  oribe  bow  and  quiver 

Wai  Ikiithln^  in  a  nefghbourinf  rlTor. 

Where,  na  T  dronlt  on  ^Mter^eTe, 

(Shcpherd-jQutii,  the  tafe  lie]Iev*',> 

'Twai  not  a  cooiing,  crjrttal  draugiit, 

*Twat  liquid  Hamer  I  madly  qualT'd  i 

For  Love  was  In  tlio  rippling  tide, 

T  felt  hirn  to  roy  ttofom  giidi? ;. 

And  now  the  wily,  wanton  tninlon 

rUjFi  round  my  iieart  willi  rfttlctji  ]4ninn. 

A  day  it  wa*  of  fatal  «tar. 

But  ah,  'twere  eren  more  fqtai  far, 

If,  Bacciiuiii,  in  Ihy  cup  of  Are, 

]  found  thia  nuLt'rlntir<  young  desire; 

Then,  thrn  indeed  my  loul  would  prove, 

Ev'n  more  than  ever,  drunk  with  lore  1 

*  Andt  having  nouf  no  other  tfart, 

Nr  thol  him$t'if  into  tny  heart  t  ]  Dry  den  hat  parodied  thi* 
thought  in  the  followUig  extrava^iint  Unci; — 

=  I'm  hU  a'er  Lore  \ 

Nity,  i  am  Love,  ILove  shot,  and  iliot  to  Cnit, 
tie  »hot  Itimi4?lf  (nlo  my  breait  at  lost. 


J 
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My  heart — alas  the  luckless  day! 
Received  the  god,  and  died  away. 
Farewell,  farewell,  my  faithless  shield ! 
Thj  lord  at  length  is  forc'd  to  yield. 
Vain,  Tain,  is  every  oatward  care. 
The  foe's  within,  and  triumphs  there. 


ODE  XIV.. 

Count  me,  on  the  summer  trees, 
Eyery  leaf  that  courts  the  breeze  ;  ^ 
Count  me,  on  the  foamy  deep. 
Every  wave  that  sinks  to  sleep  ; 
Then,  when  you  have  number*d  these 
Billowy  tides  and  leafy  trees, 

>  The  poet,  in  this  catalogue  of  hU  mictreuet,  mean*  nothing 
more  than,  by  a  livelj  hyperbole,  to  Inform  ut,  that  hU  heart, 
unfettered  by  any  one  object,  was  warm  with  devotion  towards 
the  sex  in  general  Cowley  is  Indebted  to  this,  ode  for  the 
bint  of  his  ballad,  called  **  The  Chronicle ;  *'  and  the  learned 
Menage  has  imitated  it  in  a  Greek  Anacreontic,  which  has  so 
much  ease  and  spirit,  that  the  reader  may  not  be  displeased  at 
seeing  it  here :  — 

nP02  BIQNA. 
Et  mXnm  rm  ^vXXm^ 

E4  witmrts  «r«f  •  varrs, 
Um^mMTimtt  ts  ^m/*fAmft, 

Atrmt  Btm,  «f*9/Mif , 
K«i  rtuf  %fimn  t^mrm4 

K«(«i»,  yvtmttMf  Xm^w, 

Aiumv  rt  tuu  MiA^mmm , 

NiKi|i)«f  rt  rcrwr 

'O  0H  ^$Kh  ^knwt. 

Avrvf  vMft  E{«rw*, 
Ai#v*(v«»  Af(«iin|f, 

Au  AM>tif  ^XK^m 

Tell  the  foliage  of  the  woods. 
Tell  the  billows  of  the  Hoods, 
Number  midnight's  starry  store. 
And  the  sands  that  crowd  the  shore. 
Then,  my  Bion,  thou  mayst  count 
Of  my  loves  the  vast  amount. 
I've  been  loving,  all  my  days. 
Many  nymphs,  in  many  ways ; 
Virgin,  widow,  maid,  and  wife— > 
Tve  been  doting  all  my  life. 
Kaiads,  Nereids,  nymphs  of  fountains, 
Goddesses  of  groves  and  mountains. 
Fair  and  sable,  great  and  small. 
Yes,  I  swear  I've  lov'd  them  all  I 
Soon  was  every  passion  over, 
I  was  but  the  moment's  lover ; 


Count  me  all  the  flames  I  prove. 
All  the  gentle  nymphs  I  love. 
First,  of  pure  Athenian  maids 
Sporting  in  their  olive  shades. 
You  may  reckon  just  a  score. 
Nay,  111  grant  you  fifteen  more. 
In  the  fam*d  Corinthian  grove. 
Where  such  countless  wantons  rove,' 
Chains  of  beauties  may  be  found. 
Chains,  by  which  my  heart  is  bound ; 
There,  indeed,  are  nymphs  divine. 
Dangerous  to  a  soul  like  mine.  ^ 
Many  bloom  in  Lesbos'  isle ; 
Many  in  Ionia  smile  ; 
Rhodes  a  pretty  swarm  can  boast ; 
Caria  too  contains  a  host. 
Sum  them  all — of  brown  and  fair 
You  may  count  two  thousand  there. 

Oh  1  I'm  such  a  roving  elf. 
That  the  Qu^n  of  love  herself. 
Though  she  practis'd  all  her  wiles. 
Rosy  blushes,  wreathed  smiles, 
AU  her  beauty's  proud  endeavour 
Could  not  chain  my  heart  for  ever. 

*  CotaU  me,  on  the  tummer  tree$^ 

Every  let^f,  ^c]  lliis  figure  Is  called,  by  rhf  torlcians,  Uie 
Impossible  («^M«r9ii),  and  is  very  fk'equently  made  um*  of  in 
poetry.  The  amatory  writers  have  exhausted  a  world  of 
imagery  by  it,  to  express  the  infinite  number  of  kistea  which 
they  require  from  the  ilps  of  their  mistresses :  In  this  Catullus 
led  the  way. 

—  Quam  sldera  multa,  cum  tacet  nox, 

Furtivos  homlnum  vidcut  amores ; 

Tam  te  basis  multa  baslare 

Vesano  satis,  et  super,  Catullo  est : 

Quse  nee  pemumerare  curlosi 

Possint,  nee  mala  fasdnare  lingua.  Carm.  7. 

As  many  stellar  eyes  of  light. 

As  through  the  silent  waste  of  night, 

Gasing  upon  this  world  of  shade. 

Witness  some  secret  youth  and  maid. 

Who  fair  as  thou,  and  fond  as  I, 

In  stolen  joys  enamour'd  lie,  — 

So  many  liisses,  ere  I  slumber. 

Upon  those  dew-bright  lips  1*11  number ; 

So  many  kisses  we  shall  count. 

Envy  can  never  tell  the*  amount. 

No  tongue  shall  blab  the  sum,  but  mine ; 

No  lips  shall  fascinate,  but  thine  I 

*  /it  thefam'd  Corinthian  gropr. 

Where  tuch  conntleu  wantons  rove,  l^.}  Corinth  was  very 
famous  for  the  beauty  and  number  of  Its  rourtetans.  Venus 
was  the  deity  prinripally  worshipped  by  the  people,  and  their 
constant  prayer  was,  tliat  the  gods  should  iitcrease  the  number 
of  her  worshippers.  We  may  perceive  from  the  appllcaiiaa 
of  the  verb  ma^itBsmZut,  in  Ari*tophanes,  that  the  liOMririty  of 
the  Corinthians  had  become  proverbial. 

^  There,  indeed,  are  njfmph$  divine^ 

Dangerovt  to  a  $oul  like  mine / ]  "  With  Justice  hat  the  po«t 
attributed  beauty  to  the  women  of  Greece."  —  Degem. 

M.  de  Pauw,  the  author  of  Dissertations  opoo  tbo  Gretkt, 
is  of  a  diflVrent  opinion  ;  he  thinks,  that  by  a  caprkJoua  par- 
tiality of  nature,  the  other  sex  bad  all  the  beauty ;  and  by  this 
suppoeiUon  endeavours  to  account  for  a  veiy  ■iafiilai'  itfnw 
atloa  of  inatlocC  among  that  peopto. 
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Wliat,  yon  iiare  ?  I  pi»y  y«i,  peace  J 

VentiB,  for  a  hymn  of  love. 

Hot*  rU  find  before  I  cease. 

Warbled  in  her  votive  grove.'* 

Bare  I  told  joa  mil  m  j  fl«mei, 

(Twas  in  sooth  a  gentle  lay,) 

'Mong  the  unoroos  Syrian  damet  ? 

Gave  me  to  the  bard  away. 

Hare  1  oombered  ererj  one. 

See  me  now  his  ^thful  minion.  — 

GloviDg  under  Egypt's  fan  7 

Thus  with  softly-gliding  pinion, 

Or  the  nympH  ytho  blushing  sweet 

To  his  lovely  girl  I  bear 

D«ck  the  ihrine  of  Love  in  Crete  i 

SoDgs  of  passion  through  the  air. 

Where  the  God,  with  festal  pby, 

Oft  he  blandly  whitpcrs  mr. 

Holdic«cnial  holiday? 

"  Soon,  my  bird,  VU  set  you  free." 

Still  lA  eliiite»»  fttill  renuiii 

But  in  vain  be*U  bid  me  fly, 

Gmdtet*  vann,  desiiiDg  train  ; » 

1  shall  strrve  him  till  1  die. 

Slill  there  lie*  a  in)rriAd  more 

Never  could  my  plumes  sustoio 

Oil  tJw  mbltf  Indians  f hore  } 

Rufiding  winds  and  chilling  rain. 

These,  and  mznj  far  remor'd. 

O'er  the  plains;,  or  in  the  dell, 

All  are  losing — all  are  loT*d  1 

On  the  mountain's  savage  swell, 
Seeking  in  the  desert  wood 
Gloomy  shelter,  rtistic  food. 
Now  1  lead  a  life  of  ease. 
Far  from  rugged  haunts  like  theee. 

From  Anacreon's  hand  I  eat 

ODE  XV. 

Food  delicious,  viands,  sweet } 

Tn,L  me,  why,  my  sweetest  dorc,  ^ 

Flutter  o*eT  his  goblet's  brim. 

Thua  your  humid  pinions  ihovl*, 

Sip  the  foamy  wine  with  him. 

flliHI^tMg  throu^  the  air  in  fihuartTS 

Then,  when  1  have  wanton'd  round 

Fiiimrir  of  the  balmiest  flowi'rs  ? 

To  his  lyre's  beguiling  sound  ; 

Tell  me  whither,  whence  you  rove. 

Or  with  gently -moving  wings 

Tell  me  all,  my  awceteit  dore. 

Fann'd  the  nunstrel  while  he  sings: 
On  Ms  harp  1  fiink  in  ilumbers, 

ConoQS  stranger,  I  belong 

Dreaming  still  of  dulcet  numbers  I 

To  the  hard  of  Teian  song  ; 

With  his  mandate  now  I  fly 

This  is  all  —  away — away  — 

To  the  nymph  of  aznrc  eje  ;  — 

Tou  have  made  me  waste  the  day. 

She,  whose  eye  has  maddened  many,' 

How  Tve  chotterM  I  prating  crow 

Eui  the  poet  more  than  any. 

Never  yet  did  chatter  so. 

*  G^t^  mmwm,  datrmg  tr&m  ;]  Tb«  GBdJlinisii  firti  w  er« 

S«5  the  poem.    Diuilel  I1cinilu»,  fn  ipeaklng  of  Dnutu,  «ho 

fJka  thm  Bfllidliret  af  tadU,  whou  4MDCt$  are  thm  drMTlbed 

aJoptrd  this  method  at  tbo  tinge  of  Ltsydtm,  estpretMi  a 

bf  a  rraaclk  matbafi  •*  Lm  dmnm  wnt  prwqtMj  Loute*  de* 

iimlLar  tt'DtLment. 

Quo  patrljfr  non  teodlt  UDor  ?    Mandata  referre 

m,  l«  OTBS d  la  CMlaacMi  i»  cw  bal1eti>  tout  respire  cette 

PottquAm  h<imliMiin  oeqailt  mittere^  miiit  aY«ra. 

rir*-|  «l  «•  captJOM  la  voJupt^  tt  1m  fanwtr  —  HUtoire 

m  DiSMiiiu  ill  rTUli   tfan  rrf  rirrr  T  'r"-     liapnal 

Fuller  telli  uk  that  at  the  slefe  of  JantMlero,  the  Christiana 

Intercepted  a  letter,  tied  to  tbe  lege  of  a  date.  Id  which  Ibe 

Smbi  bustler  of  thctr  daDcJog.  w  appevs  from  Mvtlal :  — 

Pertlan  Emperor  promfied  auUtaoce  to  Ibe  tieileged.  —  llolj 
War,  cap.  34.  book  1. 

1 

LiblU.  eplff.69. 

>  Sh^,  %pho§e  eyt  Am  madden' d  many,  ^c]  For  -n^mnmt,  la  tba 

XrfO«plM  Arioito  li*d  tbii  ode  of  «kjt  turd  In  bli  mind. 

original,  SScuoii!)  and  Schorlder  conj^^ture  that  h-o  ■bould  read 

vhM  ha  WOM  hto  poem  '*  D«  dlvenU  •morlbui.'*    Se«  tJ&e 

tv<«i»w,  fai  alliiston  to  the  ttroog  Influence  which  ihli  Qttf«et 

of  bk  lore  held  over  the  miod  of  Poljrcratea.    See  Defsiu 

'  TiM  tevvnf  Anaemm,  b««rUif  a  leu«r  frofii  the  poet  to 

<  fViiti4./t>r«*^mno/iWr, 

Ito  wktMi,  la  net  bf  a  ttnuifer,  «ftb  wIunii  tbte  dlalo|tie  tc 

Wathkd  im  k^  wotire  grope,  ^c  }   '*  Thii  paitafe  l§  laralu* 
able,  and  I  do  not  think  tbat  aiijr  thing  m  boaatlful  or  ao 

delicate  Has  ever  be«n  uUd.    Wb*t  an  Idea  doiM  it  giire  of  the 

fhif  w«il  SDf  dlitauoe  trom  bomf,  a*  tbo  rooft  c«rufn  meani 

poetrj  of  the  man,  from  whom  Veout  bcrielf,  the  mother  of 

•r  eoavaftaf  tot«Ul<eac«  back.    Thai  tender  domoftic  at- 

the  Grojc^i  ami  the  Fltaauret,  pitrchaiea  a  little  hfma  wllh 

mdiaat,  vbicltattfaeta  tbia  deltcatelUtk  bird  through  every 

one  <*f  her  ftiTourito  dovei  I  **    Lemgepterre^ 

Ab«ot  ■*«  iUBc«l«y»  tlU  It  Mttlei  In  Iti  native  nnt.  aObriU 

la  the  salfcar  of  "  The  Fkaauraa  of  Meniory  "  a  fine  and  in- 

mnkft  AiucrtKiti  tiU  own  panefjrrtit ;  but  poeu  have  a  lloenee 

for  pratilng  themielvci,  which,  wltli  lume  indeed,  may  bo 

tM  bf  «1iai  dian.  traiuporu  the  timhd  dove 

conildered  a»  compritcd  under  thdr  general  privilege  of  lle> 

TW  wnmha  of  onqisiat,  or  tbo  towi  of  love  { 

Uon. 
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ODE  XVL> 

Thou,  whose  soft  and  rosy  hues 
Mimic  form  and  soul  infuse,* 
Best  of  painters,  come,  portray 
The  lovely  maid  that*s  far  away.' 
Far  away,  my  soul  I  thou  art. 
But  l*vc  thy  beauties  all  by  heart 
Paint  her  jetty  ringlets  playing. 
Silky  locks,  like  tendrils  straying ;« 
And,  if  painting  hath  the  skill 
To  make  the  spicy  balm  distil,  ^ 
Let  every  little  lock  exhale 
A  sigh  of  perfume  on  the  gale. 
Where  her  tresses*  curly  flow 
Darkles  o*er  the  brow  of  snow. 
Let  her  forehead  beam  to  light. 
Burnished  as  the  ivory  bright 

1  ThU  ode  and  the  next  maj  be  called  companion- pirturef ; 
they  are  highly  finished,  and  give  us  an  excellent  idea  of  the 
taste  of  the  ancients  in  beauty.  Franciscus  Junius  quotes 
them  in  his  third  book  "  De  Pictura  Vctenim." 

This  ode  has  been  imitated  by  Ronsard,  Giuliano  Goselini, 
*c.  Ac    Scaliger  alludes  to  it  thus  in  his  Anacreontica : 

Olim  lepore  blando. 

Litis  Tcrsibus 

Candidas  Anacreon 

Quam  pingcret  amicus 

Descripsit  Venerem  suam. 
The  Teian  bard  of  former  days, 
Attun*d  his  sweet  dcscriptiTc  lays. 
And  taught  the  painter's  liand  to  trace 
His  fair  beloved's  every  grace. 

In  the  dialogue  of  Caspar  BarUeus.  entitled  "An  forroosa  sit 
ducenda,"  the  reader  will  find  many  curious  ideas  and  descrip. 
tions  of  womanly  beauty. 

*  7!loH,  trkoif  tqfl  and  rosy  htieSt 

"hiimic  Jorm  and  ioul  ii\fuse,'\  I  have  followed  here  the 
reading  of  the  Vatican  MS.  e»iinf.  Painting  is  called  "  the 
rosy  art,"  either  in  refennice  to  colourin];.  or  as  an  indefinite 
epithet  of  excellence,  IVom  the  as*oclation  of  beauty  with 
that  flower.  Salviui  has  adopted  this  reading  in  his  literal 
translation :  — 

Delia  rosea  arte  signore. 

*  The  lovrly  maid  that"*  Jar  away.^  If  this  portrait  of  the 
poet's  mittrpts  be  not  merely  ideal,  the  omission  of  her  name 
is  much  to  be  regretted.  Meleager,  in  an  epigram  on  Ana- 
creon, mentions  "  the  golden  Eurypyle  "  as  his  mistress. 

*  Paint  her  jetty  ringlets  playing^ 

Silky  locks  like  tendrils  straying;]  The  ancients  have 
been  very  enthusiastic  in  tlieir  praises  of  the  beauty  of  hair. 
Apolelus,  in  the  second  book  of  his  Milesiacs,  says,  that 
Venus  herself,  if  she  were  bald,  though  surrounded  by  the 
Graces  and  the  I>oves,  could  not  be  pleasing  even  to  her 
husband  Vulcan. 

Steslchorus  gave  the  epithet  mnXkiwXtmmfiut  to  the  Graces, 
and  Simonides  bostowe«l  the  same  upon  the  Muse*.  See 
Hadrian  Junius's  Dissertation  up<m  Hair. 

To  this  passage  of  our  poet,  Seldon  alluded  in  a  note  on 
the  Polydbion  of  Drayton.  Song  the  Second,  where  obaerv. 
ing,  that  the  epithet  *«  black.haircd  **  was  given  by  some  of 


Let  her  eyebrows  smoothly  rise 
In  jetty  arches  o*er  her  eyes. 
Each,  a  crescent  gently  gliding. 
Just  conmiingling,  just  dividing. 

But,  hast  thou  any  sparkles  warm. 
The  lightning  of  her  eyes  to  form  ? 
Let  them  effuse  the  azure  rays 
That  in  Minerva's  glances  blaze, 
Mix*d  with  the  liquid  light  that  lies 
In  Cytherea's  languid  eyes.  ^ 
0*er  her  nose  and  cheek  be  shed 
Flushing  white  and  softened  red ; 
Mingling  tints,  as  when  there  glows 
In  snowy  milk  the  bashful  rose.  7 
Then  her  lip,  so  rich  in  blisses, 
Sweet  petitioner  for  kisses,* 
Rosy  nest,  where  lurks  Persuasion, 
Mutely  courting  Love*s  invasion. 


the  ancients  to  the  goddess  Isit,  he  says,  **  Nor  will  I 
but  that  Anacreon  (a  man  very  Judicious  in  the  provoking 
motives  of  wanton  love),  intending  to  bestow  on  hfs  sweet 
mistress  that  one  of  the  titles  of  woman*!  special  oriMUDcnt, 
well-haired  (a«aXirXMMifMf ),  thought  of  this  when  he  gave 
his  painter  direction  to  make  her  black-haired.** 
>  And,  if  painting  hath  the  skiU 

To  make  the  tpiey  balm  distil,  4«.]  Tbos  Phflottntos, 
speaking  of  a  picture :  mur«  mm  rm  svl^ww  «wv  f»hm,  mm 
tniM  ytyfm^9m  minm  fuvm  rm  trftm.  *'  I  admire  the  dewlneM 
of  these  roses,  and  could  say  that  their  rerj  nnell  vat 
painted." 
0  Mix'd  tritk  the  liquid  Kgki  thai  Net 
In  Cytherea's  languid  eyes.]  Ifarchtttl  explains  thiu  the 
iyt*»  of  the  original :  — 

Dipingili  umidetU 
Tremuli  e  lasdvetti, 
Qiiai  gli  ha  Ciprigna  I'alma  Dea  d*  Aiaore. 

Tasso  has  painted  in  the  same  manner  tlie  eyesof  Annlda: 

Qual  raggio  In  onda  le  scintilla  un  ri» 
Kcgli  umidi  occhi  tremulo  •  lasdvo. 
Within  her  humid,  melting  eyes 
A  brilliant  ray  of  laughter  lies. 
Soft  as  the  broken  solar  beam. 
That  trembles  in  the  azure  stream. 
The  mingled  expression  of  dignity  and  teodemeM,  wbieh 
Anacreon  requires  the  painter  to  infuse  into  the  eye*  of  his 
mistress,  is  more  amply  described  In  the  subsequent  ode. 
Both  descriptions  are  so  exquisitely  touched,  that  the  artist 
must  have  been  great  indeed,  if  he  did  not  yield  in  palatinff 
to  the  poet. 
'  Mingling  tints,  as  u-hen  there  glows 
In  snowy  milk  the  basJiful  rose.]    Thus  Propertiiit,  deg.  S. 
lib.  ii. 

Utqite  ros«  puro  lacte  natant  folia. 
And  Davcnant,  in  a  little  poem  called  "  The  MistraM,*" 
C-itch  as  it  falli  the  Scythian  snow. 
Bring  blushing  roses  steep'd  in  milk. 
Thus  too  Taygctus  :  — 

Quae  lac  atque  rosas  vincis  candore  nibeoti. 
These  last  words  may  perhaps  defend  the  *'  Buihliiff  wlOto*' 
of  the  translation. 
•  Tkemkerlip,  so  r/cA  As  AMmsr. 
SimW  peUtiomerM  kistesj    TIm  **  lip,  proroklot  klawa,** 
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Kext,  beneath  Ifae  velvet  chiQ, 

And  there  the  ravcn*B  di        -*"-,. 

WlioM  dimple  hidcfl  a  Love  within,  > 

With  the  golden  Buiibi 

Mould  her  neck  with  grace  descending. 

Let  no  wreath,  with  ariiui  tuiut-,  - 

In  a  bearcn  of  beauty  ending ; 

The  flowing  of  his  locks  cimfine  ; 

While  countless  c harms »  above,  below. 

But  leave  them  loose  to  every  breeie. 

Sport  and  flutter  round  it»  snow. 

To  take  what  shape  and  conrBe  they  pk^ose. 

Now  let  a  tlottting,  lucid  veil. 

Beneath  the  forehead,  fair  as  snow. 

Shadow  her  form,  but  not  conceal ;  * 

But  flushed  with  manhood's  early  glow. 

A  charm  may  peep,  a  hue  may  beam. 

And  guileless  as  the  dews  of  dawn,  ^ 

And  leave  the  rvst  to  Fancy**  dream. 

Let  the  majestic  brows  be  drawn. 

Eoough  —  'tis  she !  'tis  all  1  seek ; 

Of  ebon  hue,  enriched  by  gold, 

It  glowE,  it  lives,  it  soon  will  speak  I 

Such  as  dark,  shinlDg  snakes  onfiold. 

Ll 

Mix  in  his  eyes  the  power  alike. 

^m 

1 

With  love  to  win,  with  awe  to  strike  i^ 
Borrow  from  Mars  his  look  of  ire, 

n 

I 

From  V^enus  her  soft  glance  of  fire  ; 

ODE  XVll.s 

Blend  them  in  such  expression  here, 

Ajtd  now  with  all  thy  pencirs  trath. 

That  we  by  turns  may  hope  and  fear  I 

PttTtrmy  BalbyUus,  lovely  youth ! 

Let  his  hair,  in  mosses  bright. 

Now  ttom  the  sunny  apple  seek 

Fall  like  floating  rajs  of  light ;  * 

The  velvet  down  that  spreads  his  cheek  i 

»  let  fio  »rrr«lft,  trith  art/vliwmr,  ^c]  If  th*of if IimiI  bifne. 

wblrh  is  partkularl}'  beautiful^  can  admit  of  anjr  additional 

VAlinr,  that  falu«   l«  confciTfrdl  by  Gray*i  aduitratloo  of  It. 

0kH9«tes  LMnbliitii^  la  bU  iinC««  upon  LucretJut,  UMIi  as 

See  hii  letter*  to  Weit. 

wttk  1^0  S9p«rrqt  aolhitrlij  of  cxp^iienn?^  thai  "  SiuvLut 

Somr  annotatori  have  quoted  on  Citlji  pjntagc  the  di>«er^ 

tiros  fMeaUntur  ptaeUv   («liioi9,  qium  qtur  Aunt  brerlbui 

tlon  of  FhotU'i  hair  In  ApulelULii  but  nothing  can  be  more 

k^W"    ikmd  iEneai  SflviiM.  In  hU  tedlout  unialetcttifif 

dUtant  from  tho  timplieitj  of  our  poeC*  man  tier,  than  thai 

morv  of  th«  lotrc*  of  EtiiT^ua  ^nd  LucrctiA,  wlura  h«  p«r« 

alltctatlon  ofrlchneM  which  dkUniulibet  the  atjie  of  Apu> 

iMiliilm  ilw  hMtittw  of  th«  heroine  (in  •  *mf  CbJm  sod 

IduL 

toftiwiil  •tyU  of  Uilnicjr )«  detcribn  her  Upt  thiu :  —  Of  par- 
vm  4roeD«qi)F,  labia  coralUal  eolodt  ad  tnort citn  spllulma.' ' 

*  Bntjtuik'd  tritk  manhood' t  tarty  gtow, 

jMt guifrlTM  m  thf  dcwi  i\f  da\pt\^  ^c.\     TDrremiiiH.  upon 

the  words  *'  inil^nrm  tcnui  fronte/^  In  Horace,  Dd.  33.  lib.  1. 

1  N**i,  hfM^k  tk^  frtwt  ckim. 

iaof  opinion,  Incorrcrtlj,  1  think,  that  *^i<omxiX"  hem  baara 

W^ar  dhmpU  kidct  4  tove  fpUktn,  ^r]    Madame  Dader 

the  taote  incaninf  os  th«  word  tt.«mX*t, 

hM  fWaCBd  iMT*  Iwo  pntiy  linea  of  V'arro :  — 

7  Ml  J  in  kit  eyei  the  power  aiikf. 

With  tow  io  um,  witk  au>e  t^t  itrikf  f  4r.]     TaiiO  gIvM  ■ 

itmllar  character  to  the  eye*  of  Clnrlud^ :  — 

Is  tw  chin  If  a  delicate  dimple. 

Lunpegf^lar  gU  CMrchl,  e  (blioror  fU  ffuardl 

Bj  Cuplil'i  own  Bof*r  Imprett  •, 

Dold  ne  1*  Ira. 

Tl»»re  Deiiuty,  bvwUcbing ly  timplci. 

Her  efca  were  llasbinf  with  a  heavpnly  beat, 

tJa«  ebns«u  her  Inooccnl  oeit. 

A  fire  that,  OTsn  ia  aiigt^r,  ilill  wa*  iweet* 

*  Xov  Ui  mjkMHmg^  litcnf  vetT, 

The  poetetf  VeromlcaCamhara  U  more  dJITuse  upon  tbLi 

V  ariety  of  expreialoo :  — 

of  d^l)^cJoB«  wfakb  lesTea  fmagin^tlon  to  complota  tho 

Occhl  lucentl  e  belli, 

plelan.  Ins  bwa  leldoiB  adopted  In  ibe  iniitatloDi  of  UiU 

Come  euer  puo  ch*  in  un  tnedetmo  l&tante 

Iwmrtftil  yoMB.      aomard  ia  «u;epti(H»abljr  iuIduu*  ;    and 

Ka«ca.a  de  toI  iI  nuute  fumae  et  lante  ? 

ralilisaai.  In  bla  dtannini  portrait  of  a  girl,  full  or  rich  aod 

Lleti,  meiH^  lupertii^  humll',  altk^H, 

VI  raottrate  In  un  punto,  onde  di  ipcrotf, 

«  iMifii  dW  ttt  m*  tnlMOdl  '^  «liould  be  alwajra  Iclt  to  fanof . 

El  dl  tiinor,  de  enii^lcte,  Ac.  &c 

Oh  C  tpU  m^,  brightly. blaming  eye. 

JuJcnMiif  or  the  aacteola  tn  Iwauty,  ivlll  ti«  indulgrd  bf  coa- 

Wbenco  in  your  tittle  orbit  lie 

flrillMt  /lOilua  d«  Fictura  Velerum.  Ub.  JIK  c.9..  wberc  he 

So  man  J  dilftrcnt  traitj  of  tito. 

wO  ittd  s  ftfj  curliMiA  Acli'd Ion  of  (leacriiatlEjcu  and  rpithcM 

Eapreiiing  eacb  a.  new  de4br«. 

<rf  ponoost  p«rfi^oi»     Juaiut  cDm|>^ref  thii  ado  wktb  a 

Kow  with  pride  or  *coro  you  darklf*. 

iaigftpttoc  of  TheodorJc  kli»K  of  the  Goilii,  In  the  msqochI 

Now  with  loire,  with  KladQ4?fi,  iparkle. 

■ptsilg,  am  book,  of  Sidooiut  ApuUiJiarlt. 

Whild  we  who  vlpw  the  varyinff  mkror. 

*  UihH  hmir,  in  m*\t*n  i>ri^kt. 

Fct"!  by  turni  br^th  hope  and  terror. 

Fmti  mfJUmthtft  ra^t  of  U^ht ;  |irO     He  hero  duicribpi 

ChPTreau,  citing  the  ItoM  of  our  poet.  In  hii  critique  on 

f^  ■Jinny  hair,  tba  "  Oara  coma,"  which  the  ancieiitt  to 

the  poemi  of  Malherbc.  produeet  a  Latin  verilon  of  them 

niodb  ttUaiffttd.    Tlie  Bomani  pave  tbit  etdour  artiArially  to 

from  a  mAnu»crlpt  whkb  ho  bad  Meen,  entitled  ''  Josa.  Fal- 

UMlr listr.     S«B  StSJtisl.  KoblaarrcL  do  Luxu  Romanoruin. 

con  i»  Anacreontici  Luaui." 
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And  there,  if  art  «o  for  can  go, 
Th*  ingtiiiuoiis  bliLih  of  boyhotxl  show. 
While,  for  liis  mouth — hut  do,  —  in  vain 
Would  worlds  its  witching  charm  explain* 
Make  ii  the  very  seat*  the  throne. 
That  EtcMjuenee  would  claim  her  own  j  i 
And  let  tlie  lipfl,  though  silent,  wear 
A  lUe-look,  aa  if  words  were  there. « 

Next  thou  his  ivory  neck  must  trace. 
Moulded  with  soft  bat  manly  grace  ; 
Fair  as  the  neck  of  Paphia's  hoy, 
Whcro  P;iphift'a  arms  havt;  hung  tn  joy. 
Give  him  the  winged  Hermes'  haad,^ 
With  which  he  wavea  his  snaky  wand  ; 
Let  Bacchus  the  broad  chest  supply. 
And  lj«da*8  sons  the  sinewy  thigh  ; 
While,  through  his  whole  transparent  frame, 
Thou  fihow^st  the  stiri-ings  of  that  flame, 
Which  kindles,  when  the  first  lo?c-sigh 
Steals  from  the  heart,  uncooscious  why. 

But  sure  Ihy  pencil^  though  so  bright. 
Is  envious  of  the  cyc*a  delight. 
Or  its  en  am  our 'd  touch  would  show 
The  shoulder,  fair  m  sunless  snow. 


I  TTkat  Eioqmfi*ce  wpitM  Haim  htr  own  ;]  In  Ihe  originnl, 
OM  tn  th«  pfi«edliig  od«»  PilbOt  th«  jtoddeu  of  pcrtiutloii,  or 
eloqiieac*.  It  wM  wortlij'  of  ihc  delicate  luik^lnitlon  oT  the 
j-.r^.ti  I..  A^ff  PwrtttMloo,  vad  gitc  bor  the  IJps  for  her 
>  arc  hare  ri:mlnj«d  of  a  very  InlfretdnK  fraf« 

I  rtciiit  prcttcnred  tiy  the  •cbuLiatt  upon  i^nd^r, 
uivl  4Ljpj,.i.Lxl  to  XxUiGg  to  «  poem  reUccting  wHti  tome  le^ 
¥«>Ht>  on  Sirnonid4>«,  irbo  wiu  tbc  first,  wo  «ru  told,  that  itTer 
mide  ■  lilr«llit^  of  Lii  miuc :  — 

Oil*  m^yuft^  r«r'  iX«,^*^i  IhtSm* 
Kor  y«t  had  fjUr  Pertuojiioii  fJu»ne 
Id  iMver  ■plcndoum,  not  bor  own, 
»  Amf  Ut  fhe  i/pt,  thangk  tiltni,  wt^r 
A  tifip-hok^  m§  if  wonts  wert  tA<rr.]    In  the  oriffnat  X«am 
ftvw^,   Hm  mlitfwi  of  Patrarcli  "  pKtU,  eon  lileiisio/'  w b  ich 
ia  twrhapt  the  b«l  ii»«tbod  of  female  eloqtitiM^. 

•  Givt  hfm  tkt  vinged  ft^rma*  kattd,  *|cO  In  ShaJupcftre't 
Cymlwllno  there  l»  n  tlmklor  m«lhod  of  deter Ipt lo n  :«- 

E—  thlt  li  bit  hand. 
Hli  foot  ni4»rcurl«l.  hU  tnartijJ  thigh, 
Tli«  brftwn*  of  llerculct. 
We  fliid  ft  likewiie  fo  HamteC.     Ixmg'Ppierra  thinks  th«t  the 
hands  t>r  Mercurj  are  telcctcd  bjr  Aoacreon,  on  ftccotint  of 
(be  gracerul  fttMiire*  which  were  rappoMd  to  eharaicteriie 
Hit*  irod  of  «loqiuiiC»  i   iNit  Mercury  wa«  also  the  patron 
or  tblevea,  aad  ouur  Vtfhapt  be  prafMtl  as  m  Uglit>Aiicerfd 
d^liy 
*         Hill  kM  —Mbfor  - 
Tteetkf  fm^s^Hfr  fHi>rtrait  there ;  ]    The  abrupt  turn  h«r«i 
Is  tptHttNj,  ifot  r<*^o<rr«  vnntt  explanation.    While  the  artist 
U  pur>itiii)t  iho  portruit  of  Datbyllus.  Anacroon,  we  inail 
■uppdM,  turns  round  »iid  •««•  m  picture  of  Apollo,  which  was 
iMliiided  Ibr  ea  «ll«r  it  SuMie.    He  tbea  loitAntly  tellj  this 
fMintet  to  caiee  Ida  work  \  that  tlil*  picture  will  serve  fur 
BithylUia  \  m4  Ihet,  wHud  he  goes  to  Samoa,  he  laajr  make 
ftu  Apolto  of  Um  poitralt  of  the  boj  which  he  hed  beguile 


Which  DOW  ID  Tetliug  shadow  lies, 
llemov'd  fhim  all  but  Fancy^s  eyes. 
Now,  for  his  feet— but  hold  — forbear — 
I  see  the  sun-god*s  portrait  there  i  * 
Why  paint  Btithyllus?  when,  in  truth, 
There,  in  that  god,  thou  st  sketch "d  the  youth* 
Enough  — let  this  bright  forto  bts  mine, 
And  send  the  boy  to  Samos'  shrioe  $ 
Fhtcbus  shall  then  Bathyllus  be, 
Bathyllus  then,  the  deity  \ 


ODB  XVIIl.* 

Now  the  star  of  day  is  high. 

Fly,  my  girls,  in  pity  fly, 

Bring  me  wine  in  brimming  omi,^ 

Cool  my  lip,  it  bums,  it  bums  I 

SuDn*d  by  die  meridian  fire, 

PanlJDg,  langnid  I  expire. 

Give  me  all  those  humid  flowers,  "^ 

Drop  them  o'er  my  hrow  in  showers. 

Scarce  a  breathing  ehaplet  now 

Lives  upon  mf  feverish  brow  ; 


*'  Batbylloi  Cuyi  Madame  DacIct)  cfmld  not  be  mora  «le. 
^antly  prali«d,  and  IbU  one  pa&uixe  does  him  more  boomtr 
th«n  the  statue^  however  beautiful  it  might  be,  which  Polf- 
crates  roUcd  to  h\ta" 

A  Ao  elegant  tranalatloQ  of  this  ode,  layi  Dcfee,  tuf  be 
fMUid  fn  Rttmler't  Ljr.  Blumeolese,  Ub.  f .  p.  40S. 

<  Bring  WK  ipnstf  lii  hrHrummg  urnt,  fc]  Ot\%,  *iU9  mmten. 
The  Amyttii  wu  ■  nethod  of  drmkin^  u«od  ainoof  the 
ThraciuLi.  Thus  Horace,  "  Threlcil  viocat  sraystide.** 
Mad.  Dacter,  Longeplerre,  4rc.  &c. 

Parrhftilut.  in  hU  ttveniy  •sixth  eplide  (TheMur.  CrUlc. 
vol,  !.)•  evplaJas  the  aTnyslU  as  a  draught  to  be  < 
wllboul  drawinf  br«4(h»  **  uno  faaustu.**     A 
margio  of  this  epistle  of  Psrrluiliia  Mr>* 
et*o  putabat,**  but  adds  no  roArakee. 

'  Give  mi  ait  thote  httmid  Jhteert,  fr^  AoctmUng  to  the 
oriftnjil  reading  of  this  line,  the  poet  tays,  "  Give  me  the 
flower  of  wtoe  **—  Date  Aosculos  I^kI,  as  It  Is  la  the  verskin 
of  ELLu  Afldreat ;  and 

Deb  porietJml  del  flare 

Dl  quel  almo  e  buoa  ll<iuorc, 
ia  Rognlar  hu  It,  who  supports  the  readbif .    Tbe  word 
At$t$  would  uodoubcodly   btv   this  applleatlou,   whlcb   Is 
somewhat  limUar  to  lt»  Import  In  Ike  qftfram  of  Slmooklflt 
upon  Sophocles  t  — 

£rCi«A»r  s^fwi  Yn|p<eti«r,  wi«r  smIm* 
and  floe  In  the  Latb)  U  frequently  uppllcd  tn  the  samemasmer 
—  tliua  Ceibrgus  it  called  by  Eonlus.  nos  talibatui  pOfHdi, 
■oadBKiuB  medulla.  **  The  immaculate  dower  of  the  people, 
and  the  tery  marrow  of  persuulun/*  Ste  tb<>*e  rersea  rfted 
by  Aulus  Gellius,  lib.  xll.,  whVch  Ckero  praUed,  and  S«neca 
tbougtu  ridiculous. 

Itut  in  the  passefe  before  us^  If  wo  admit  ieu>s(t,  aoeordlfig 
to  Fotier's  conjecture,  Ibe  Kose  l«  Buflcteatlj  ctav,  witbeul 
harifif  recourse  to  soeb  nfl^acsfteot*. 
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Mwerj  dewy  roie  I  wear 

Sbed*  'a*  tear%  and  witbcn  thtte,  < 

fioi  «o  joo,  mj  baming  hetrt,  • 

What  can  nov  relief  impart  ? 

Gbd  brinuBJiig  bowl,  or  flowret's  dew. 

Cool  the  flame  that  •oon:hes  jott? 


HfMk  recline  you,  gentle  maid,  * 
Sved  ia  thia  embowering  shade ; 
Sweet  the  jonug,  the  modest  tfee% 
RttlBed  hf  the  ktsaing  breeae  { 


I  dk  U»r»t  Mad  vOken  lAert^'i  Tbere  «r«  iome  br«UK 
li,  hf  Ajactfiaouf,  upoo  «  garland,  wbicli  1  ouuKiC 
•dB^W**:  — 

K  ik  lie  j^eodete  coroIUe. 
ilf»  vo«  etiplti ; 
1  ctTTictai  toflu3ierH  humor. 


Hi«i< 


Dkitc*  o<»  rorii  ltd  plurla  hmc  luctimm, 
Bj  Celia'f  arbour  »ll  th«  Digltt 

Hmic  bankid  vnath^  the  lover's  tow  ; 
And  Wlj.  M  tik«  nomliis  light, 

Mf  lotte  tltfiU  twine  tli««  round  her  Urow. 
TiMo,  If  Qqpon  ber  bo«nm  bri|tht 

SoBC  db«p*  t»l  d<««  fthiill  Cull  froni  thee, 
Tyi  ^«  ttMT  «rt  DOt  dro^t  of  night, 
Baa  Wma%  of  iorrow  sbed  by  me  I 
H  t^  FOMi  oi  Mr.  ShaHdaaX  **  VnoooCh  U  thii 
cn*««4  grvne  «i  tlooe/*  there  b  an  idot  rery  ilnsularly 
[liBMHitriiT  wtik  Chte  of  Anferteoot :  — 

Airf  d^lM.  Mcnf  ffroe.  in  Lhy  arch  ioaj'it  prvsrnre 

ftaie  llagrrinf  aro|>«  uf  the  aljjlil-fallcD  dew  ; 
t^gt  than  ^l  vn  Itrr  UMom  of  mow,  and  they'll  lerre 
A*  Mara  of  eny  ■orrow  rittruiied  to  yon^ 
'  Mmi  M  fvK.  tMy  ^wffWMtf  A^^rr,  4re.]    The  trontUion  here 
la  fMultvljr  ^Ifetato  and  UnpMrioiicd  ;  hot  the  conunentator* 
h9f9  i^rflnot  laa  Mallmcaft  hy  a  vartclf  of  readinfi  lad 

*  Tbv  dii»Hn<low  of  thU  bower  b  lo  natural  and  animated. 
laal  WB  «b»Ml  fivl  »  deyrre  of  eootoeu  and  rretfanett  while 
mm  fmtnm  IL     LtMiavfierre  hai  quoted  (rmn  the  Dnt  bc»a4i  of 
,  Uia  lull  Q*  lot  vfjilgram,  a«  tome  what  rciem* 


t4][*»  mmi  sat'  «>•«•  (T*v  e>TV>»  i.  t*  jmiAjxC 

Ceiae.  »     '     *'       *  -lowyptne 

f  bai  >^>*n  retreat  ; 

Aadic^' '  I icltc«  incline 

The  bru^lLmi;  Lit  irphjr  to  meet. 

that^  flonlnf,  dlOUMl 
I  a  tl>lt<friog  $f>TAj\ 
Bf  hi  hHok,  aa  the  lra#cUcr  miuea, 
ItdOlh*  him  to  »)eep  with  my  lay. 
•  Jftftf  rwlf^  yott;  jTrtiZ/tf  waW.  ^e  ]    The  Vatican  MS. 
I  ^(N*AA»,  «M«h  render!  the  whole  poem  metainhoHCitt 
the  reading  of  fiitbXX***  which 
llw  a««i^  I  t  grace  that  PUto  bimaeir  baa 
llAtnwnilJifofbUboy  Amaf.   See  the  eplfram 
«r  Ikli  9ha«a<i|>ltcr»  wlilck  1  qoote  on  Ihe  twenly-aecood  ode. 


Sweet  the  little  founts  thut  weep, 
Lulling  ftoft  the  mind  to  «teep  j 
Hark  !  they  whisper  as  they  roll, 
Calni  per«uajiion  to  the  soul ; 
Tell  me,  ti^ll  me*  ii  not  this 
All  a  stilly  scene  of  blisa  ? 
Who,  my  girU  would  paaa  it  by  f 
Sorely  neither  you  nor  L  * 


ODB  XX.» 

Onb  day  the  Moses  twin*d  the  hands 
Of  iniknt  Lore  with  flowery  booda  i 

There  Ii  another  epIgrtuQ  by  thl«  phflmofiheir,  preterved 
la  Iwiertiiu,  which  tumi  upcxi  the  lame  word, 

Niw  it  ^mMtm  XmtMMttt  l#v«{«r  it  fdt/ttreir. 
In  lite  thou  wert  my  morning  ttar, 

Bat  tiaw  that  drjith  hai  «tol'n  thy  tight, 
Alu  S  thrni  thinett  dim  and  Car* 
Like  Lhe  pjUe  beam  thai  wiicpt  at  nlghi. 
In  the  Vctierea  Blyiaiburficai.  uoder  the  bead  of  **  Allti" 
■$OQei,"  we  And  a  number  tA  loch  frigid  conceiti  uposk  oamaa, 
•elected  from  the  poei*  of  the  middle  ages. 

>  If^,  mg  giri,  teotM  jtatt  it  bj^f 

Sureljf  nfitier  yow  mor  /.j  The  Unlsb  giren  to  the  picture 
hf  thit  »tmp1e  exclamation  rtt  «>  mw  »im  -rm^tXSt,  Ci  Inimi- 
table* Xvl  A  Frenth  triuiilator  layi  on  the  puMge,  "  Thli 
ooncliuton  appcar<Ml  to  me  too  trllllDg  aifler  luch  a  detcriplion, 
and  I  thought  proper  to  add  lomowhot  to  the  itrengtb  of  the 
original." 

*  The  poel  appean,  In  thEi  graceful  allegory,  todeierlbe  the 
foflenlng  inHucnce  wbkh  poetry  hold*  oveir  the  mind,  la 
making  It  peculiarly  •uaceptihle  to  the  IcnpreiKioni  of  beauty. 
In  the  follow  lug  epigram,  bowerer,  by  the  phlloaupher  FUilo, 
{  Diug,  Laert.  llt».  3. )  tbe  Mums  are  repretenled  at  dliar owing 
the  InOuf  nee  of  Love. 

*A  Kiw^ir  lAmrmurt^  n»imrM^  ncv  A^D^incr 
'Vifimr\  q  r»f  £f*»r«  i/tfttt  i^$9Ki«»fdM4. 

"  Yield  to  my  gentle  power.  FAmaj<iafi  maid*  ;  ** 

Thai  (o  tbe  Muiet  ipoke  the  Qaeen.  ai  Chartni  — 
*'  Or  Lore  tbalL  flutter  through  yourclaialc  sliadei. 

And  make  your  grove  tbe  camp  of  Paphi^n  arm*  I  ** 
"  Ko/*  tald  the  vlrglna  of  the  tuneful  bower. 

**  We  tcorn  thine  own  and  all  thy  urchln'i  art ; 
Though  Mari  bu  trembled  at  the  Infant**  |>Qwer, 

Hla  than  li  polntle**  u'er  a  Muje'i  heart  E" 
Thorc  l«  a  »an»<HL  by  Benedetto  Qit(dl,the  tluiugtit  of  wblch 
wai  luggi-'iled  Uy  Ihli  ode. 

Scbirrjeat'A  dj^ntra  sdV  aurce  cblome  A  more 

Dell*  altiia  douna  dvlla  ¥ita  mla  i 
E  lattta  era  II  placer  cb'  el  ne  aenUa. 

Che  non  uip««<  »*  'ol«»  «*c'n»«  fof»* 
Qiiando  ©oco  t»l  annodar  d  iante  II  core, 

»j.  che  per  fori*  ancor  conTlpn  ch«  illai 
Tal  laccl  sUa  MUto  ortliLi  avla 

Del  erefpo  orin,  per  far»l  ctirrno  onorv. 
Oade  oflVe  InRn  dal  del  drgna  mercede* 
A  ehl  ffcloglle  il  flgUuol  la  bella  dea 
Da  t4inil  nodi,  In  rb'  eUa  itretto  U  vede 


MOORE'S  WORKa 


And  to  celestial  Beauty  gave 
The  captive  itifant  for  her  sIhtc* 
Hifl  mother  comes,  wtt!i  many  a  toy, 
To  raiuom  her  beloved  boy  i  * 
Hui  mother  iaes,  hut  all  in  vam, — 
He  ne*cr  will  leave  his  chains  agnin. 
Even  should  they  take  his  chains  away. 
The  little  euptive  still  would  stay. 
**  If  this/'  he  cries,  "  a  bondage  he. 
Oh,  who  could  wish  for  liberty?" 


ODE  XXt.4 

OiiSKHVE  when  mother  earth  Is  dry, 
Siie  drinks  the  droppings  of  the  sky  , 
And  then  the  dewy  cordial  gives 
To  cv'ry  thirsty  plant  tbat  lives. 


Ml  el  trinto  ji  due  occhi  1*  arme  cfde  t 

Bt  t'  RlTallchl  Inckmo.  Cllert'i) ; 

Cli«  >'  altrl  '1  Klcvglk,  egli  a  leifar  »!  rl«d^. 
Lo««,  vaculerlng  (tirougb  tli«  goUlco  miuo 

or  1117  beloved*!  hntr, 
Fowiid,  at  rach  itvp,  aurli  iweet  drlayi, 

Ttint  raj»l  he  Ungct'd  tln're. 
And  lu>w,  indcrtl^  wat  Lpv«i  to  l^jr, 

Or  bow  Ida  nrecdom  11ctd» 
Winn  «T«rr  rlnflot  ww  a  ll#, 

A  dMln,  by  Bcauejr  twin**!. 
In  vala  to  I«e1i  her  boy't  rclcaiw 

Comcf  Venn*  from  abovo  t 
Ttmd  mother,  let  thy  eflbrti  ccguir, 

Lovo'b  now  tlie  tlare  of  Lovr. 
And,  alKiuld  we  loo*^  hit  fotde^ii  chain, 
Tbe  prrtwNMir  would  retura  a^aln  ! 

T0  ransom  her  Uhptd  lioy  ^  ^c.]  In  thi^  dnt  Idyl  «)f  Moi- 
chua,  Vi!iiu»  Uiui  jiroclaitai  tbo  rtward  for  ber  fugitive 
cUUd : — 

Ow  ^/u#«i  T*  ^hmpUL^  TV  1',  *  Ctrl,  ««#  ■  Xm*  £|tir. 
On  him,  who  ih*  hatintJi  of  my  Cnpid  can  ibow^ 
A  kki  of  the  tmdereit  tUmp  1^1  bestow  ; 
Uiit  he,  who  can  tiring  back  tb#  urrMo  In  chAini, 
ShAtl  ri«eelTe  erm  toineChlng  mora  iweirt  for  hli  paint 
8i)bji»liicd  to  thlt  od»,  w«  And  tn  tha  Vatican  MS.  tli«  foj. 
lowing  llncf,  whicb  apfwar  to  me  to  boait  u  Uttlateoac  at 
nu'lre.  and  whkh  arv  moRt  |<ro(Mbl/  tbe  fDl«^r]H>latiot)  of  tlio 
Iraiticrlber:*^ 

3lb>«t^#«f  nr  tyx*** 

Km  m^/rtf  £{*«  m.mr  iTiur, 

■  Tho«e  CTltk*  wUii  liaTP  endravotired  to  thtttw  the  ehaloa  nf 

pracbUin  orer  i|k«  iplrli  af  this  brAutlful  irifl<»,  r«|iilf«.  loo 

nvdl   from   Aixwr«*4«fitk   phlltwophy.     Amount  olhert.  Gall 

vary  •aif^li'titly  tblfjka  iliat  Uia  ptutt  u*n  tl»e  «fiUt»«t  ^A«4»a* 


The  vtpouxs,  which  at  evening  weep, 
Are  beverage  to  the  swelliag  deep ; 
And  when  the  rosy  suo  appe«n^ 
He  drinks  the  occaa'a  misty  tean* 
The  moon  too  quaWa  ber  paly  itream 
Of  lustre,  from  the  sokr  beam* 
Then,  hence  wilb  all  your  sober  thinking! 
Since  Nature's  holy  law  is  drinking  ; 
ril  mukc  the  laws  of  nature  mine, 
And  pledge  the  urni verse  in  wiue« 


ODE  XXII. 
TffE  Phrygian  rock,  thut  braveitlie 
Was  once  a  weeping  matron's  form ;  ^ 
And  Progue,  hapless,  frantic  maid, 
Is  now  a  swallow  in  the  shade. 


t»aeaute  black  cariih  abtorbt  mottturo  more^jutckly  than  117 
mher  {  and  accordingly  ho  lndy|ge«  U4  with  an  cmperimcnt^ 
dl«<]u1a1tlon  on  th«  tubject  —  Sec  GalT$  notM. 

One  of  the  Capilufd  hai  (mlut«d  thlt  ode,  In  an  epllapb  on 
a  drunkard :  ■— 

Uum  rUi  ttne  Sue  blbl,  &lc  Imbrirer  arciu 

Sic  tellua  pkuriMM  aota  paruato  bibk. 
Sic  IxIbU  auldut  foatei  et  fluantna  Pootua* 

81c  temper  titlrai  Sol  marla  baiuiC  oquu. 
Ka  t«  IgUuT  jactea  plut  me,  SUone,  bibbaa ; 
Et  mlhl  da  vktaa  tu  quoque,  Baccha,  ■"fiWH- 

llirpoLTTDs  CanLr^tTtL 
Wlilla  life  was  mine,  the  iittl«  hour 

In  drinking  <tUI  unvaried  Otw; 
I  drank  at  earth  imblbps  the  tbower* 
Ur  at  the  raliibuw  drinki  the  dew; 
At  ficean  quaffs  the  rtTcri  up. 

Or  Authing  tun  Inhntct  the  tea : 
SUenut  trrmblod  at  my  cup. 
And  BAcchuf  wai  outdone  by  me  1 
I  cannot  ntnlt  cltlQH;  thote  rnnafkahle  Unei  of  Sliaka|i«an», 
where  tlie  though t«  of  the  ode  beftire  ua  are  fkrcaarved  wHb 
•uch  ttrlktnf  ilmUltude : 

ni  «itainple  you  with  Ihletery. 
The  fun't  a  ihlef.  and  with  hU  grr^t  aliraeilon 
Ilobt  tlie  TatI  t<^a.     The  moon't  an  arrant  llilef, 
And  her  pale  (Ire  the  inatcbet  Iron  tha  aim. 
The  tea'i  a  thtef,  whote  liq,qy  itirge  rwtolTM 
The  mouodt  Into  talt  toan.     The  aartb'i  a  tblef. 
That  fecdt,  and  breedt  by  a  compottttre  alol'n 
From  gvsrral  excrementi. 

Tt'mom  qf  Atknu,  act  Iv.  m.i* 

*  -  a  leeepmg  mtarom'»,fifrmj]  Kiobe. —  OgiWie,  In  bit 
Ettay  oti  the  Lyric  Poetry  of  tba  Ancients,  lo  raaarkUg  upon 
Ibe  Oilet  of  AnacreoQ,  tayi,  **  la  aonte  of  bit  plecea  there  It 
•XMberani^  and  rrrti  wUdDeaa  of  bnagliialioii )  In  that  par-* 
liralarly,  which  It  addrotaed  lo  a  young  girU  wlwre  be  withea 
attemately  to  be  tramfonned  to  a  mirror,  a  coat,  a  ti  raun.  a 
bracelet,  and  a  pair  of  thoet,  for  tha  difTercnt  purpotea  wKkb 
hc^  r^clti  t :  thlt  I5  mere  »pi>rt  atid  nantonneftL" 

It  li  the  wantonticaa,  howerer,  of  a  terjr  graceful  Mitae ; 
**  lutllt  am abf liter."  The  cocnpllmeat  of  thlt  ode  It  e»iul*ltely 
dnhcate,  Jui4  to  tiugular  for  the  perkid  In  wblcb  Anaereuo 
Hired,  when  the  scale  of  lov«  had  not  yet  t»ecii  gT«diiatod  btlo 
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Oh  I  that  t  mirror's  form  were  mine. 
Thai  I  might  catch  that  smile  di?ioe ; 
And  Like  my  own  fond  fujicj  be, 
Beflectiiig  thee,  and  only  thee; 
Or  coaM  I  be  the  robe  which  holds 
Tliat  gmcefiil  form  withio  lU  folds; 
Or,  tnra'd  into  a  fbuntaiD,  lave 
Thj  beanties  in  my  ciTelbg  wave. 
Would  I  weiv  perfhme  for  thy  hair, 
To  breafhe  my  soul  id  fragrance  there; 
Or.  better  itilU  the  zone,  that  lies 
Close  to  thy  breast,  and  feels  its  sighs  !  > 
Or  er'a  those  eoTious  pearls  thtit  show 
80  fiundy  round  (hat  neck  of  j^dow — 
Tes,  I  would  he  a  happy  grm, 
Like  them  to  hang,  to  fade  like  them. 
What  more  would  thy  Anacreon  bt? 
Ohf  Boy  thing  thai  touches  ihce; 


iM  Ks  Dttle  prograsalf  e  refiocmcnti,  t)i4t  U  wo  were  locllneil 
•»  fiwolMD  tbe  aolbentidty  of  the  poem,  «e  ibouM  And  a 
wmA  ■win  pljiulbW  argamtnt  in  the  ftUate%  of  modem  gal> 
111  I J  wttUb  II  be«rt,  tluo  In  anj  of  thoae  futldJoui  conJ«c- 
tBTM  wpvm  widcftt  toa*  eomnMntatort  have  prc«udi«d  *o  fmr. 
I  It  cf^vfMU.  Slid  De  Pauw  proaouocef  U  to  be 
Tt  and  BarnH  refer  ui  to  t«Tera]  Emita- 
,  ftom  whicJt  1  fha.ll  tm\j  B^Aixi  the  foUowlng 
^IcraA  of  Dioajvliu  :>- 

1  «Uh  I  could  like  »«pliyr  itraJi 

To  wanton  oVr  tliy  mMy  vfit ; 
Awl  that*  woutdit  ope  iljjr  buftom-T«ll, 

and  Uke  me  pantinf  to  thy  briuut ! 
I  wiiii  1  niiifbt  «  roftC'bud  grow, 

iknd  Ibon  woiUdit  cull  me  (mm  the  bcmrr, 
Tto  plifis  me  on  tluit  breast  of  inuw, 

WlMre  t  thould  bloom,  a  wlutrj  0ower. 
1  wltb  I  were  the  lilj'a  leaf« 

To  fSMle  ufion  ttMt  bosom  warm, 
Oeolfnt  to  wither,  pale  and  brier, 

The  trophy  of  thy  TaJrer  form  { 

f  edd,  Ibat  71ato  hs*  e«.pre»«<d  u  UticiM  n  vi  hb  In  a 
pitetiiul  br  Laertiiu : 

Ofweir,  ie  e«AAM»  tttputfm  i#r  rt  ^Airw. 
TO  rra.L«» 
WI17  doct  IhoQ  gnxe  upoo  the  iky  ? 

C3II I  that  1  were  that  *|iarigl«Hl  aphere, 
And  weery  itar  thould  be  an  D}-e. 

To  wonder  on  tfay  beduties  here  i 

tJiii  epigram  of  ttinr  divtu#  |ihilo»ophcr,  tii 

fioT  bU  Terwft  on  CrUioj  aiid  l 'harlnuj.    See 

V  where  be  alio  adduce*  the  eiaxnple  of  Anacreoo  ; 

«t  ajji  udi**  et  *i  vot  ignoralit,  Apud  Graecoi 


l^tUy  btmeelf 


Nay,  sandiilft  for  those  airy  feet — 
Ev'u  to  be  trod  by  them  were  sweet! « 


t  Or,  ktUft  JKM9,  tk*  zomin  that  Utt, 

r  He  1%  brtmft  mud  fetU  *U  tffA^/]    ThU  rmvm  w» 
■A,  or  bend,  callod  Iff  the  Itomant  fafda  tnd  fttrojihliun. 


ODE  XXIII.* 
I  OFTEN  wish  this  languid  lyre. 
This  warbler  of  my  soul's  desire, 
Could  raise  the  breath  of  song  sublime, 
To  men  of  fame,  in  former  time. 
But  when  the  soaring  ihtnoe  I  try, 
Akiug  the  chords  my  utimbers  di«r, 
And  whisper,  with  dissolTing  tone, 
"  Our  sighs  are  given  to  lore  alone!" 
Indignant  ut  the  feeble  lay, 
I  tore  the  panting  chords  away, 
Attun'd  them  to  a  nobler  swell. 
And  struck  again  the  breathing  shell; 


which  the  women  wore  fur  the  purpoao  of  rcttrainlng  the 
•xabemice  of  the  boeom.  Vide  FoUim^  Ooomait.  Thus 
Martial:. 

Faicli  crcicentei  domtnic  compeice  pA|ii]l«j. 
The  women  of  Greece  not  only  wore  titii  tr*De,  but  ccm- 
dcmned  Ihemtelvct  lo  futlnK.  nnd  mmle  ii»p  of  rert*lri  dr ugs 
AFid  powdtTA  fur  the  name  imrpoj^".  To  the»e  'txpfdloLiLc  Ibt^y 
were  comiieltcd«  la  coiuirqiience  oftbi'if  fnelcgMOt  faiihion  of 
coiupreiiing  the  waJAt  luto .%  rcry  niirrow  rompusf,  whUh  oe- 
cftftMrily  caused  an  eitrcti^lve  tumJJii/  In  the  badom.  See 
Dioftcoride««  lib.  v. 

*  Xejf.  tamfaii/or  tko$e  airjffert-^ 

Ew'n  tu  be  tr&d  by  them  ttfre  tweet i]  The  lophkit  rbllot- 
tratuft,  ia  i>ne  of  hU  love-letLeri,  hai  tiorrowed  thl»  tbnught ; 
m  mitTH  9*itt,  w  uttXXPt  O^tttit^H,  v  rftrn>lmifA*fi  i>w  mm 
fitMMm^i*(  !«■  rmTisnt*  pn,  —  *"  Oh  lori'ly  feet  t  oh  mceUent 
beauty !  oh  ]  tbrke  happy  and  bk'tied  thould  I  br^  \{  you 
would  but  tread  on  tne  S "  In  Shakipeare,  Itomeo  dettro*  to 
be  e  glove :  — 

Oh  !  that  T  wore  a  glove  upon  that  hand. 
That  i  might  klai  that  cheek  1 
And,  In  hit  Fuiionalu  Pllifrltn,  we  meet  with  ati  Idcift  lome- 
wliat  like  that  of  the  thirltenth  line :  - 

Ue,  fpjing  her,  br>mjc'd  bn,  where  at  he  ttood, 
•*  O  Jove  V*  quoth  ihe,  "  wiij  was  not  la  flood?" 
In  Burton'f  AnAttitiiy  of  MelaiichoTy,  thut  whimilcaJ  far- 
TKg'a  of  ""  ttll  auirh  re-aillng  04  woi  never  read/'  we  flndatranu 
la^tJoTi  of  ihli  ode  tnade  before  ISSi.  —  "  Etigllihed  by  Mr. 
B.  Hull  day,  in  bki  Technof.  act  t  KCfieT," 

>  Acco  rd  kng  to  Ih  e  ordwr  in  wh  kb  Ihe  odct  mf e  uiuilly  placed , 
tbliA  (BiA*  A.«yui  AT{i<J«r)  form*  Ihe  ftfit  of  thr  icriei ;  and 
li  thought  to  be  peeulldrly  detlgtiecl  sa  an  introdiicLiun  lo  ihe 
re»t.  It  howcTCr  charnrterl*e»  ihu  geului  of  the  TeUn  but 
yery  inadequnlely,  bj  wSne,  the  hiirdcn  of  hit  iiyt,  !■  not  eveu 
mentioned  hi  It : 

■        cum  multo  Venerem.  confundero  mcro 
Precepit  Lyricl  Tela  Mu»a  aenit.  Otro. 

The  twenty- alxlh  Ode,  Hu  fu*  ^*yuf  rm  BnCttt,  might,  with 
jiut  BJt  much  propriety,  be  plocpd  at  the  head  of  hi*  magM. 

Wc  find  the  at-utimcut  of  the  otic  before  ui  ftipresaed  by 
Bion  with  niuth  limplkity  in  hii  foorih  WyL  The  above 
tranilatlon  li,  perh^ipt,  too  pardphrattictil ;  but  the  ode  hal 
hceo  to  frequently  tranaluted,  that  1  could  notoi}i(?rwl*oaro{d 
tH tenet*  aiid  repetition. 


^ 
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In  all  the  glow  of  epic  fire, ' 
To  Hercules  I  wmke  the  lyre,^ 
But  still  itfl  fiunting  siglis  repeat^ 
**  The  talc  of  love  alone  is  sweet!" 
Then  fare  thee  weli^  seductive  dreanii 
That  mad^st  me  follow  Glory^s  theme; 
For  thou  mjr  lyre,  and  thou  my  heart. 
Shall  never  more  in  spirit  part ; 
And  all  that  one  has  felt  &o  well 
The  other  shall  ai  sweetly  telU 


ODEXXtV.* 
To  all  that  breathe  ihe  air  of  bcsven, 
Some  boon  of  strength  has  Nature  given* 
In  forming  the  roxyestic  bull, 
She  fenced  with  wreathed  horns  his  skull  j 
A  hoof  of  strength  she  lent  the  stecd^ 
And  wing'd  thif  timorous  bare  with  speed. 
She  gave  the  lion  fkngs  of  terror, 
And,  o'er  the  ocean^s  crystal  mirror, 
Taught  the  unnuraber'd  scaly  throng 
To  trace  their  1  liquid  path  along; 
While  ibr  the  umbrage  of  the  grove, 
She  pltim*d  the  warbling  world  of  lo"?e. 

1  In  all  the  glotp  t^  epic  fire, 

7b  HercutfM  I  vttk*  Uu  lfre.\  Mndune  DAd«r  g«ner«lljf 
traiitlftt«»  Xvfii  into  a  lutu,  whfcti  1  l>cUcre  U  J{i«cctiriil(<. 
*'  D'expUquer  ULfre  dMBUckcni  {tayt  M.  SorrI)  fiit  ud  luth, 
e'«it  Icnorer  la  diObreoee  qu'll  j  a  eat  re  cm  deux  Instrument 
de  mudque/'— UfA/ito^TiM  Fntn^te, 

t  But  *till  itt  fainting  iig/U  repeat, 

*'  Tke  tale  qfio^  alone  u  $teeetl  "}  Tbe  vord  mitT»$m4i  In 
tli«  original,  tniy  Iroplj  that  kind  of  miulcaJ  dialogue  prac. 
tUcd  bj  the  aiKienla,  la  whkb  the  lyre  wa«  mada  to  rcipond 
to  the  quef^tioiu  propOMd  bj  Ibe  linger.  Thii  wai  a  ine«bod 
which  Sappho  u««d.  aa  we  are  told  by  Hermogeocf ;  "  irm* 
fi|«  Awfsf  ic»ni  2««f«,  mmi  irmf  mvr^  mw»Mit$ifTmi.'^  ^Jl*t$ 

*  Haaif  StiqiiMm  faa«  itnitated  the  ldc«  or  thb  ode  In  the 
fullowtnf  IhMi  oTooe  at  hii  p^mi  :^ 
Frorlfta  dat  cunctii  Natura  animantibui  ariDA, 

Et  itia  roBtiilficuin  pouidel  arma  fiirn'tu, 
UogulAquc  ut  der^^ndit  c^qtiiira.  atquc  utcomua  tnunim, 

Armata  eit  formA  fcemiua  pukbra  «uA. 

And  the  lanafl  thought  occurt  Id  th-a««  ttnef«  ipokea  bf 
I  In  Paftor  Fido : 


Cod  not  U  bel]«uA 

Ch*  i  tNsrta  uottra  ooel  pvuprlm,  eaam 

1a  roru  del  J«oii«, 

E  ringrfno  de  1*  htioiBO. 

The  Uoo  bouti  hli  aatice  powen. 

Add  lordly  roan  bt«  itrennth  of  mtmii 
But  beauty*!  charm  It  lolcly  our*, 

Peculiar  boon,  by  lleav'n  aatiga'd. 

*'  Ad  ekfaot  e\|»Uc«tIoa  of  lb*  beauUei  of  thlf  ode  {tayi 
Dcffcn)  laay  tie  found  In  Grloftia  an  den  Anmerk.  (iber  dulifs 
Odea  dot  Aoakr." 

*  n  mam  f*r  f aw,  im  tk^H  proud  Aour, 

Tkt  iMMm  qf  imiellcctu^  power.}    la  ipj  fint  atteinpt  (o 


To  man  she  gave,  in  that  proud  hoar, 
The  boon  of  iutellectuiLl  power.* 
Thcii|  what,  oh  woman^  vhat,  for  thee. 
Was  left  in  Nature's  treasury? 
She  gave  thee  beauty— mightier  far 
Than  all  the  pomp  and  power  of  war.* 
Nor  steel,  nor  Ere  itself  hath  power 
Like  womau  in  her  conquering  hour. 
Be  thou  hut  fair,  mankind  adore  thee. 
Smile,  imd  a  world  is  weak  before  thee!* 


ODE  XXV.y 

Once  in  each  reTolving  year, 
Gentle  hirdl  wo  fiod  thee  here. 
When  Nature  wean  her  ffummer-Teit, 
Thou  com'gt  to  weave  thy  ilmple  nestj 
But  when  the  chilling  winter  lowers, 
A^ttin  thou  seek'st  the  genial  bowera 
Of  Memphis,  or  the  shores  of  Nile, 
IVhere  sunny  hours  for  ever  amile. 
And  thus  thy  pinion  rests  and  rovea,^ — 
Alaa  !  unlike  the  swarm  of  Loves, 
That  brood  within  this  haplesi  breast, 
And  never,  never  change  their  nest!* 

tnuulalff  thii  od«,  T  bad  tntertirv'Lcd  ^tni/im^  with  Baxter  and 
BarTi«i,  a«  Iniplylng^  courage  and  military  9lrtu«;  Imt  t  do 
not  thtoJi  that  ihe  galLantr}-  of  the  14e«  fudbrt  t^  tlw  lfl»|KPrt 
wbtcb  I  bavo  now  glvan  to  IL  For,  vhy  nevd  we  coiuldrr 
ChU  pouMMloD  of  wlidqiKi  U  tKrlufttre  ?  and  in  truth,  at  th« 
dcflgn  of  Anocmmli  to  tttimato  tb«  trcaaure  of  beauty,  above 
aU  the  reiC  wlilcb  Nature  hu  dlitrlbaiod,  k  U  pcrbap*  errn 
refining  up^m  tbe  delicacy  of  Ibe  complliD«nt,  to  prefer  the 
rwliauce  of  Teniale  charmt  lo  tht  cotd  llltmiliijitiora  of  witdom 
and  prudence ;  and  to  ihink  tbat  wamen't  ejct  are 

-^ — .  the  b<K)lu.  the  acadrmle^t. 

From  whi*nco  doth  iprlng  tbe  true  Promeibca&  Are. 

S  She  garr  thee  beauty  —  mtfihtier/ar 

ThamtitikepQmpamlpotrerqftrar.]  Tliwi  AcUdleaTatliiii 
^-  mtt>J.H  «{tmfW  n  i|atr*,n  /3iX«bf ,  aci  ttm  v^m  affBmXiMm  ut  vw 

wound*  more  awlHtlf  than  ibe  arrov^  and  paiitm  ClirdOBb  Uie 
eje  to  the  very  ftoul ;  for  tbe  eye  b  tbe  Intet  bo  iW  vounda  of 
lore,'* 

>  Be  OUm  but  fair,  mantinft  adure  tkee. 

Smite,  and  a  trortd  it  vrak  tte/^trt  thee  /}  Lomceplorre*!  r«' 
mark  bere  la  lageDfout  :^'*  The  Romani/*  aayi  be*  "  wer* 
to  eanrln<ed  of  tbe  power  of  beautf « tt>^*t  they  ut<»l  a  word 
Imptf  log  itreDgth  tn  ihe  place  of  tlie  epithet  beauUruL  TIkttt 
Ptautui,  aet  ».  tee&e  %  Bacelikl. 

SM  B«cehU  vttom  fbrtli  tlM  ? laa. 

*  Fortii.  Id  ett  formoka,*  aay  Serrltu  aod  Nocilut.** 

t  We  liat e  bvre  another  ode  addreauid  to  tli«  awallow.  Al- 
twrtl  h**  Irattoted  both  In  out  poei 

Percb*  b  plaogm  al  tiM  c 
RocidfDclla  Importunai  Ac. 

■  AUu  I  umlike  the  itearm  qf  Lovee, 

That  brood  wilhin  thii  kapletM  breast. 

And  newer ^  newer  dkange  tJkeir  ne»t  f  \  Tbm  Lo»e  fa  repre- 
■entcd  a«  a  bird,  in  asi  epigram  died  b^  Longeplerrv  from  tha 
AntbologU :  — > 
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Nor  naTal  arms,  nor  mailed  steed. 

H           TWjfizl]ieirMBddw«miigbei«; 

Have  made  this  Tanquish'd  boaakn  Meed  ; 

^M          Aad  MBM  Hieir  iidknt  plmnagie  try. 

No  —  *twas  from  eyes  of  liquid  blue. 

^H          And  on  m  tender  vinglet  flj; 

A  host  of  qniTer^d  Cupids  flew  ; 

^H           Wliile  in  tbe  ilidl,  impregn'd  with  fires, 

And  now  my  heart  all  bleeding  li^ 

Beneath  that  anny  of  the  f^ret  I 

^^^^^  And  aome  tn  lbfmle«s  embryo  sleeping. 

^^^^M  Tbm  paopledy  Eke  the  remaX  grore^ 

^^^^B  Iff  Wtaaft  nsounds  with  wnrbting  LoTCf ; 

ODE  XXVIT.> 

^^^H  Oat  nzdim  imps  the  other^s  feather, 
^^^^B  Then  tvin-desires  they  wing  together. 

Ws  read  the  tying  courser's  name 
Upon  his  side,  in  marks  of  flame  ; 
And,  by  their  turbon'd  brows  ajone. 
The  warriors  of  the  East  are  known. 

^^^H  And  &et  si  they  Ihos  take  their  filght, 
^^^^r  SaSl  other  urchins  spring  to  light. 

^H           Bot  k  there  then  no  kindlj  art, 
^^M           To  chase  th4*se  Cupids  from  my  heart; 

Bat  in  the  loTer'JB  glowing  eyea, 
The  inlet  to  his  bosom  lies  ;^ 

^^B           Ah,  no!  I  fear,  in  Kadne^  fear^ 
^H          Thej  will  for  ever  nestle  here  t 

Through  them  we  see  the  smidt  ialnt  mark, 
Where  Lore  has  dropped  his  bnnung  quu-k  ! 

i 

^                                     ODE  XXV  L»                                  ' 

ODE  XXV11L> 

^H           TsT  harp  ms  J  sing  of  Troy*!»  xitajnis, 

As,  by  his  Lemnion  fbrge*s  flame. 

J 

^H           Or  tell  the  tale  of  Theban  arms  ; 

The  husband  of  the  Papblon  dame                      1 

■ 

^^M           With  other  wars  tny  song  shall  burn. 

Moulded  the  glowing  steel,  to  form      .                 1 

■ 

^^M           For  other  woaads  my  harp  shall  mourn. 

Arrows  for  Cupid,  thrilling  warm  ; 

T  was  not  the  crested  warrior's  dart. 

And  Ycuus,  as  he  plied  his  art, 

Thai  drank  the  current  of  my  heart  ; 

Shed  honey  round  each  new-made  dart. 

Mm  ^M  lw«*/uv  w  mtmm  itx«r  ifwrfr. 

Iml  few  have  turned  the  thovirht  fo  natnnUly  a*  Anaereota, 

Oh^s  Ic  ipr>«  wtitutf  «•  xXmtf  litMfif  §tfu. 

Boniard  glres  lo  the  ejrei  of  hU  mlitreu  "  un  pattt  camp 

(Mr  imi,m  §try^  tmm/tfunr,  mXX"  vr*  ^tiftm 

d'amouri." 

>  Tbti  ode  foroii  a  part  of  the  precpdlng  in  the  Vatican  MS., 

but  I  hare  coDforoH-d  to  the  edition*  Ln  tranilating  them  s»- 

parateli. 

*n«  Love  that  munouri  In  mjr  breiui* 

*►  Compare  with  thii  i*aj%  Degen)  the  poem  of  Rxmler 

And  wuktB  me  abed  ibe  tecrrc  testf  t 

Wahrsekhen  der  Ltebe,  in  Lyr.  BlumeuleM,  lib.  It.  p,313/* 

yor  daj  nor  olglit  1117  soul  b«th  rc&t. 

*  Bvi  m  fh*  ltwr*i  gknrMf  e^rt. 

For  &»fbt  and  daf  hit  tolee  1  hear. 

The  intet  to  kit  hotom  lit* ;]    *'  We  cannot  fee  tnto  the 

A  wo«iod  vithJQ  mf  h«vt  1  find, 

tieartt'*  vaj%  Madnao  Dsder.    But  the  lover  9in«ircri  — 

Aod  oil  1  'tU  ftlain  wherv  Lov«  hu  brcn  ; 
r«>r  Ailt  be  iMTM  A  wOTtDd  behind* 

n  cor  ne  gtl  occhl  et  De  b  l^ronLe  bo  »critto. 

Sodi  Si  irUhio  mj  bean  li  teen. 

Bl,  La  Fotte  hu  giren  the  Tollowlng  linu.  ai  ealarg Lag  ou 

<>It.  ijtrd  of  Le^e  t  with  long  to  dnw. 

the  thought  of  AnAcreoci :  — 

MAkr  ooc  my  mkiI  the  iM»t  of  pain ; 

Lonque  je  volt  on  unant. 

Buc.  \wt  the  vtog  vhtch  brou^Ut  thee  herv. 

tl  cache  «n  TsiD  ton  lounneDt, 

Id  pity  vaik  th««  bence  agala  ! 

Al  le  trsblr  lout  codi^ire, 

1  «  The  G«riiiaii  poet  V»  ku  Imlratcd  tbti  ode.    Cofiip«f« 

8a  laafinmr,  •on  embarrai. 

■Iw  WeUM  Sebert.  Uodcr,   lib.  bL.  d«f  Soidat.^     Gail. 

Tout  ce  qu'il  petit  Iklre  ou  dire, 

Dfwu 

Mtew  ce  qu'il  oe  dit  paf . 

•  Jf^  —  *hpatfram  e^ft  &f  U^d  tluf 

In  Tain  the  iover  triet  to  Tell 

A  ioaf  iffmhtr'4  Cupids  Jttw  |]    Loftgi'plerre  bo*  quiHird 

The  flame  that  In  liU  bocom  lie^  ; 

y«ft  of  an  epflfram  fnxn  the  icrmtb  book  of  ihc  Anibologia, 

Hit  choeki*  confiuton  tell*  the  tnle, 

«lilA  hn  a  ftaacj  tomciblns  like  thl«. 

We  read  ii  In  hi*  languid  eye*  : 

Ov  ^  AiXi^^Wt 

Aod  while  hii  word«  the  heart  hctrajr. 

HU  lilcnce  ipeakt  ct'd  more  than  thej. 

Af«h«r  Lo^  I  tbomsh  illiy  crwpin^t 

*  Thl*  ode  1«  referred  to  bj  Li  M«)the  te  Vayer.  whn,  1 

Well  1  kJM»«  »her«  Ibou  dtMt  tin  ; 

(leliete,  wa*  the  author  of  that  curloUf  little  work,  called 

1  M«  tbee  throv«ti  th«  curUln  peeping, 

'"  Hexmncrun  Ruttique."    He  makes  tiio  of  this,  at  welt  m 

That  frinfet  Zcnopliclia't  *rye. 

Ibe  llilrty-aflh,  In  hti  Ingenlinii  hut  Indelicatci  explanation  of 

( 

Hnmer*a  Care  of  the  Nf  mpbi,  —  Joumee  Quatri&me. 

1 

J 
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Wblle  Love,  at  hand,  to  finish  all, 

Tipp*d  every  arrow *«  point  t* lib  gall  i  ' 

It  chanc'd  the  Lord  of  Battles  cjuiie 

To  visit  that  deep  cave  of  t1aine» 

*Twii  from  tlie  miiks  of  war  he  niah'd 

Hi»  spear  with  many  a  life -drop  blusli'd  { 

He  saw  the  fiery  darts*  aad  smird 

ContemptuouB  at  tl*e  archtT-chiid. 

"  ^^liat  !  "  said  the  tirehin»  **  dost  thon  mmllc  ? 

Here,  hold  this  little  dart  awhile. 

And  thou  wilt  Bud,  though  swift  of  flight, 

My  holts  are  not  so  feathery  lighL" 

Mara  took  the  shaft  —  and,  oh,  thy  look. 
Sweet  Venus,  when  the  sliaJl  he  took  I  — 
Sighing,  he  felt  the  urchin's  art, 
And  cried,  in  agony  of  heart, 
"  It  ii  not  light —  I  gink  with  pain  I 
Xake  —  take  thy  arrow  hack  agaiu»" 
"  No,"  said  the  child,  "  it  nin^t  not  he  ; 
That  little  dart  waa  made  for  thee  t " 

*  IrVkite  Love,  at  hand,  tojtnuk  ntf, 

Ttpp^d  riftrff  arrow' $  point  trith  gatt  j]    Th  ui  Pftudkii :  — 
LulMintur  g^mlni  fotiHf*,  hie  iltitclt,  omtni* 
Alter,  d  tnfutU  corrumj3lt  mt-Ui  ven^nU, 
Unde  CupldluFU  armavit  ta\,mn  uiglttu. 
In  Cjrprui'  )«le  two  rippling  FountAln*  rull. 
And  one  with  honof  flov*.  And  one  witb  gt.l\ ; 
tn  thete,  if  we  mar  take  th«  UUc  rrotn  fame, 
The  fao  of  Venu*  dlpi  bit  dnni  of  Ilame. 
Stf«  Akiatui,  cml>lvia  9i.,  on  th«  rlo4«  con  nee  I  j  qui  wli.1ch 
»ub»lit«  lietweon  iweeti  and  biU«*ri.    "  Apca  ideo  punimnt 
(M/ii  PetroniujiK  quUi  ubi  dkiioe,  ll)i  el  aclduim  iiivpn|ie«." 

Th©  alidg^cal  deicri[>(liin  of  Cupid'i  emptoimeni.  la 
Hotace,  nwj  tI«  vLth  thli  txTfon*  ni  In  i^incj,  Uiuiif  h  not  In 
dtfilcacj  J  — 

^ fc^nii  H  Cuptda 

Sflfnper  ardentei  arueni  tafiltM 
Cot«  cmnoti. 
And  Gujikl,  tharptftilnf  all  hit  fiery  diarti. 
Upon  a  whetitona  itaf  n'd  with  blood  of  hdarti. 
Utamdm  bat  borrowed  Ihli,  butliai  tonicwbit  utiUoed  Die 
init>  hf  tiM  ooiUitoii  of  tbt  cfiltliat "  ctqmiU.*' 

FaUor  ao  ardeut««  auruebat  cot*  ugltlat  ?    Elef .  1. 
3   YtM—to9imgi$itpuinfuithrm^ 

4tt^  not  t«  l«Pt  mart  paif\fut  ttitt  i  Jfr,]  The  fallowing 
Atiaerrfintlc.  addrMMd  by  Mi*n«ts  to  DaqIiM  Huet,  mfori^i^ 
wkth  much  gracw,  *>>«  **  iwPC<?«ity  of  loylnif :  "  — 

Hftt  n*Tf«f  Atfvii^A  'Tirrw*. 
0iXMi^»i « fnMf I 

T*  TWHB  nu  la^tf  t*4#«#»i 

Tj  >'  •#«•  j^rwr'  Ff«^*«  t 
As*»t|  !««»  i#T«  ^vjciiff  * 

•  Thl*  UiH  la  k«rm«d  fh>n  »  •H«riiBi  ^  A^M*  of  Mlylna  vMA 


ODE  XXIX. 

Yes  —  toring  is  a  painful  thrill, 

And  not  to  love  more  puinful  sliU  j  • 

But  oh,  it  is  the  worst  of  pain, 

To  love  and  not  be  lov'd  again  I 

Affcctioo  now  has  fled  from  earth* 

Kor  fire  of  geoius,  nohle  birth, 

Nor  heavenly  virtue,  eao  beguile 

Proti}  beauty's  cheek  one  faTotuiog  smile. 

Gold  is  the  woman^s  only  theme. 

Gold  ia  the  woman's  only  dream. 

Oh  I  never  be  that  wretch  forgiven  — 

Forgive  him  not,  iodlgnnnt  heaven  ! 

Whose  grovelling  eyefl  could  first  adore, 

Whose  heart  could  pant  for  sordid  ore. 

Since  that  devoted  thirst  began, 

Mmm  has  forgot  to  feel  for  man  ; 

The  pulse  of  social  life  is  dead, 

And  all  its  fonder  feelings  fled  t 

War  too  has  ffuUied  Nature's  charma, 

For  gold  provokes  the  world  to  arms : 

KmrmMUfUtmn:  «i«4{ii. 

4i]ll*jbU:r  iin,  'Tlrrt, 

A)i««r  )i  JUtlif  Mvtv 
*A^<Mif  Ifvncr  itfM0f 

Tfaoti  i  of  tuitf^ful  barili  tiu*  ftnt. 
Thou  i  bj  «1i  th«  Clriirc-a  nurst  ; 
Friend  I  earti  otiier  n:i«iid  aborre. 
Come  with  mr,  nnd  Irum  to  iuvir. 
Loving  ii  «  ftlmpie  lort^t 
Grater  imeo  have  learn *d  Iwfore ; 
May,  Um  boiAt  of  formv r  affti, 
WUctt  of  ilu!  wiaejt  i^ige*, 
Sophroniiciu*  prudent  son, 
\^'ai  liy  iove'i  liTtution  wmu 
Oh  I  bow  hwiTjr  iife  wouM  nift¥<». 
If  we  knew  not  how  to  tope  I 
hQ^e'%  a  whrtMiont?  to  tlic  mind  \ 
Tbui  'U*  polntrd,  thuJ  rr fined. 
When  th^  Muf  dojeded  il«>*, 
Lore  cab  waft  ft  to  the  %k\t%  ; 
Wiien  tn  languor  tteept  tltr  brart, 
LoTt  can  wake  It  with  hb  diirt; 
Wb«fi  the  mind  \»  dutt  atid  dark, 
Lmrecan  iight  It  with  hit  ip^rk  I 
Come,  oh  I  corae  then^  Ir-t  ut  haata 
Aii  the  hliit  of  lot*  to  taste  \ 
Let  Ui  love  Ijoth  night  asid  day, 
Let  tia  lote  our  1 1  ret  away  I 
Aad  when  heartt,  frmn  lorltif  fr«v, 
{ If  Indeed  such  hcarfa  there  be  J 
Frown  uprm  our  fen  tie  lUpnc, 
And  the  tweet  delaflon  blume  i 
Thit  ahall  bo  mjr  only  < 
(CouliJ  I,  coutd  I  wtib  ( 
May  they  ne'er  the  i 
Of  the  tmlle  frami  llpi  vt  love  I 


I 
J 


^^^^^^^T^^w 

1                                                   ODES  OF  ANACREON.                                            25 

And  oh !  tJsc  wofsi  of  all  its  arfx. 

It  reads  isimder  lortng  hearts 

ODE  XXXt.3 

Aem'd  with  hyacintliine  rod, 
(Arms  enoogh  for  such  a  god,) 
Cupid  bade  me  wing  my  pace. 

And  try  with  him  the  rapid  race. 

ODB  XXX.* 

O'er  many  a  torrent,  wild  and  deep, 
By  tangled  brake  and  pendent  sleep, 

*TwA0  in  A  iDockiiig  dream  of  ntght  — 

With  weary  foot  I  panting  flew, 

I  fkacied  I  had  wmgt  as  light 

Till  my  brow  dropped  with  chilly  dew*  5 

As  a  jooog  bird^s,  and  fiew  .is  ficet ; 

And  now  my  soul,  exhausted,  dyifig. 

While  Lore,  around  Trhosc  b^nateoits  fet.% 

To  my  lip  was  faintly  flying  ;  * 

1  kaew  not  vhT,  hung  chains  of  lead^ 

And  now  I  thought  the  f^park  had  fled, 

Puraned  me,  ai  I  trembliag  fled  ; 

Wbt*n  Cupid  bover'ii  oVr  my  head. 

And,  atrange  to  saj,  va  awiil  as  though t. 

And  fiLuning  light  his  breezy  pinion. 

Sfrite  of  mj  phuoiis,  I  was  caught  \ 

Rescued  my  soul  from  death's  dominion  ;  ^ 

'Wfaai  does  the  wantoo  Fancy  mean 

Then  siiid,  in  accenu  half- reproving, 

By  such  a  strange,  illuflve  scene  ? 

"  Why  hast  thou  been  a  foe  to  loving  ?  ** 

I  fioir  she  whispers  to  my  breast. 

Thai  yooy  sweet  maid,  hare  stol'n  its  re«t ; 

That  though  m j  fancy,  for  a  whjJe^ 

Hath  hung  on  many  a  woman's  sratle. 

ODE  KXXIL« 

I  won  diaaolr^d  ^ch  passing  row. 

Strf.w  me  a  fragrant  btd  of  leaves. 

And  ne'er  was  canght  by  lore  till  now  1 

Where  lotus  with  the  myrtle  weares  ; 

*  BSrms  tesghw*  from  thr«  nlU-gorj.  that  our  poet  ntifrted 

*  Till  frtjf  bmu>  dropp'd  ttith  tkillj^  dfu*.]    t  have  followed 

vcvf  In*  la  Ufe.    Bm  1  M«  noting  in  the  od«  which  oUudn 

tbow  who  read  ntft*  id^Af  for  mi^tt  Hf^t ;    the  rorracr  if 

p«rtl]r  authodfted  by  th«  MS.  which  read*  xttfir  fifm. 

mA  I  a«rw  In  tbe  ofifnion  of  Hadaioe  Dader,  In  her  life  of 

*  And  now  my  foul^  e^kauiWd,  djfMgt 

la*  focf.  ca«  iM  ra  alwajs  tao  fond  of  pt«uure  to  iciart7. 

Tttmyiip  tpaa  faititiy  JtpiHg  i  4r.]     In  the  orfginAl,  he 

1                >  Tha  dMlgii  of  Ibit  little  Action  Is  tu  liitljnAte.  thAt  much 

safi,  hit  heart  dew  to  hu  no*** ;  liut  uiir  majjner  muru  nutu- 

1            ^mtm  pia  «ttcndi  isunuitritlty  than  can  tver  recult  from 

r«lly  tr!m»feri  it  to  the  lip*.    Sucti  it  th*  tOect  that  I'lrtto 

ft            tlwtiiidaml  totpPeteiocK  of  loye>  LoofcpfnTe  hju  quoted  «n 

telli  ui  ho  Tett  Croin  a  kl»i,  in  a  dl«tk-h  quoted  hj  Auliu 

^L. ,  '  mOoA  cpi«nBB  which  htmn  uxme  limllitudi;  Ui  thU  ode :  - 

OeUliu 

^^'           Lecto  eooijiotilitt,  «lx  prfma  tiltmlU  nrvtlj 

Tfi»  4'^x^^  Aymii^m  fiA**.  lev  x^Xftm  ifxt*. 

CvprhaiQt  tt  lomno  lcnnln«  victa  dabam  ; 

Hkd*  y*^  i4  rXnu^n  m<  IisIm^^^ii^ 

Ctirn  me  tffvus  Amor  prrn«um,  tur«timqiie  capiUis 

Whrne't'r  Ihy  nccUrM  kUi  I  st^i, 

C«rttat,  et  lj£«nun  pervlgUar^  jub«t. 

And  drink  tliy  hreathi,  In  Irancc  divine. 

My  ftoul  ihrn  flutter*  to  mj  iip. 

^eiiu  to,  ioliu,  dure  jacere  pote«  ^ 

Ueadj  in  fly  and  taX%  with  thine. 

Omna  liar  topniio,  oultum  Hvr  expodla. 

Aului  Gclliui<  lubjolpa  a  paraphraje  of  tiiii  eptirram,  in 

*  Vwm  prcfarov  naae  ire  piget ;  ninumquc  redire 
Pvalttt  i  ct  podtM-  est  lUre  ria  au^dia, 

which  we  And  a  number  of  tho»e  mignarditet  of  ex.pre»fcion, 
irbitii  taskxVi,  the  eHemination  oi^  the  Ludn  t4Dtiia^. 

*  Andfannitg  h'^hi  hit  trfi'z.tf  pinion. 

fit  voiacruni  cantus,  turbtique  Ada  coiiuni. 

RtscHcd  tut/  foui  from  dca(h'»  dominion  ;]    "  Tbe  fnrliltr 

with  which  Cupid  recoven  him.  aifrninca  that  the  >wcrt«  of 

El  ae^nor  hnperiuin,  uere  Cuptdo,  cuuni. 

love  make  ui   i-asily  forget  a.ny  lolicltudes  wbieh  he  may 

Upoo  tu/  coitch  1  bj»  si  olght  proroujid, 

ooeaiioa.'"^  La  Fotu* 

*  We  here  have  the  poet,  in  hii  true  tltribiilpa.  ritlini'ni 

I                    What  Cof^  CUM  and  match  d  me  from  mf  bed. 

Dprm  myrtlct,  with  CupliI  Tor  t^ii  cwp-hicAter.     S^mc  Inter- 

Aad  ftorcM  Bit  Qiaor  «  vfiarT  way  to  tread. 

pretert  hare  ruined  tiie  pUrture  by  miiiiing  ll^tt;  the  tuime  of 

**  Wfast  r  (aitd  the  fod)  »ball  fou,  whote  voiri  are  knowD 

hit  f1ate>    None  but  Lotb  »bouid  (ili  thf?  j^nblei  of  Anncreon. 

WlM»  lo»tt  ao  man  J  njmpht,  thiu  sleep  ftlone  >  '* 

Sappho,  in  one  of  her  fragmc'nlft,  hai  a««iigned  thiA  offiie  to 

t  rie*  lad  fellow  ;  «U  the  night  I  itray. 

Yenui.    KxQtf  Euvit^  xi^"^"-*"'"  *'  *b\iMimwn  kQ^»n  rvfAjM- 

UoalMiasr'd,  tremhllnr,  douUful  of  wj  waf ; 

fiuyfdMfn  ^mXi^Jin  »i«T«f  tinx.*****  rmrmwt  rti  tntf^Mf  iftrnt 

"naeloff  «kh  naked  foot  the  pAlnfctl  trJick. 

f^timrvi 

Loch  to  procaad,  yet  teu-ful  to  go  bjuk. 

Which  may  be  tbu*  paraphrased  :  — 

Yet,  at  that  hour,  when  Nature  ic«mi  inlerr'd, 

Hither,  Venui,  queen  orkij;»ef. 

KoT  wrhllaf  bird*,  our  lowing  Oodu  are  Heard, 

Tbi»  fiiall  be  the  night  nf  bliwes  ; 

1.  1  alone,  e  f^tif  e  from  reft. 

Thli  the  nigiit,  to  (VientUbip  dear. 

Frnmltm  mj  gyiJe,  and  mtdnttt  in  mj  liroait, 

Thou  sha.it  ij>e  our  Hebe  here* 

Wander  the  world  around,  unknowing  where, 

Fiii  the  goidmi  bri miner  high. 

Thft4ls*«  of  love,  tbe  ticUm  of  d««piilr  ! 

Let  it  flparlLle  like  tbJne  eye  ; 

1^ 

* 

^ 
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And  while  in  Iuxnry*ii  dream  I  sink. 
Let  mc  Lhc  balm  of  Bacchus  drink  1 
In  this  &wcct  hour  of  revelry 
Young  LovL*  shall  my  attendant  be  — 
Drest  for  the  task,  with  tunic  round 
His  snowy  neck  and  shoulders  bound, 
Himself  shall  hover  by  oiy  side, 
And  minister  the  racy  tide  ! 

Ob,  swift  aa  whe^^b  that  kindling  roll, 
Our  life  is  hurryinjar  to  the  gonl : 
A  scanty  dust,  to  feed  the  wind, 
Is  111]  ihe  trace  'twill  leave  behind. 
Then  wherefore  waste  the  rose's  bloom 
Upon  the  cold,  insensate  tonih  ? 
Can  flowery  hreexe,  or  odour's  breath. 
Affect  the  still,  cold  Gensc  of  death? 
Oh  no  I  I  a«[k  no  balm  to  steep 
With  firagmnt  tears  my  bed  of  steep: 
But  now,  while  ever}-  pulse  is  glowing. 
Now  let  me  breathe  the  l>alsam  flowing  j 
Now  let  the  rose,  with  blush  of  lire, 
Upon  my  brow  in  sweets  expire ; 
And  bring  the  iiymph  whose  eye  hath  power 
To  brighten  even  death's  cold  hour. 
Yet,  Cupid  I  ere  my  shade  retire. 
To  join  the  blest  etysian  choir, 
With  wine,  and  love,  and  social  ehcer, 
III  iiuike  my  own  elysiuni  here  I 


ODE  XXXI tLi 

'TwAS  noon  of  night,  when  rountl  the  pole 
The  sullen  Bemr  is  seen  to  roll ; 
And  mortals,  wearied  with  the  day, 
Are  slumbering  nil  their  cares  away  : 
An  infant,  at  that  dreary  hour. 
Came  weeping  to  my  silent  bower. 
And  wak*d  me  with  a  piteous  prayer, 
To  shield  him  from  the  midnight  air. 
"And  who  art  thou,"  I  waking  cry, 
"  That  bidat  my  hli««fy  visions  fly?"* 

Bid  the  rwy  cunrui  fiuh. 
Let  It  m  otitic  liVe  thy  hHuth. 
Oodkleia,  hA«t  thou  e*rr  aimtm 
8««o  «  fcMt  «o  rich  Id  love  ? 
Kut  «  KHil  ItiAt  ta  not  iiihi«>  I 
Not  «  toul  tliat  It  out  iHifie  ! 

*'  CoBipttm  with  UUa  ode  (njri  tH«i  G<inna.a  catnincDtUar) 
tli«  bsMftifbt  pcwm  In  Bjunler*!  I.3rr.  BtunoiliMv,  lib.  Iv. 
p.  BC,  *  Amur  ala  DlitiAr/  '* 

*  M.  B«ni«nl,  the  gutthar  of  L' Art  d*Atin«r,  h«i  written  a 
baXlmt  eaUad  "  hm  Siirpritca  do  1' Amour/'  hi  whkh  the 
tMl4«n  of  the  third  antrr*  W  AtMcnoa,  and  tlie  vtory  of  thb 


*'  Ah,  gentle  sire !  "  the  inlhnt  said, 
"  lo  pity  take  me  to  thy  shed  ; 
Nor  fear  deceit ;  a  lonely  child 
I  wander  o*er  the  gloomy  wild. 
Chill  drops  the  rain,  and  not  a  ray 
Iltumes  the  drear  and  misty  way  I " 

I  heard  the  baby's  tide  of  woe  ; 
I  heard  the  bitter  night -winds  blow  ; 
And  sighing  for  his  pitioiis  fate, 
I  trinjtn'd  my  lump  und  op'd  the  gate, 
'Twas  Love  I  the  little  wand'ring  sprite, > 
HiB  pinion  spurkled  through  the  night 
I  knew  him  by  his  bow  and  dart ; 
I  knew  him  by  my  fluttering  heart 
Fondly  I  take  him  in,  and  raise 
The  dying  embers"  cheering  bla/e  ; 
Press  from  hifi  dank  and  clinging  hair 
The  crystals  of  the  fVeealng  air. 
And  in  my  hand  and  bosom  hold 
His  little  fingers  thrilling  ccdd. 

And  now  the  einbera^  genial  ray 
Had  warm'd  his  anxiotis  fears  away  \ 
**  I  pray  thee,"  said  the  wanton  child, 
(My  bosom  trembled  as  he  smiFd.) 
**  I  pray  thee  let  me  try  my  bow. 
For  through  the  rain  I've  wander'd  so. 
That  much  I  fear,  the  midnight  shower 
Haji  injurM  its  elastic  power." 
The  fatal  bow  the  nrchin  drew  ; 
Swifl  from  the  string  the  arrow  flew  ; 
As  £:wii\ly  flew  &£  glnncing  flame, 
And  to  my  inmost  spirit  came  ! 
"  Fare  tliee  well,"  I  heard  bim  say, 
As  laughing  wild  he  wingM  away  ; 
**  Fare  thee  well,  for  now  I  know 
The  rain  baa  not  re  Ian 'd  my  bow  j 
It  still  can  tend  a  thrilling  dart. 
As  thon  shaU  own  with  all  thy  heart !  ** 


I 
t 


of 


ode  tUKjcrtti  onr  of  tbe  tcenei C£ufT«t  lie  1 

•cma4ih. 

The  (ierniAa  anuoiatur  referi  ui  here  U>  an  I 
Ui,  lib.  Hi.,  "^^  Amor  and  •t-ln   BrtMkrri" 
KMtt,  ''  dlt  nHluBf."     La  FuDUino  hm  I 
rather  Imluted,  thli  ode. 

*  "  And  vko  art  ikon."  I  waHmg  crff^ 
**  1%ot  bkT^  mp  bliu/ul  wsionsjfit  ^  * ']    A  n^creon  afiprftr* 
to  have  bMO  a  voluptuuf  errn  In  drcaminur,  tty  tha  llvrly' 
regret  which   be  expreuet    a|    being  disturbed    frotn    hU 
Tifloiurf  enjorn^ent*.    S«e  tho  odet  a.  aod  xxxvLL 

>  'TVitf  r^rr!  the  time  ^tmm^rimg  »prite,  fc-l    See  tlw 
bmaatul  tUrftcrfption  oT  Cupid,  bj  MoKhui,  in  bl»  tnl  Mft 
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ODE  XXXIV.  1 

Ob  thou,  of  all  creation  Uest, 
Sweet  insect,  that  deligfat'st  to  rest 
Upon  the  wild  wood*!  leafy  tops. 
To  drink  the  dew  that  morning  drops, 
And  chirp  th  j  song  with  such  a  glee,  * 
That  happiest  kings  maj  enry  thee. 
Whaterer  decks  the  Telret  field, 
Whate*er  the  circling  seasons  jield, 
'Wkaterer  bods,  whatever  blows. 
For  thee  it  bods,  for  thee  it  grows. 
Nor  jet  art  thoa  the  peasant's  fear. 
To  him  th  J  friendly  notes  are  dear ; 
For  thoa  art  mild  as  matin  dew ; 
And  still,  when  sommer's  flowery  hoe 
Begins  to  paint  the  bloomy  plain. 
We  hear  thy  sweet  prophetic  strain ; 
Thy  sweet  prophetic  stnun  we  hear. 
And  bless  the  notes  and  thee  rerere  I 
The  Moses  lore  thy  shrilly  tone ;  ^ 
Apollo  calls  thee  all  his  own  ; 

1  la  a  Latin  ode  addretMd  to  th«  (rtMhopper,  Rapin  haa 
prraerred  tuiDC  of  the  tbooffats  of  our  author :  .— 
O  qo*  Tireoti  gramfaiis  fai  toro. 
Cicada,  blaade  aidla,  et  berhidoa 
Sakos  oberraa,  otioaoa 
logenioM  ciere  cantua. 
Seu  forte  adnltb  lloribus  incubas, 
Csli  cadods  ebria  fleUba»,  Ac. 
Oh  thoa.  Uiat  oo  the  grasaj  bed 
Which  Nature**  Tcmal  hand  has  spread, 
Rcclioest  toft,  and  tun'st  thj  song. 
The  dewy  herbs  and  leaves  among  ! 
\l'h«ilier  thoa  ly'st  on  springing  flowers. 
Drunk  with  Uie  balmj  morning-showers. 
Or,  Ac. 
iM«  what  Licetus  sajrs  about  grasshoppers,  cap.  93.  and 
IV». 

s  Amd  ekirp  CAy  »<mg  wilk  $mek  a  gUe,%c.'\  **  Some  authors 
hare  aflbmed  (sajrs  Madame  Dacier),  that  it  is  only  male 
graMhoppers  which  sing,  and  that  the  females  are  silent ; 
and  on  this  circumstance  b  founded  a  bon-mot  of  Xenarchus, 
the  cooode  poet,  wlio  says  ur*  uen  m  rtmyu  •»»  uimftmu, 
in  rms4  rwMufn  mi*  in  wf  ^mm  iy< ;  *  are  not  the  grasshop. 
pers  happy  in  baring  dumb  wires?"*  This  note  is  ori- 
ginally Henry  Sceptien's  ;  hot  I  chose  rather  to  make  a  lady 
my  authority  for  it. 

>  TV  Mmaes  lore  tkg  skrtUg  toiu  ;  %e.^  PhUe.  de  Anfanal. 
Proprtetat  calls  tbb  insect  Hmrmt  ^Ak,  the  darling  of  the 
Vases ;  and  Mmmw  ifMv.  the  bird  of  the  Muses ;  and  we 
ind  Plato  compared  for  his  eloquence  to  the  grasshopper,  hi 
the  following  panning  lines  of  Timoo,  prescrred  by  Diogenes 


Ttm  ravTwv  I*  ryttv  yXsTwmsrsr,  «AA*  mytfurm 
'HSmtw  nTn($9  i0^yfm9H,  «'  ^*  'Emmitiftm 

This  last  line  b  borrowed  from  Homer's  Iliad,  >>,  where 
(here  oecnrs  the  rery  same  simile. 

*  MekMomtinMect^ekadttfeartk^  Longepterre  has  quoted 
the  two  flnt  lines  of  an  epigram  of  Antipater,  from  the  flrst 
book  of  tho  AoChologIa,  wiMre  be  prefers  the  grasshopper  to 


'Twas  he  who  gare  that  Toice  to  thee, 
"Tis  he  who  tones  thy  minstrelsy. 

Unworn  by  age*s  dim  decline. 
The  fiMleless  blooms  of  youth  are  thine. 
Melodioos  insect,  child  of  earth, « 
In  wisdom  mirthful,  wise  in  mirth  : 
Exempt  from  erery  weak  decay. 
That  withers  vulgar  frames  away ; 
With  not  a  drop  of  blood  to  stain 
The  current  of  thy  purer  vein ; 
So  blest  an  age  is  passed  by  thee. 
Thou  seem*st — a  little  deity ! 


ODE  XXXV.* 

CcpiD  once  upon  a  bed 

Of  roses  laid  his  weary  head ; 

Luckless  urchin,  not  to  see 

Within  the  leaves  a  slumbering  bee; 

A^sM  rtmym4  /iifcr»<  Sf«r«r,  my>jt  wmm 

In  dew,  that  drops  from  morning's  wings. 

The  gay  Cicada  sipping  floau ; 
And,  drunk  with  dew,  his  matin  sings 
Sweeter  than  any  cygnet's  notes. 
»  Theocritus  has  tanitatcd  this  beautiful  ode  in  his  nine- 
teenth  idyl ;  but  b  very  Inferior.  I  think,  to  hb  original,  in 
delicacy  of  point  and  nairettf  of  expression.    Spenser,  in  one 
of  hb  smaller  compositioas.  has  sported  more  diffusely  on 
the  same  subject.     The  poem  to  which   I  allude,  begins 
thus:  — 

Upon  a  day,  as  Ix>Te  lay  sweetly  slumbering 

All  in  hit  mother's  lap ; 
A  gentle  bee,  with  hb  loud  trumpet  murmuring. 
About  him  flew  by  h^,  &c.  Ike 
In  Almeloreen's  collection  of  epigrams,  there  b  one  by 
Luxorius,  correspondent  somewhat  with  the  turn  of  Ana- 
creon,  where  Lore  complains  to  hb  mother  of  being  wounded 
by  a  rose. 

The  ode  before  us  b  the  rery  flower  of  simpUrity.  The 
bi&ntine  complainings  of  the  little  god,  and  the  natural  and 
impressire  reflections  which  they  draw  from  Venus,  are 
beauties  of  inimitable  grace.  I  may  be  pardoned,  perhaps, 
for  introducing  here  another  of  Menage's  Anacreontics,  not 
for  its  similitude  to  the  subject  of  tbb  ode,  but  for  some  fkint 
traces  of  the  same  natural  simplicity,  which  it  appears  to  me 
to  have  preserred :  — 

£{«r  rtr*  if  x*C*'"^ 

Tn*  i*»t  ftkrr  K«(<tMC». 
'fU  u)lt,  if  wf0;  mvrr.t 

AihtfMM.(  TV  XU^t  mrrtrf 

KCMri<vV<^ 
£9«^  ittivrnfmrrmt. 
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The  bee  awak*d — with  anger  wild 
The  bee  awak'd,  and  stung  the  child. 
Loud  and  piteous  are  his  cries  ; 
To  Venns  quick  he  runs,  he  flies  ; 
**  Oh  mother  I  —  I  am  wounded  through  — 
I  die  with  pain —  in  sooth  I  do  I 
Stung  by  some  little  angry  thing, 
Some  serpent  on  a  tiny  wing — 
A  bee  it  was — for  once,  I  know, 
I  heard  a  rustic  call  it  so." 
Thus  he  spoke,  and  she  the  while 
Heard  him  with  a  soothing  smile  ; 
Then  said,  **  My  infant,  if  so  much 
Thou  feel  the  little  wild-bce*s  touch, 
How  must  the  heart,  ah,  Cupid !  be. 
The  hapless  heart  that's  stung  by  thee !  " 


ODE  XXXVI.i 

If  hoarded  gold  posscss'd  the  power 
To  lengthen  life's  too  fleeting  hour. 
And  purchase  from  the  hand  of  death 
A  little  span,  a  moment's  breath, 
How  I  would  loTC  the  precious  ore  I 
And  every  hour  should  swell  my  store  ; 

As  dmnclng  o'er  the  eiuunell'd  plain, 
The  flow'ret  of  the  virgin  train, 
My  ftoul't  Corlnna  lightly  play'd. 
Young  Cupid  law  the  graceful  maid ; 
Ho  saw,  and  in  a  moment  flew. 
And  round  her  neck  his  arms  he  threw  ; 
Saying,  with  smiles  of  infant  Joy, 
**  Oh  !  kiss  me,  mother,  kiss  thy  boy ! " 
Unconscious  of  a  mother's  name. 
The  modekt  virgin  blush'd  with  shame  I 
And  angry  Cu|vld,  scarce  believing 
That  vision  rould  be  so  deceiving  — 
Thus  to  mistake  his  Cyprian  dame  ! 
It  made  ev'n  Cupid  blush  with  shame. 
**  Be  not  asharo'd,  my  boy,"  I  cried. 
For  I  was  lingering  by  hit  side ; 
*'  Corinna  and  thy  lovely  mother, 
neliifve  me,  are  so  like  each  other, 
That  ciearrst  eyes  are  oft  betray'd. 
And  talie  thy  Venus  for  the  maid." 
Zitto,  io  his  Capprlriusi  Pensieri,  has  given  a  translation 
of  this  ode  of  Anacrcon. 

I  Kontenrlle  has  translated  this  ode,  in  his  dialogue  be- 
tween Anacreon  and  Aristotle  in  the  shades,  where,  on 
weighing  the  merits  of  both  these  personages,  he  bestows  the 
prise  of  wisdom  upon  the  poet. 

**  The  German  imitators  of  this  ode  are.  Tossing,  in  his 
poem  *  Oestem  BrUder,'  Ac. ;  Olrim.  in  the  ode  *  An  den 
Todt'  and  Hchmidt  In  der  I'oet.  Blumenl.,  GottJug.  1783, 
p-7.**  — Drgns. 
•  Tkmt  when  Death  emmte,  teitk  skmdoirp  ptnton. 

To  trttfl  metoUi  kiettk  domimkm,  ^c]    The  rommenu- 


That  when  Death  came,  with  shadowy  pinion. 
To  waft  me  to  his  bleak  dominion,  < 
I  might,  by  bribes,  my  doom  delay, 
And  bid  him  call  some  distant  day. 
But,  since,  not  all  earth's  golden  store 
Can  buy  for  us  one  bright  hour  more 
'Why  should  we  vainly  mourn  our  fate 
Or  sigh  at  life's  uncertain  date  ? 
Nor  wealth  nor  grandeur  can  illume 
The  silent  midnight  of  the  tomb. 
No —  give  to  others  hoarded  treasures — 
Mine  be  the  brilliant  round  of  pleasures  ; 
The  goblet  rich,  the  board  of  friends. 
Whose  social  souls  the  goblet  blends ; ' 
And  mine,  while  yet  I've  life  to  live. 
Those  joys  that  love  alone  can  give. 


ODE  XXXVII.4 

'TwAS  night,  and  many  a  circling  bowl 
Had  deeply  warm'd  my  thirsty  soul ; 
As  lull'd  in  slumber  I  was  laid. 
Bright  visions  o'er  my  fancy  pUy'd. 
With  maidens,  blooming  as  the  dawn, 
I  seem'd  to  skim  the  opening  Uwn ; 

tors,  who  are  so  fond  of  disputing  "  de  lanA  caprinA,**  have 
been  very  busy  on  the  authority  of  the  phrase  n*  tu  hwtxa 
MtAftf.  The  reading  of  ;»*  «»  %m»mtrH  unXAi.  which  De  Me- 
denbach  proposes  in  his  Amcenitatet  LiterarisF,  was  already 
hinted  by  Le  Fevre,  who  seldom  suggests  any  thing  worth 
notice. 

3  The  goblet  rich,  the  board  qf friends. 

Whose  soa'al  souis  the  goblet  blends  ;  ]  This  communioo 
of  friendship,  which  sweetened  the  bowl  of  Anacreon,  has 
not  been  forgotten  by  the  author  of  the  following  sdioUum, 
where  the  blessings  of  life  are  enumerated  with  proverbial 
simplicity.  'Tyuttpur  f*t9  uftm»  mnifi  ^mr^.  Auntfm  )t, 
««A«r  fv9if  ytnrBau.    T«  t^^tm  d«,  wkmtUf  tAsknf*    Vint  v» 

Of  mortal  blessings  here  the  flrst  is  health. 
And  next  those  charms  by  which  the  eye  we  move ; 

The  third  is  wealth,  unwoundlng  guiltless  wealth. 
And  then,  sweet  intercourse  with  thoee  we  love  I 

<  Compare  with  this  ode  the  beautiful  poem  *dar  Tranm* 
of  Vtr  —  Drgen. 

Le  Fevre,  in  a  note  upon  this  odo,  enters  into  an  elaborate 
and  learned  Justification  of  drunkenness ;  and  this  is  pro- 
bably  the  cause  of  the  severe  reprehension  which  he  ^pcars 
to  have  suffered  for  his  Anacreon.  "  Fuit  olim  (ateor  (says 
he  in  a  note  upon  Longinus),  cum  Sapphonem  amabam. 
Sed  ex  quo  ilia  me  perditissima  fonnina  pene  miserun  perdU 
dit  cum  scelcratissimo  suo  congcrrone,  (Anacreontem  dico, 
si  nescis.  Lector.)  noli  sperare,  &c.  &c."  He  addocas  oo 
this  ode  the  authority  of  Fiato,  who  allowed  ebrieCy,  at  tha 
Dionysian  festivals,  to  men  arrived  at  their  fortieth  year. 
He  likewise  quotes  the  following  line  from  Alexis,  which  ha 
says  no  one,  who  is  not  totally  ignorant  of  the  worid,  cm 
hesitate  to  confess  the  truth  of:  — 
OvSiif  #»X«r*rqr  srvnr 
**  No  lover  of  drinking  was 


ever  a  Tkloiis  I 


r 
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Ligfat,  cm  tiptoe  batli'd  in  dew. 

Oh  'tis  from  him  the  transport  flows, 

We  flev.  and  iport«d  ss  ve  dew ! 

N^liich  sweet  intoxication  knows ; 

9amt  rvBAj  ttriplmgB  who  look*d  on — 

And  briUiant  graces  learn  to  bloom,                  i 

Witli  ehecki,  that  like  the  wine-god*^  dioiie. 

Saw  me  efaflung,  free  and  vtld, 

Behold!— mjr  boys  a  goblet  bear. 

*IWa»  blooming  maids,  aod  Uylj  smird; 

Whoac  iparkling  foam  lighu  up  the  air. 

Staul'd  indeed  vidi  wanton  glee« 

Where  are  now  the  tear,  the  sigh  f 

TlaoQ^  none  could  dpabt  they  eovied  me. 

To  the  winda  they  fly,  they  fly  I 

And  Mill  I  flew  — and  now  had  caaght 

Grasp  the  bowl ;  in  nectar  sinking  t 

Tke  putiiig  nympha,  and  fondly  thought 

Man  of  sorrow,  drown  thy  thinking  I 

To  gttlicr  from  each  rosy  Up 

Say,  can  the  tears  we  lend  to  thought 

A  kiaa  that  Jove  himself  might  «ip — 

In  lifie'a  aoooant  aroii  iis  aught? 

Whea  andden  all  my  drt^ma  of  joya, 

Gbq  we  dtieem  with  all  our  lore, 

BhahtBg  symphB  and  laughing  iH^ys, 

The  path  weVe  yet  to  jouniey  o*er  ? 

AllwregooeP— -Ahw!"  1  said. 

Alas,  alas,  in  ways  so  dark. 

Sigbivg  fbr  th*  illusion  fled« 

TLs  only  wine  can  strike  a  spark  I  * 

**  Again,  tweet  sleep,  that  icenc  restore. 

Then  let  me  quaff  the  foamy  tide. 

Oh !  let  me  dmm  it  o*er  and  o*er !"  * 

Let  me  imbibe  the  spicy  breath 
Of  odours  chaf'd  to  fragrant  death; 
Or  ttoim  the  lips  of  love  inhale 

ODE  XXXVIII.s 

A  more  ambrosial,  richer  gale  I 

To  hearts  that  court  the  phantom  Care, 

Let  us  drain  the  nectar'd  bowl. 

Let  him  retire  and  shroud  him  there ; 

Let  na  raise  the  song  of  soul 

While  we  eichaa»t  the  ncctar*d  bowl. 

To  hrm,  the  god  who  loves  so  well 

And  swell  thi^  cboml  song  of  soul 

Tlie  nectar'd  bowl,  the  choral  swell; 

To  him,  the  god  who  loves  so  well 

The  god  who  taught  the  sons  of  earth 

The  neclar*d  bowl,  the  choral  swell  I 

To  ihrid  the  tangled  dance  of  mirth; 

Hkn,  who  was  onrs'd  with  in  fun  t  Love, 

And  cradled  in  the  Paphian  grove; 
Hiai^  thai  the  snowy  Qiu^^n  of  Charms 

So  oft  has  foodicd  in  her  anna.* 

1   tt^n  Nuf4n«  aii  *»»  'ircnw  <itj"Vf, 

wblcli  Mvmi  to  bint  Uvat  "  Love*!  Mtj  fiiTaiin  vn  lost,  wbaa 

not  coocealcd." 

J4t  «*crr  f««rn    "  Nooou*  MT*  ^  Baorhiw,  alioott  In 

^  AtoMt  atai.  In  w^»  «o  dark. 

ta*  Msv  wonU  ti%at  Aiucrmm  luet.— 

'  TiM  OHtf  whu  cam  ttrikt  a  spark !  ]    The  bre*  ity  of  life 

Ej^e^WMT  U 

Altowf  argumcnti  for  the  voIuptUMj  «*  well  u  tite  JOorAlltt. 

Umfjkfm  M«  is<t^#i*  Km  tAiAj*  mAtt  tmmn." 

AtDonf  mafij  panUlel  piuMpe*  which  Ixingrepierre  hu  ad- 

duced, 1  thAll  content  mjiclf  with  thU  ppignun  tram  the 

Tk*  ajBpti  bad  ftvlfld  (rtm  hit  tftus ; 

AntbologlA. 

A^dn  to  tlainbcT  h«  nur'd. 

AaslB  to  elup  the  •badowj  mftkl.         LoNOOititKB. 

*£X«*M<»4  »ipAj««f  ^of^Mur  Kfi(.i4-»»«#> 

S  •*  /f«ni,  MVtf  «A«lp»  <*4i«  Jcrnf  rrUert, 

*Fu«(;  J  xm^ttf^  %m  fi4*f*  UTm  tb  A.«f«-a 

OA'  tnmat  4ream  Uo*rr«mdo'fr  t  *'}  TkKtttf  Jahtmm>  in 

Tn^*f  mmktmu,  mui  n  rtXt  ^u»mn4. 

Of  which  the  fultoving  !•  a  pttrBphraMf  r.^ 

«f  ilMNa<ht»  U>  detoel  aa  Imltaticm  of  loca^  UKient  poet,  allude* 

Let'i  fly,  my  lof«,  ftwm  aocmdajp'i  beam. 

To  plunge  ut  in  jrou  cooling  ttrc^un  ; 

•  t  <H«d  »■  tiMp  agiaa,*lb9  wytlK»r  Imllat«»  Aiucreoo,  »ho 

We*ll  pu*  In  mirth  the  crenlng  hour  i 

li^  U  W  «Df  ocImv  rub,  the  Mm*  with  on  the  «*n)e  occMlon/ ' 

'Til  thuji  our  Age  of  btUt  ihail  flf , 

*  "*  C:omp«r«  vith  (hi*  bnotUUl  odir  to  Daccbui  the  v«ri«fl 

Ai  ivriTt,  tUuugh  pAMJngu  th«t  ligh, 

AVhkh  »eem»  to  whUper  o*cr  your  lip. 

i..»i.  ac.  *c/*— ja<3rr«. 

'-  Corae,  while  j'ou  majr,  orra$»ture  ilp." 

<  nam,  tkmi  1k£  mfivjf  Qmten  qf  Charm* 

For  ajj^e  will  ileal  the  graceful  form, 

U^  km  J^mdUd  Ht  ktr  mrrn*,}    Uchert^ttas,  upon  t1t» 

Wtll  chill  Che  pulfe,  while  tbro6hlng  ir»nn  ; 

And  lieaih— *liw  1  that  hcarti,  which  thrill 

Cjtbmrwmf  llie  nvac  of  Venus,  wt^  tt  mvIu*  t«wV  i<*rf , 

Like  jouTi  Mid  mine,  ihould  e'er  lie  ttill  t 

1 

■  _ 

J 

. 

i 
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ril  gather  Joy's  luxuriant  flower*, 

ODB  3LXXIX. 

And  gild  with  bliss  my  fLidlag  hours  ; 

How  I  ItiTe  t!ie  festiTe  boy, 

Bacchus  shall  hid  my  wi niter  hloom. 

Tripping  tliroygh  the  dance  of  joy  1 

And  Venus  dance  me  to  the  tomh  I  » 

How  I  love  the  mellow  sage, 

,■ 

fimiling  through  the  Tell  of  age  I 

^H 

And  whune  er  this  man  of  years 

■ 

In  the  dauce  of  joy  appears. 

ODE  un.                             ^M 

Sqows  may  o'er  his  head  he  fluog. 

When  Spring  adorns  the  dewy  scene,                     H 

But  his  heart — his  heart  is  young.  > 

Cow  svf'eet  to  walk  the  velTet  green,                       H 
And  hear  the  west  wind^s  gentle  sigba,                   ^M 
As  o*er  the  seented  mead  It  6ies  !                          I^| 

How  sweet  to  mark  the  pouting  vine,                    ^H 

ODE  XL, 

Heady  to  burst  in  tears  of  wine  ;                             ^| 

f  KNOW  that  Heaven  hath  sent  me  here 

And  with  some  maid^  who  breathes  hut  love, 

1 

To  run  this  mortal  life*8  career ; 

To  walk,  at  noontide,  through  (he  grove,  * 

1 

The  scents  which  I  have  journeyed  o'er, 
Return  no  more  —  alas  !  no  more  ; 

Oh,  is  not  this  true  happiness  ? 

1 

And  all  the  path  Fvc  yet  to  go, 
I  neither  know  nor  ask  to  know. 

■ 

■ 

Away,  then,  wizard  Care,  nor  think 

f^TlV   Yf  11   ft                                                        ^^^1 

Thy  fetters  round  this  soul  to  link ; 

nuts    Ai^ll.* 

■ 

Never  can  heart  that  feels  with  me 

Yt;s,  he  the  glorious  revel  mine, 

■ 

Descend  to  he  a  slave  to  thee  !  * 

Where  humour  sparkles  from  the  wine. 

1 

And  oh  i  before  the  vital  thrill, 

A  round  me,  let  the  youthful  choir 

1 

Which  trembles  at  my  heart,  is  still. 

llespond  to  my  enlivemng  lyre ;                             IH 

1  ^$totr$  may  o'er  hit  head  he  finng. 

which  he  niakeA  htm  promulgate  the  pr«c«pCi  of  good  feUa«> 

■ 

But  kti  ktart^hiM  heart  U  y<mng,'\    Sufnt  FaTio  mukM 

•lilp  even  from  the  tomtL 

■ 

tibo  Mine  4Jliti»ctla»  lo  m  lunnfiC  to  a  jounf  girt* 

naAA4tj(4  M4'  T*S'  Aurmt  mm  i»  ruf^Cw  li  $fifrm. 

I 

Jr  saU  bii»f*  quo  Ics  dr4tin£'r« 

ttiXrif  r^flT  fmirrv*  ^fJL^^Cmktflk.  s«*l». 

■ 

Oat  iiiAl  c(»nip«»e  dm  annit«f  \ 

Thii  IpAion  oft  In  llCe  1  «ung, 

■ 

No  reffanliix  quo  isuu  anwur ; 

AikI  from  my  gtAfe  I  »tlll  thall  cry. 

M 

Feul-iM^re  on  teres  voui  ontie. 

"  Drbdc,  mortal,  drtnk,  ivhtlo  ttmn  1#  young. 

M 

tl  e«t  Jeuno  ct  n'otC  quo  do  jour, 

Ere  death  ha4  mad«  thae  cold  at  [.'* 

V 

nellc;  [t|j.  que  Jb  TCKii  aJ  toe. 

«  And  vith  Mtrmt  maid,  wka  hre^thet  bta  /p»r. 

Ami  1  full  iDAiijr  A  yo«r  have  told  \ 

To  vraUc,  at  rKHmttde,  iftr^gk  tJkegr&we,}  Thus  i1orw«:~ 

But  read  tbe  heart  and  not  th«  brow» 

Quid  hjiliM  lllliu.  ttllui 

Tbou  thAlt  not  find  my  loro  ii  oW. 

QiiB  ■{ilrabat  amorcd, 

My  loT*'*  a  child  ;  And  Ihoii  cAiisl  Mjr 
Kow  much  hU  little  a^o  maj  be» 

Que  me  turpuerat  mlhl.              Llh,  lr.  Cam.  IS. 

And  does  there  then  reroala  but  tbii. 

For  ha  u  A«  bom  tht  very  d-iy 

And  hast  thou  lott  each  ru*y  ray 

WlMsn  flr*t  I  •«{  my  cjm  on  lh»*e  1 

or  her.  who  UrtMtb'a  the  kiuI  of  bllia. 

■  Krrer  ean  krart  tkaifeeh  ulth  me 

Atid  itola  nie  from  mytelf  away  * 

^  Tba  character  of  AancreoD  Is  hers  very  •trfUogly  dtptalvd. 

ppXfitKm  n-om  Uia  Anthologla,  on  accounl  of  the  similarity  of 

»  partk^iaar  plirafe.    Thiiujib  by  Wk  mcAUt  aaacrroiitic,  It 

warmth,  orabble  anil  endcarinir^    AmoOf  tba  eplftaBi  l»- 

U  marlLiMt  fay  an  tntereatlnf  •Implk-Uy  which  hsa  induced  me 

put«*l  to  Aoacrcon  ii  the  folJoiring  %  it  U  the  only  om  voitli 

to  pvapliraM  k.  and  may  alooo  Tor  lli  Inirualon. 

tntniUtion,  and  U  brc4thc»  the  muuo  ientiiaeiits  wllh  fUl 

EXrn  M.mi  ^  nxn  f^ym  X^t^^  ^**  >^*mv*  «^. 

od«:  — 

Ovitr  MM*  X*  ^f*"'  ^*"C*«  rmn  /*«t'  tfH, 

At  limffth  to  Fortune,  and  to  you. 

M|i«t«  mtu  fii|j/Mt  imMfvMtr*  ktfU. 

Drhitlv*  llop«  J  a  Iwl  *difii. 

AXk'irrit  Mmam  t%,  mm  «yX««  !*('  ApfAi^ 

Th«  cbaMii  (hat  mice  bc>)(uli'd  li  o'«r« 

^ 

And  t  h^tt  rcaeh'd  my  dntla'd  *bar«. 

When  to  the  Up  Uie  brimmlnjt  eup  Iji  presC, 

■ 

Away.  »mny,  rour  B  ittnrStTf  4rt» 

And  h»rtt  are  all  aao>iLt  upmi  It*  friM^Am, 

■ 

May  now  '                                r  l.oirti. 

TYi'm  banif h  frutn  my  board  th'  unpolUh*d  fuett, 

Aodyoo                                      WfiUig, 

Who  inakci  tbe  feai*  of  war  bU  barbarou*  lheiD0> 

And  the)                  ,                 irceirlag ! 

Out  hf h>it  the  nun,  who  oVf  hit  fublet  wreAthM 

The  Mu»e*«  laurel  with  tlie  Cyprian  «ow»r  t 

Amtyewtu  d^msr  meiQ  tke  tttmhf]  The  *am«coinmotiutor 

Oh  3  (tlve  me  tilin,  «ho*e  loul  expnA»tve  bmaalbea 

luM  qiiotMl  m  •pitaph,  irrinra  u^m  oar  pool  by  JulUn,  tn 

ODES  OF  ANACREON. 


31 


Aim!  while  the  red  cap  fbduns  akMig, 
Mingle  in  soul  ••  well  ••  soog. 
Tben,  while  I  sit,  with  flowret*!  crown'd. 
To  regnlate  the  goblet*!  roond. 
Let  bat  the  nymph,  oar  banqoet'i  pride. 
Be  seated  smiling  by  my  side. 
And  earth  hu  not  a  gift  or  power 
That  I  would  en^y,  in  that  hour. 
Envy !  — oh  nerer  let  its  blight 
Tooeh  the  gay  hearts  met  here  to-ni^it 
Far  hence  be  slander's  sidelong  woonds, 
Xor  harsh  dispute,  nor  discord's  sounds 
Disturb  a  scene,  where  all  should  be 
Attaned  to  peace  and  harmony. 

Come,  let  us  hear  the  harp's  gay  note 
Upon  the  breeze  inspiring  float. 
While  round  us,  kindling  into  lore. 
Young  maidens  through  the  light  dance  more. 
Thus  blest  with  mirth,  and  lore,  and  peace. 
Sure  such  a  life  should  nerer  ceasfe ! 


ODE  XLIII. 


While  our  rosy  fillets  shed 
Freshness  o'er  each  ferrid  head. 
With  many  a  cup  and  mxmy  a  smile 
The  festal  moments  we  beguile. 
And  while  the  harp,  impa8sion*d,  flings 
Tuneful  raptures  from  its  strings,  > 


1  Jmd  vkOe  the  harp,  impa$tkm*d,JUmgf 
Tvmrfmi  rmftmrrfrom  its  $trimg»^  ^r.]  Retpecting  the  bur> 
bit/jo  a  bo«t  oTauthnritie*  msjteeollecied.wliich^fter  all,  leare 
utirtoranC  of  the  nature  of  the  hutrument  There  b  scareriy 
any  point  upon  which  we  are  so  toUlljr  cminforroed  as  the 
Busir  of  the  andeoU.  The  aothors*  extant  opoo  the  sub- 
ject are.  I  hnacine,  little  understood ;  and  certainly  If  one  of 
tfaHr  moods  was  a  progressioo  by  quarter-tones,  which  we 
are  told  was  the  nature  of  the  eahannooic  scale,  simplicity 
was  by  no  means  the  characterirtic  of  their  melody ;  for  this 
te  a  nicety  of  progression,  of  which  modem  music  b  not  sns- 
crptible. 

The  hiTentioa  of  the  barblton  is,  by  Atheuras,  attributed 
to  A narrron.  See  his  fourth  book,  where  it  is  called  r«  ut^fut 
rm  A»«s«Mvv«r.  Xeanthes  of  Cyiicus,  as  quoted  by  Gyial- 
du.  asferts  the  same.  Vide  Ch^bot,  in  Horat.  on  the  words 
*-  l^etboum  barbiton,"  in  the  6rst  ode. 

s  Amd  f»k,  tke  amdnen  in  kit  tigk. 
At  o'er  kit  lip  the  accmit  die /]   Longepierre  has  quoted 
here  an  epigram  from  the  Anthologia :  — 

"StMnif  H9  *•  ^XrjtM.  rt  ym^  rrtuM  »tsrc{«r  t«>w. 
Xm  pu9um  rt  ftXnftm,  wtXm  rtt  t^arrm  rtranu/f. 

Of  which  the  following  paraphrase  may  give  some  Idea :  — 


Some  airy  nymf^  with  graceful  bound. 

Keeps  measure  to  the  music  s  sound ; 

Waring,  in  her  snowy  hand. 

The  leafy  Rarchanalian  wand. 

Which,  as  the  tripping  wanton  flics, 

Trembles  all  orer  to  her  sighs. 

A  youth  the  while,  with  looscn'd  hair. 

Floating  on  the  listless  air. 

Sings,  to  the  wild  harp's  tender  tone, 

A  tale  of  woes,  alas,  his  own ; 

And  oh,  the  sadness  in  his  sigh. 

As  o'er  his  lip  the  accents  die !  * 

Kerer  sure  on  earth  has  been 

Half  so  bright,  so  blest  a  scene. 

It  seems  as  Lore  himself  had  come 

To  make  this  spot  his  chosen  home ;  —  ^ 

And  Venus,  too,  with  all  her  wiles. 

And  Bacchus,  shedding  rosy  smiles, 

All,  all  are  here,  to  hail  wiUi  me 

The  (Renins  of  Festirity !  * 


ODE  XLIV.s 

Bin>9  of  roses,  rirgin  flowers, 
Cull'd  from  Cupid's  balmy  bowers. 
In  the  bowl  of  Bacchus  steep. 
Till  with  crimson  drops  they  weep. 
Twine  the  rose,  the  garland  twine, 
Erery  leaf  distilling  wine ; 
Drink  and  smile,  and  learn  to  think 
That  we  were  bom  to  smile  and  drink. 


Thr  Idis  that  she  left  on  my  lip. 

Like  a  dew-drop  sliall  lingering  lie ; 
*Tira»  oertar  she  gave  me  to  sip. 

'Twas  nectar  I  drank  in  her  sigh. 
From  the  moment  she  printed  that  klu. 

Nor  reason,  nor  rest  has  been  mine ; 
>fy  whole  soul  has  been  drunk  with  the  bliaa. 

And  frels  a  delirium  dirine ! 

*  //  teemt  at  Love  hirftte(fkad  come 

To  make  tkit  tpoi  kit  ek9tem  home  i —"]  The  introduction 
of  these  deities  to  the  festiral  is  merely  allegoricaL  Madam* 
Dader  thinks  that  the  poet  describes  a  masquerade,  where 
these  deities  were  personated  by  the  company  in  maska.  The 
translation  will  conform  with  either  idea. 

*  AIL,  aU  are  kere,  to  kaU  witk  me 

The  Geniut  qf  Fettiritp !]  Kmtue,  the  deity  or  genius  of 
mhth.  Philostratus,  in  the  third  of  bis  pictures,  gircs  a  very 
lirely  description  of  this  god. 

*  This  spirited  poem  is  a  eulogy  on  the  rose ;  and  again,  in 
the  6fty-flfth  ode,  we  sliall  find  our  author  rich  in  the  praises 
of  that  flower.  In  a  fragment  of  Sappho,  in  the  romance  of 
Achilles  Tatius,  to  which  Barnes  refers  us.  the  rose  is  Canri- 
fully  styled  "  the  eye  of  flowers ;  '*  and  the  lame  poetess,  in 
another  fragmi  nt.  calls  the  (arours  of  the  Mum  "  the  roses  of 
Pierla.**    See  the  notes  on  the  flfty.fiftb  ode. 

**  Compare  with  this  ode  (says  tha  GennaD  annotator)  the 
bewtiful  ode  or  Us.  *  die  RoM.*  ** 
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MOORE'S  WOEKa 


Rofe,  thou  art  the  fiwect«?st  flower 

That  ever  drank  the  anib«r  shower ; 

Ro«e»  thou  art  the  fondest  chJId 

Of  dimpled  Spring,  ihe  wood-nymph  wild. 

Even  the  Gods,  who  walk  Ihe  skjr, 

Are  amorouf  of  thy  scealed  sigh. 

Cnpid,  too»  in  Paphmn  ^Imdct, 

HiM  hair  wUh  rosy  fillt^t  braida, 

When  with  the  hlushiag,  sister  Graces^ 

The  wiiutou  winding  dance  he  traces.  ' 

Then  bring  me,  showers  of  rosea  bring, 

And  shed  them  o'er  me  while  I  sing* 

Or  while,  great  Bacchus,  round  thy  fihrine. 

Wreathing  my  brow  with  rose  nnd  vine, 

I  lead  some  bright  nymph  through  the  danoe,^ 

Commingling  soul  with  every  gbnce. 


ODE  XLV, 


Within  this  goblet,  rich  and  deep, 

I  cradle  all  my  woes  to  sleep. 

W^hy  should  we  breathe  the  sigh  of  fear* 

Or  ptjur  the  iinaviulmg  tear  ? 

For  death  will  never  heed  the  sigh. 

Nor  soften  at  the  tearful  eye ; 

And  eyes  that  sparkle,  eyes  that  weep, 

Must  ail  alike  be  seard  in  sleep. 

Then  let  us  never  vainly  stray, 

In  search  of  thorns,  from  pteasoreV  way ;  3 

>  ^kem  iPfiM  IM^  hltukfmg^  iiMier  GnteeM, 
The  uumtan  v^mdimg  danet  ke  lract»^']   *•  Thli  twc!«i  Idea 
of  Love  tlandoc  with  the  GracM,  ti  ^ImMt  peculiif  to  Aru- 
—  Drgrm, 


*  ftrad  tome  hrigki  n^mpk  Ikrougk  ihe  damoe,  ^J  The 
rfilthK  ^0^anr,  which  he  givn  to  the  nyoiph,  U  Ul«rsllj 
"  Aill'tiofoincd.*' 

*  Thnt  let  u$  ntrtr  vainly  Urajf, 

tm  tfAt^h  of  tkonu,  from  pteaaurt^i  v^^  ;  j|e.]  t  tiJtrt 
thut  pndeav mired  to  ranvey  the  tneAolnf  of  r*  h  ^^  fi*m 
rAmvttMAJ  i  according  to  R»gnl«r'f  par«pbrA»e  of  the  line :  — 

K  ch«  voj.  fiKir  d«lla  strada 
Pel  |[»1aeer«  aliaa  e  f  rvlUa, 
Vanefglarv  In  qtiMta  flta  ? 

*  The  faitldlotii  »ffbctat{oo  of  tome  cxumioentalorB  haa  da* 
oounced  thia  ode  a«  apurioui.  Degcn  pronouocca  the  Tour 
iMt  lliir*  to  lif  the  |Mit«h-«iLHk  of  •ante  tniaerahle  vtriUlcator, 
in4  Drunrk  cnndermtit  the  whole  ode.  tt  appears  to  Mi«i,  on 
tlw  eontrary^  to  he  eteffajitjy  j^niphicaJ ;  full  of  delicate  ei* 
preaaifoni  and  luxiirtaat  linasciy.  The  abruptuett  of  I2i  wm 
i«|ar  fmntrag  is  ttrlkfng  and  apiiited,  and  hu  been  imitated 
lallWf  laafuldlj  by  Horac«  :  — 

Vld«c  ul  alu  Atct  nire  candldom 
Soracte  - 

TiM  Imperatlra  •!•  la  tnOnlielr  nora  faapreialTe  $  _  w  In 


Bm  look,  Hm  mwut  In  ruaaet  mantle  clad, 
WelU  e^er  tlie  dew  of  yon  high  eaateni  hUl. 


But  wisely  quaff  the  rosy  wave. 

Which  Bacchus  loves,  which  Baochua  giLve ; 

And  in  the  goblet,  rich  and  deep, 

Cradle  our  crjiDg  woes  to  aleep. 


ODE  XLVU 

Bebold,  the  young,  the  rAsy  Spring, 
Gives  to  the  breexe  her  scented  wing; 
Wh'de  virgin  Graces,  warm  with  May, 
Fling  roses  o'er  her  dewy  way.  * 
The  murmuring  billows  of  the  deep 
Have  languish *d  into  flilent  sleep ;  * 
And  mark!  the  flitting  sca-hirda  hive 
Their  plumes  in  the  reflecting  wave ; 
While  cranes  from  hoary  winter  dy 
To  flatter  in  a  kinder  sky. 
Now  the  genial  star  of  day 
Dissolves  the  murky  clouds  away  ; 
And  coHur'd  field,  and  winding  atreani.'' 
Are  freshly  glittering  in  his  beam. 

Now  the  earth  prolific  swells 
With  leafy  bads  and  fiowery  bells  ; 
Oeimning  shoots  the  olive  twinet 
Clasters  ripe  festoon  the  Tine : 
All  along  the  branches  creeping,  • 

Through  the  vflvel  foliage  peeping, 
Little  infant  fruits  we  see^ 
Nnraing  Into  luxury. 

There  li  a  timplo  and  poeilcal  deteripttoQ  of  Sprlnf.  In 
CatuUu***  t>u4uUrul  farewcU  to  Bithjuia.    Caras^  44. 

Bamea  coojecturea,  tn  hi*  life  of  oar  poet«  that  Chia  ode 
waa  written  after  be  had  returned  from  Athena,  to  aettlc  In 
hlf  paternal  leal  at  Teos ;  where,  in  a  Little  filla  «l  aoow 
diitance  from  the  eity^  cocomaodifif  a  view  of  the  JCfeaii  Sos 
and  the  lalaiMla,  he  oootampLakad  the  biaotiei  of  natiuw  and 
enjoyed  the  foUdtlet  of  rctlreraeot.  Vide  Beraca,  la  Anac. 
Vita,  \  %%%r*  ThIa  auppoiilloa.  however  unantbcntkalcd. 
forma  a  pleaalng  asaociatlun,  which  rendera  the  poem  npfw 
tDtereatlnf. 

CbevriBu  aaya,  that  Gregory  Kavtanienoa  h««  paraphrased 
eomewlMre  thia  description  of  Spring ;  Init  I  ra&ixic  wawl 
with  It.    See  Cherreau^  CEuvrea  M^l^ea. 

**  Compare  with  thia  ode  <aaya  Degen)  the  veraea  at 
Hagedora,  hook  fourth,  *  dor  FrUhtlng/  and  iMolt  llAh,  *  4m 
Hal/" 

*  Wkilt  wirgim  Oraoa,  warm  iHtk  Ifey. 

Fling  woatM  «*er  her  4t»9  ^ttjf^}  De  Paaw  iiili,  Kfifaw 
^«  ^fMvrif ,  "  the  roeea  dlaplay  their  gnete.**  This  Is  vai 
unlng rnloua  t  hot  wr  lose  by  It  the  beauty  of  the  perteolAca- 
tlon,  to  the  holdueaa  of  which  Regnler  hiu  rather  frivolcMMly 
otyected. 

*  TAt*  mttrmurt'nff  hitloVM  t^iJke4eep 

Have  tanguith'd  inta  tiL-nt  aUcfi ;  4h«^.]  tt  haa  been  Jusllf 
remarked,  that  tli£  liquid  flow  of  the  line  evK^kiwtreir  j 
la  perfectly  expretdTe  of  the  irviMiuUllrj  whkch  it  i 

7  ^mf  aUinr'tl  JkU.  mad  winding  §frr*im,  |t-.]    By  4 
•f>w  **  the  works  of  nen*'  (aayt  Eaxler).  he  mrana  rldev 
templce,  sakl  tovrnf  ^  which  are  thm  illuminated  by  the  li 
of  tbeauD. 


ODES  OF  ANACREON. 


32 


ODE  XLVII. 

Tis  true,  my  fading  yean  dedine. 
Yet  can  I  qnaff  the  brimming  wine, 
As  deep  as  any  stripling  fiur, 
Whcwe  cheeks  the  flush  of  morning  wear ; 
And  if,  amidst  the  wanton  crew, 
Tm  called  to  wind  the  dancers  cloe. 
Then  shalt  thou  see  this  rigorous  hand. 
Not  &ltenng  on  the  Bacchant's  wand. 
Bat  brandishing  a  rosy  flask,  ^ 
The  only  thyrsus  e*er  Fll  ask  I  ^ 

Let  those,  who  pant  for  Glory*8  charms. 
Embrace  her  in  the  field  of  arms ; 
>^liile  my  inglorious,  placid  soul 
Breathes  not  a  wish  beyond  this  bowl. 
Then  fill  it  high,  my  ruddy  slave. 
And  bathe  me  in  its  brimming  wave. 
For  though  my  fading  years  decay. 
Though  manhood's  prime  hath  passed  away. 
Like  old  Silenus,  sire  dirine, 
"With  blushes  borrowed  firom  my  wine, 
111  wanton  *mid  the  dancing  train. 
And  live  my  follies  o*er  again ! 


ODE  XLVIII. 

When  my  thirsty  soul  I  steep, 
Erery  sorrow's  lulFd  to  sleep. 
Talk  of  monarchs  I  I  am  then 
Richest,  happiest,  first  of  men ; 
Careless  o'er  my  cup  I  sing. 
Fancy  makes  me  more  than  king ; 
GiTes  me  wealthy  Croesus*  store. 
Can  I,  can  I  wish  for  more  ? 


>  Bmt  hrmndisking  a  rotufieuk^  ^.j  Kwnt  was  a  kind  of 
leulicni  TMid  for  wine,  very  much  in  use,  as  should  seem 
by  the  prorerb  mnH  mmi  ^uXmmf,  which  was  applied  to 
those  who  were  intemperate  in  eating  and  drinking.  This 
prorerb  is  mentioned  in  some  rerses  quoted  by  Atheunis, 
from  the  Hesiooe  of  Alexia. 

*  Tike  onip  thgrnu  ere  FB  atk  /]  Phomutus  assigns  as  a 
reason  for  the  consecration  of  the  thyrsus  to  Bacchus,  that 
faiebriety  often  renders  the  support  of  a  stick  rery  necessary. 

*  Irp  leape*  mp  brow  entteiMmg,  ^.]  "  The  iry  was  con- 
secrated to  Bacchus  (says  Montfaucon),  because  he  formerly 
lay  bkl  under  that  tree,  or,  as  others  will  have  it,  because  its 
leaves  resenUe  those  of  the  Tine.**  Other  reasons  for  its 
consecratioo,  and  the  ue  of  it  in  garlands  at  banquets,  may 
be  found  In  Longepiene,  Barnes,  fte.  fte. 

<  Jrm  ge,  arm  jrr,  men  qf  mighty 
HoMtem  to  tke  MemgrnimeJItiki  ;]   I  have  adopted  the  Inter- 
preCatloa  of  Regnler  and  ocben : — 


On  my  yel?et  couch  reclining. 
Ivy  leaves  my  brow  entwining,  ^ 
While  my  soul  expands  with  glee. 
What  are  kings  and  crowns  to  me  ? 
If  before  my  feet  they  lay, 
I  would  spurn  them  all  away  ! 
Arm  ye,  arm  ye,  men  of  might. 
Hasten  to  the  sanguine  fight ;  ^ 
But  let  me,  my  budding  vine  ! 
Spill  no  other  blood  than  thine. 
Yonder  brinmiing  goblet  see. 
That  alone  shall  vanquish  me  — 
Who  think  it  better,  wiser  fiur 
To  fall  in  banquet  than  in  war. 


ODB  XLIX.» 

When  Bacchus,  Jove*s  immortal  boy. 

The  rosy  harbinger  of  joy, 

Who,  with  the  sunshine  of  the  bowl. 

Thaws  the  winter  of  our  soul —  * 

When  to  my  inmost  core  he  glides, 

And  bathes  it  with  his  ruby  tides, 

A  flow  of  joy,  a  lively  heat. 

Fires  my  brain,  and  wings  my  feet, 

Calling  up  round  me  visions  known 

To  lovers  of  the  bowl  alone. 

Sing,  sing  of  love,  let  music*s  sound 
In  melting  cadence  float  around, 
'While,  my  young  Venus,  thou  and  I 
Responsive  to  its  murmurs  sigh. 
Then,  waking  from  our  blissful  trance. 
Again  we'll  sport,  again  we'll  dance. 


Altri  aegua  Marto  fero ; 

Che  sol  Bacco  h  '1  mio  conforto. 

*  This,  the  preceding  ode,  and  a  few  more  of  the  same 
character,  are  merely  chansons  k  boire ;  —  the  eCTusions  pro- 
bably  of  the  moment  of  conTlTlality,  and  afterwards  sung,  we 
may  imagine,  with  rapture  throughout  Greece.  But  that 
interesting  association,  by  which  they  always  recalled  the 
convivial  emotions  that  produced  them,  can  now  be  little  felt 
even  by  the  most  enthusiastic  reader ;  and  much  less  by  a 
phlegmatic  grammarian,  who  sees  nothing  in  them  but  dia- 
lects and  particles. 

•  Wko^  with  the  tunthhte  qftke  bowl, 

ThavM  the  winter  qf  our  $oul—^c.'\  Avmin  is  the  title 
which  he  gives  to  Bacchus  in  the  original.  It  is  a  curious 
circumstance  that  Plutarch  mistook  the  name  of  Levi  among 
the  Jews  for  Aiw  (one  of  the  bacchanal  cries),  and  accord- 
ingly supposed  that  they  worshipped  Bacchus. 
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ODfi  L.) 

When  wine  I  qanS,  before  my  ejm  * 

Dreams  of  poetic  glory  rise  ;  • 

And  freshened  by  the  gobIei*8  dev«. 

My  sotil  invokes  the  Ueavenly  Muse. 

When  wine  I  drink,  all  sorrow *s  o'er; 

I  thick  of  doubts  and  fears  no  more  ; 

But  scatter  to  ihe  miUng  wind 

Each  gloomy  phaotota  of  the  mind. 

When  I  drink  wine»  th*  ethereal  boy, 

Bacehu*  himself,  partakes  my  Joy  ; 

And  while  we  dzmce  through  iremal  bowerSt  ' 

Whose  cvVy  brejLtb  comes  fresh  from  flowers, 

In  wine  he  makes  my  senses  swim, 

Till  the  gale  breathes  of  nought  but  him! 

Again  I  drinkfo^amd,  lo^  there  seemi 
A  calmer  light  to  fill  my  dreams  ^ 
The  lately  rufHed  wreath  I  spread 
With  steadier  hand  around  my  bead  ; 
Tbeo  take  the  lyre,  and  sing  **  how  blest 
The  life  of  him  who  lives  at  rest!'* 
But  then  comes  witching  wine  again, 
With  glorious  woman  in  its  tnin ; 
And,  white  rich  perfumes  round  me  riw^ 
Tbftt  seem  the  breath  of  woman's  sigba, 


J  TMbft  thlnki  thU  Od»  ipurloui  i  hut.  1  belt*»e,  he  h 
fclnjiiUr  111  till  oplntrvn.  It  hn*  All  thp  ipkrit  of  our  nut  hot. 
Like  the  wreiith  whkb  b«  pr«^»cut«d  io  the  dream,  "  It 
imelli  of  Aruicreon/' 

Tb«  (tma  of  the  OfHgliuil  ti  rcmftrkabli;.  It  li  a  kind  nt 
MfiK  of  MT«»  qiuttrsid  ttKnuu,  each  heglnntckg  with  tb«  line 
*Or'  tyti  trim  twt  »r>M 

Tbe  irtt  itAnM  alooo  Is  tncomptfte,  conilftLLQi  but  of 
ibinM  \intm* 

"  Comiwiti  »Uh  tbls  poem  (Mri  Deff«ii>  ttw  vertet  of 
Itiffdionit  llh.  v.,  'der  Wetn/  wbere  that  dtvlnis  poet  hu 
viOftoiMd  In  the  praJiet  of  wine/' 
S  Iflkf*!  yifiu  I  vtuuf;  b^ttre  my  rprt 
Drtmrnu  4^  poetic  ftorjf  riie  iJ     "  Anirreon  U  not  tbe 
im\j  one  (Mjrt  Lcmgeplerre)  mUom  wlin*  H««  Implred  irlth 
Wi>  flnJ  An  i^plgram  la  the  flrit  book  of  tbc  Antbo- 
vhlitrh  teglni  lhu«  :  — 

If  with  weirr  you  flll  up  joyf  f  Umm, 
You'll  nev^r  write  anjr  Iblnf  w1«« ; 
For  wlae'i  tbe  true  Iiotm  O'f  PlnuMUi, 
Which  csurlei  a  berd  to  tbe  iklee  f 
*  AwA  wkilr  vt  dsmce  iJkr^mgk  r^mat  btmtr$,  i(C,\   IS  •ome 
of  the  tmnileton  bad  ohtrrTed   Doctor  Tmpp'i  cmution, 
wUh  TWfftrd  to  wtXyma9wn  f**  It  mtffmHt  "  Csre  no  rceUini  In. 
IttUgae/*  Ihejr  would  not  hare   ipoiled  th«  ■Inipllcity  of 
Anerrron'i  (juicjr,  t>f  tuch  cxtraTtfant  coneeptloni  Si  Ibe 
Mlowlogt — 

Queod  J«  halt,  moo  iwii  I'lfiischie 
Q«e,  d«i»  itu  t<Hir1«f11an  pletn  de  parfWni  dlvafi* 
Baoclitti  tn'em^iofte  d«fi*  \**  nin, 
HeopUi  d«  ««  ll4|iMiur  dltlM. 


Bright  shapes,  of  e^ery  hue  and  form, 

Upon  my  kindling  fancy  swarm, 

Till  tbc  whole  world  of  beauty  leems 

To  crowd  into  my  dazzled  dreamt  t 

When  thus  I  drinks  my  heart  refines. 

And  riset  as  the  cup  deelines ; 

Rises  in  the  genial  flow« 

That  none  but  soeial  spirits  know, 

Allien,  with  young  revellers*  round  the  bowl. 

The  old  themselves  grow  young  in  scHil !  * 

Oh,  when  I  drink,  true  joy  is  mine, 

There^s  bliss  in  every  drop  of  wine. 

All  other  blessings  I  have  known, 

I  scarcely  dar'd  to  call  my  own  i 

But  this  the  Fates  can  ne*er  destroy, 

Till  death  o'ershadows  all  my  joy. 


ODB  Ll.i 


Fi,Y  not  thus  my  hrow  of  snaw« 
Lovely  wanton  I  fly  not  so, 
TboQgh  the  wane  of  age  is  mine. 
Though  youth  s  brilliant  flush  be  thine. 
Still  I'm  daom'd  to  sigh  for  thee, 
Blest,  if  thou  couldst  sigh  for  me  1 

OrthU:  — 

Indt  mJ  mens 
M«ntre  Urto  ebro,  deliro, 
Becrho  In  |ftro 
Per  Is  irsga  aura  ■rnsui. 

*  Hlwit,  vitk  pating  reiftUtrt,  roumi  the  bo*pi. 
The  aid  tk^nuelve*  grow  yomng  im  Momi  t  \ 
Gaifi  edition  of  AojB,ereioii«  wc  ftnd  aome  carton 
tbe  ^mrm  of  tbe  anel«n.ti,  whirb  apiMatwd  la  th*  FrvBck 
Journal*.  At  the  openlof  of  the  Qdton  la  Fsrls»  tiie  vian> 
aireri  of  that  fpectacle  reque»ted  Frofteaor  Qsll  lo  give  iImm 
«&ffiie  uncommon  name  for  their  fi^tee.  He  inigeeliJ  tihe 
word  *^  Thiaae/'  whkh  was  adapted  ;  hut  the  literati  of  ftrls 
qtmtitoiwd  tbe  pfoptietf  of  lh«  term,  and  addreiMd  tk«lr 
to  Gall  throufb  the  medium  of  th«  public  i 


)  Albertl  ha*  Imitated  ibti  ode ;  and  CapUupai,  fai  IIm  I 
owUif  epigram,  bai  given  a  verflou  of  It ;  — 

Cur,  LaLsffe,  niea  rita,  meo«  coobemnli  aaMwes  f 
Cor  fiifti  e  iKMtro  pulchra  puella  alnu  1^ 

Ke  fUgiaa,  «int  «par<a  licet  mea  tempora  eania, 
liM)iM  tuo  ro«eua  AUgeat  ore  color. 

Aap4ce  nt  intextai  dt^ceant  4(iMque  iore  eorottaa 
Candida  purpuret*  UIU  mists  roiii. 

Ob  !  whf  reprt  my  %o\iW  lmpaailon*d  von, 
And  flj,  beloved  makt,  tbete  longing  armi  ? 

If  It.  that  wintry  ttme  bai  HreiT'd  my  tmm. 
While  thLoe  are  all  the  lummer't  roieate  eHsmi  T 

See  the  Hch  garlaDd  cuU*d  In  Term]  wtSAtber, 
Where  the  jrounf  roMftmd  with  the  lUy  gtu«r»  \ 

So.  In  LoT«'«  vreatli  w  liotli  mwf  twlbe  together. 
And  I  ibe  Itly  he,  and  Ihoa  Che  roM. 


ODES  OF  ANACREON, 
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See,  in  jronder  floireiy  briii<i. 
Coif  d  Ibr  thiee,  id  j  httuhing  maid,  ^ 
Hotr  the  TOM,  of  orient  glow, 
Misglee  witii  tke  lily's  snow  ; 
Mark,  hov  sweet  their  tints  agree, 
Jm^  mj  ^t^  like  thfe  and  me  I 


Aw  AT,  iwm^,  ye  men  of  rules, 

WlMft  lttT€  I  to  do  with  schools? 

Tliey'd  make  me  learn,  tbey*d  make  me  tliinkf 

B4it  would  they  make  me  lore  and  drink  ? 

Teach  me  this,  and  let  me  swim 

My  iool  upon  the  goblet's  brim ; 

Tcacb  me  this,  and  let  me  twine 

Some  fimd,  responsiye  heart  to  mine, ' 

For,  age  begins  to  blanch  my  brow, 

Tre  time  for  nought  but  pleasure  now. 

Fly,  lad  cool  my  goblet's  glow 
At  yonder  fountain's  gelid  flow  *, 
m  qnaSI  my  boy,  and  calmlj  sink 
Tbia  aoul  to  slumber  as  I  drink. 
Sooo,  too  soon,  my  Jocund  slave, 
Tou'U  deck  your  masterls  gnaiy  griTe; 


Ca^4  fvr  CS«r,  wvff  khukimg  mat'df]  -'  tn  the  uinie 
■MaoBBT  ntat  Aaaercoo  pleadi  for  th&  whitcmcu  of  hit  locki, 
hvm  ttim  twmnj  of  Uip  colour  In  gftrUndt,  a  tbepberit,  Id 
Tfcaocrttm,  aodMvettn  to  recommeiul  hii  black  balr :  — 

Kjv  «*  m  ft**-**  Urru  MU  •  ^»*^rm  ym*4w9H, 
AXX'  4#MWf  »  t*H  mfm»it  rm.  r^tmt  Xiyivnu." 

Longtpirrre^  Bamrt,  i/c, 

*  **  This  Is  4o<A(Je««  the  work  o/  a  more  niodern  poet  tlun 

Hiianiwn  j  for  at  th«  period  it  ben  h*:  \Ued  rbHortdoni  were 

not  kaown/'  —  Degrm, 

ThMiflb  VaU  od«  It  found  In  the  Vatican  mantucript,  I  am 

I  In  this  artuinent  agalD«t  iti  autTien- 

dawoliifs  of  lb*  art  of  rh^oric  might 

■bwadf  lu«e  sf|»eand,  the  flnl  who  gfw»  it  any  celebhtr 

I  Corax  of  Sjraciuft,  and  be  floufiibed  in  the  century  alter 


Oar  poet  antidpaled  the  kleai  of  Epieunu,  In.  hi*  aTenlon 
I  of  IfWisJnf «  aa  well  ai  hit  devotion  to  volup* 
ijfem  ftmm^m  ^lU/y^rt^  «ald  th<f  pblloio. 
pfecv  of  tin  fa«dai  in  a  letter  to  P/tboiclet. 

*  TemcM  m»e  thiM^  amd  Ut  me  twine 
Jbcw  fimd,  re»pont/9e  heart  la  mme.}  By  zf  fnTf  Att*- 
il$tm  bvrti^  I  undentaod  tome  bt^uLlful  fM,  in  the  tame 
aiMinii  that  AtmtH  ii  ollen  utcd  for  wine.  "  GoUlfn  "  l« 
frafiHuily  an  epithet  of  beauty.  Thin  in  Vtri^i),  '*  Veuui 
■■raa ; "  and  In  Propeftioa,  "  CynUiia  aurea."  Tibulluj, 
lowv^cr.  ealli  an  dd  woman  **  goldco." 

Thm  tnuulatloo  d'Aotort  AnoDlmi,  a»  uaual,  wantcjn»  on 
llila  pttMBge  of  Aoaereoo : 


And  there's  an  end  —  for  ah,  you  know 
They  drink  but  little  wine  below  !  * 


ODE  Lni, 


WffKN  I  behold  the  festive  train 

Of  dancing  youth,  Tm  yoimg  again  I 

Memory  wakes  her  magic  trance* 

And  wings  me  lightly  throngh  the  dance. 

Come,  Cybeha,  smiling  maidl 

Cull  the  flower  and  twine  the  braid  j 

Bid  the  bl  tisli  of  summer's  rose 

Burn  upoti  my  forehead's  snows  j* 

And  let  me,  while  the  wild  and  young 

Trip  the  mazy  dance  aloog. 

Fling  my  heap  of  years  away, 

And  be  as  wild,  as  young,  as  they. 

Hither  haste,  some  cordial  soul ! 

Help  to  my  lips  the  brimming  bowl ; 

And  you  shall  see  tbis  hoaty  sage 

Forget  at  once  his  locks  and  age. 

He  still  can  chant  the  fcstiTe  hymnt 

He  still  can  kisa  the  goblet *s  brim  ;  ^ 

As  deeply  quaff,  as  largely  fill. 

And  play  tbe  fool  right  nobly  still. 


B  Bi*tBiegtil  etm  pin  rare 

Forme  accorte  d'  Inrolare 
Ad  amablle  beltade 
II  l>el  cliitti  d'^  upentade. 
4  An4  Ihert'i  tin  end  - — for  aM,  yt»u  kn'Oto 
Thc^  drink  imt  little  «riW  betow  i  ]     Thus  Malnard  :  — 
La  Mart  noiii  guette;  et  qunnd  les  loit 
Koui  ont  en/ermei  une  foil 
All  MJQ  d'une  U»u  profoade, 
Adkm  boBf  vint  et  boo  repai ; 
Ma  sctenoe  ne  (rouve  pa« 
Dv»  cabarets  en  I'autre  monde. 
From   Maioard,  Gombauld,  and  Uc  Calllj,  ©Id  Frenrh 
pcj«ti«  lome  ot  the  be«t  epigramji  of  the  l^nglUh  Lauguof^fr 
have  beeiii  borrowed. 
*  Bid  the  UhmH  qf§ummer's  ro»e 
Bum  upon  mg  forekead^g  tmovM  /  %e.}    Lliefltui,  (d  hla 
Hleroglyphlca,  quoting  two  of  cnir  poet'i  odei^  where  be  ealla 
to   bit  attcndanlA  for   garla^ndi,  remarki^   ''  Couiitat  l^tiur 
lloreaJ  corunM  ^mHU  vt  iMrUtiatiiiUi  in  Kymg^oilo  cooTenlre, 
norii  AUtem  cAplentibiu  et  phllojKjphlam  tufTuctantitotu.*''  — "  It 
appeara  that  wrcAtlui  of  dowera  were  adapted  fur  pMti  and 
rerelleri  at  UaoqULot*,  but  Uf  n.o  meanj  IjecamethnM  whn  had 
preteniloni  to  wisdom  and  pbUo«opbj  "     On  thit  principle, 
Id  hli   )A2d  chapter,  he  dlicoirera    a  refinetn«iiit   Ui   Virgil, 
deftcrlbbiff  the  gatfland  of  ttjH  poet  allenui,  ai  fallen  oCT; 
iHiiXch  dlttinfulthet,  he  thkiki,  tbo  divine  Intoxlaaion   of 
Sllenu*  rrom  that  of  common  drunkards,  who  alwaji  wear 
their  cron-ni  wbMo  th«y  drink.    Such  it  the  **  Labor  ineptl^ 
aTum  "  of  comtnentatori  t 
«  He  ttiii  can  kiu  Ur  goltiet't  brim ;  ^.]     Wine  U  pre- 
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MOORE*S  WORKS. 


ODE  L1V.» 

MKTHTNKa,  the  pictured  bull  we  see 

k  amorouii  Jove  —  it  must  be  he  I 

How  fondly  blest  lie  s<?€'ins  to  bear 

That  f&lrest  of  Pheenician  fair! 

How  proud  he  breasU  the  foamy  tidt?^ 

And  apiimfl  the  hillowy  surge  aside  I 

Could  any  beast  of  vulgar  vein 

Uodauiited  thus  defy  the  main? 

No  :  he  descends  from  climes  above, 

He  looks  the  God«  he  breathes  of  Jove  I  ^ 


ODK  LV.» 


Whii«i  ve  invoke  the  wreathed  spritig, 
Resplendent  rose  I  lo  thee  well  sing  :  * 


icr1b«<l  by  (lideni,  u  an  n^celleot  medidnv  Tor  old  foen  t 
*'  Quod  TH^doi  et  humorlhu*  cKpletoi  c»lcf»ctAt»  Ac.  i"  but 
N«tur«  WM  An^crecin"*  phyikian. 

There  {•  a  proirerb  In  Erlpliiu,  u  quoted  by  Athena;  ui. 
whkli  My*,  "  Ibat  wJoe  makci  an  old  cium  daore,  wbether  be 
wOl  or  not/' 

■  "  Thli  rMJ«  it  wrlttMt  upon  %  pfrture  which  rcprcteated 
thfl  rape  of  K«rop«,*' — Madame  Dactrr, 

It  ncMy  probably  have  been  m  drtcriptlon  of  one  of  thoia 
«alDi,  whkh  tb«  SidonUnt  itruck  o(T  fn  honour  of  Euroiia^ 
rgprtKntlni  a  woinan  cmrrked  acroii  the  ■(>»  by  a,  bull.  Thui 
Natall*  Comei,  1iti«vHl.  cap.  33.  "  SIdonll  ntimiinuta  cum 
fcEiDioi  taurl  dimo  laiMente  ac  toare  tnuiirrotaot^  cuderuat 
In  9^m  booorais  **  Zn  cbe  llttto  triWtiM'  upon  U»t  goddew  of 
fljrria,  aurlbiitttd  vvty  IklMly  to  IJucim,  tlieiw  It  ■•ntioo  of 
this  cola«  and  of  ■  teinplt  dedicated  by  U)«  Syonlini  to 
Altar t§,  wIhno  lOnie,  It  apjiedn,  confoundrd  wUb  Europa. 

The  poM  Ma*diui  bai  l«fl  a  very  beautiful  Idyl  on  the  story 
of  Europa. 

*  X«  ;  kt  ilt»cendf  from  cUmft  above, 
m  lo(iA§  tJk<  Gwi>  he  Itmttkei  qf  Jove!}     Tbiu  Moa- 
chua:-^ 

The  God  forgot  hlm««1f,  hi*  heaven,  for  love, 
And  a  bulJ'i  fofm  belied  Lb'  almlichty  Jove, 
a  Tbi«  ode  la  a  brUliant  pancf^rfc  on  the  iro»e.    "  All  an- 
U^utfy  (Myi  Bani«*>  baa  produl''l^d  Ofjlh^ng  mate  bmutiniL" 
Fraoa  the  Idea  of  peculiar  vKccltetice,  wbkh  the  anck^nu 
■Haebad  to  thti  flower,  arotv  a  pretty  proref  blal  expre*«iun« 
UMrt  by  ArtttophanM,  according  U>  Suldaa,  ^at*  ^'  Ufnmmt, 
**  You  hare  «p«jJten  roaea/*  a  pbra««  eofnewhai  timiUf  to  the 
**  dire  dim  Spurelte*  "  of  the  Freaeli.    In  tbo  iame  id«*or  em* 
oe11«n«e  ori«ln4Urd.  t  doulu  not.  m  Tery  cuiioua  applkalkMi  of 
Hm  irat4^aJia,  for  mhkb  the  ritqialaltif*  r««der  may  cooault 
<liiilwtmia  ufMENi  tho  opItbAlMataa  of  oar  poet,  vltere  U  la 
faitrodiiced  Id  tbo  itMiianco  of  Theodomi.    If  latitua,  In  one 
of  hli  eli^et»  calli  hl«  mlitraa*  hU  rote:  — 
Jma  ta  l||ltur  ruraui  timeo,  fbrmoauU.  jlani  te 
((}uld  trepidaa  ?)  teneo  i  lam,  twm,  l«  tCMO.       Off.  8. 
Koo  1  aceio  m^f  elup  thoe,  daotoH, 
Willi  U  llMre  now,  ea  eanli. tluNi  fearaat? 


Whoie  breath  perfumes  th*  Ol jmptoa  bowers  •, 

Whose  Tirgin  blush »  of  chastened  dye, 

Ettebttnts  so  much  our  mortal  eye. 

When  pleasure's  spriug-tide  season  glows. 

The  Graces  love  to  wreatbe  the  rose ; 

And  Venus,  in  its  fresh^hlown  leaves,^ 

An  emblem  of  herself  peroetv«s* 

Oft  hiith  the  poet's  magic  timgiie 

The  rose's  Mr  luxuriance  sung  *,  * 

And  long  the  Muses,  heavenly  maids, 

Have  reared  it  in  their  tuneful  shades. 

When,  at  the  early  glance  of  room, 

It  sleeps  upon  the  glittering  thorn, 

*Tis  sweet  lo  dare  the  tangled  fence, 

To  cull  the  timid  floweret  iheaoe, 

And  wipe  with  tender  hand  awaj 

The  tear  that  on  its  blushes  lay  I 

'Tis  sweet  to  hold  the  infant  stems, 

Yet  dropping  with  Aurora's  gems^ 


Ag»tn  iheut  lonflDg  arm«  Infold  tbet^ 
Again,  my  ro«e.  again  I  bold  Ibe*. 
ThU,  Liie  moit  of  the  tcrmi  of  afld^rment  In  ibe  modnv 
Latin  poeti,  Li  takm  from  Plautut ;  they  *ere  vulgar  cod 
collo(;[ulal  In  hli  time,  but  are  among  the  elvganclet  of  iht* 
modern  Latlnliti. 

Faaaeratlut  alludei  to  the  ode  twforo  ua,  to  the  beilotdof  of 
hti  poem  tm  the  Itoae  t  — 

Carmine  dtgna  roaa  eat ;  Toriem  csoeretiir  nt  tllsm 

Tclui  a^guti  ccclnlt  testudine  vatea. 
«  Rtfptendmt  ro§et  Ut  thee  tre'U  trngf]  t  have  paftttd 
over  the  line  #»  fnuifM  «vlu  juhJutup,  which  la  corrupt  in  lh(» 
oriidinal  reading,  and  bai  been  vrry  little  fmprovvd  by  Um 
anaolator*,  ]  ihould  luppoae  It  to  he  an  interpolation,  if  II 
were  not  for  a  Ui»e  which  ot^uri  afterward* :  fk^t  ht  ^mm 

*  Amd  rtmu*.  i»  iitJ^rewM-bto^tn  teartt.  #«>.]  Dclleau,  In  a 
note  upon  an  old  Errnch  poci^  quoting  tiie  original  Here 
m^^i^nm  t'  titktpAm,  tfantlatefl  It,  "comme  lee  dftkea  ct 
mlgnardUei  de  Venua.*' 

'  t}/t  kaJA  the  poet^t  m^e  tmgtu 
TAe  rmc't  fair  imjtmrkmeg  gtmg  {  ^.}  The  folio  wing  la 
a  rragment  of  the  Loitilaii  poetee*.  It  ii  cited  to  the  roounce 
of  Addllei  Tatkii,  who  appcara  to  have  re«olv«d  tiie  oiamten 
Into  proM.  El  rmt  atlirir  «lUiir  i  Zm  led^pw  0mrtXmt  *• 
jM**  i>«  T«ff  Mt9tm  iCWjAjm.  rue  trwt  m*rftM,  <p»fi  oyXw^MA* 
afiaA^iar  «»9i««,  XufumH  ifi4^^a«,  mmXikm  antaiveai*  Efa»ew 
WMJ,  AfK«ili«i|t  «c«{(k4j,  ivi^dtn  f^kkmt  nift^t  iwsit^wif  Wi«o- 
Am(  Tft/fm^  ra  vivwAm  rw  Zi^^f  y\tM* 

If  Jove  wotiUl  gl*«  the  leafy  bowrra 
A  queen  for  ail  their  worM  of  Oawen^ 
Tbc  roae  would  he  the  choice  of  Jovo, 
And  bluah,  the  queen  ofeti'ry  grovo* 
Swaetctt  cliild  of  H'r>^pi^.g  morning. 
Gem,  the  vnt  uf  earth  adorning. 
Eye  of  gardena,  light  of  lawni, 
NuTfUng  of  koft  tummer  dawni  i 
Love'a  own  earllftt  aigh  it  tyroathotk 
BeautyH  brow  with  lustre  wn 
And,  to  young  3^|ih>r'i  narm  i 
Sprra<J»  abrn^d  Iti  verdant  Ireaaee^ 
Till,  bluthlng  wHh  the  wantofra  play, 
ttt  rheeh  wrara  er-n  a  richer  ray  1 
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Ajid  firoh  iohale  the  spicj  sigb« 
TIkat  from  the  weeping  biuU  arise. 

When  rrrel  reigiu,  when  mirth  a  high. 
And  Bacchus  beams  in  every  eyes. 
Our  racy  fillets  scent  exhsle. 
And  filL  with  balm  the  fauntiog  gale. 
There*!  nonght  in  nature  bright  or  gay, 
Whcfe  roses  do  not  shed  th(?ir  ray. 
When  morning  paints  the  orient  skies, 
ifcr  fingers  barn  with  roseate  dye$ ;  ^ 
roang  nymphs  betray  ihe  rose's  hue, 
0*er  whiteft  arms  it  kindles  through. 
tu  CytheTca*s  form  it  glows. 
And  mingles  with  the  living  snows. 

The  rote  diftU^  a  healing  balm. 
The  beating  puise  of  pain  to  calm ; 
Preserres  the  cold  inumed  clay,  ^ 
And  mocks  the  Testige  of  decay :  ' 
And  when  at  length,  in  pale  decline. 
Its  florid  beauties  fade  aud  pine, 
Sweet  as  in  youth,  its  balmy  breath 
Diffiisea  odoar  even  in  death  I  * 
Oh  !  whence  could  such  a  plant  have  sprung? 
Listen,  •—  for  thus  the  tale  is  sung. 

t  WHbfn  mormimg  p0timt»  (Atf  oriemt  ikkw^ 
ttrrjimgtrw  Swm  wiiJi  rowtnJf  tfyet  ;  t*0     hi  thi»  orlgirwJ 
ha«»  hn  c«UMi«r4t««  tit*  mAny  epiitiPU  oT  b««uty,  borrowed 
frooi  roMB,  vbldi  *«re  UMtl  bj  Ibe  poets,  «'<^«  ^**  rv^im. 
We  &tm  Out,  poHa  wsr*  dignJioA  in  Cmh-cc  wiih  ihe  titl«  0/ 
w^m :  9Ttn  Vbm  cardcM  Aa«er«oii,  who  lived  but  (or  lore  nad 
■•JMftiMwwiMi^  «u  callni  bjr  Flato  tbe  vIm  Auacreou  — 
*•  Ml  h«c  tifflwitls  qiaondaiu." 
s  fViestfwi  tke  wW  ijmi^vaI  *  /#iy,  Sfc.]    Hr  br  f  •  allude*  to 
ai*«f  tbc  raw  in  enibalroio^;  and,  |i«jrhftpi  <ai  SAmei 
I,  Id  tbs  rofy  ungii>«it  with  which  Venus  aooJuted  the 
of  liectar.  —  Homer'*  Iliad ^tr.   It  maj  likewlae  regard 
of  puUiiig  garliindt  of  roi«i  ou  th«  dead, 
Tll«to.  lii»,  m.  7*2. 
—  M  certls^  ht  veri»  bonore  lotuto 

«rtui,  potriAque  in  Acde  rvponunt 


Cprpm  odarmtum. 
WhtfTt "  writ  honor ,•*  ibougfa  It  mean  rrery  kbid  of  a>jweri, 
mmf  tMOi  more  particular I7  to  refer  to  the  ro*e,  irhfch  our 
fO«l  In  aaother  ode  c«lli  ia^tcr  auA^^ws.  Wc  read.  In  the 
ibmifliyllks  of  Ploriut,  UbJ?.  that  lomc  of  the  ai^rienU 
BMi  lo  order  In  thcfr  willt,  that  rosi>i  should  be  uinually 
MStteradOB  tbftr  tocDbs»  and  Picrius  hat  oildurcd  (ome  te- 
Ipatdml  (turripCioiu  to  thia  purpose. 

•  d^  MOdf  tAe  vetlt'gr  *Jdrcnjf  ,-]  When  he  say  1  thai  tit  is 
io««r  firrrailt  over  time  Itself,  he  slill  alludej  to  its  effii^arf 
le  tiith^iiiif^f  CtsnerS  poneret  Ofsa  ro>i.  Propert.  lib.  L 
^iV>  17')*  Of  ptrhapi  to  the  «ubt«iucnt  Idea  of  Ut  fragrant^ 
turrlflwf  U«  be«it>- ;  for  he  can  t«arc«lj^  moan  to  praise  for 
^aratloo  Htm  "otoilum  brrret  ffore*  "  of  the  rose.  Fliito- 
finCat  ennpara  this  flower  with  love^  and  says,  that  they  I  Kith 
4^tlwhifliiene8oftime;  xfMi«  Ji  Mm  E^a^,  svrt  ^tl*  «Ssf> 
UMbrtuaaK^j  lbs  itanilltside  lies  tint  in  their  duration,  but 


«  Smtei  OS  ot  youths  III  /m/jm^  hrratM 
DiffmBft  9domv  f^n  in  4f4iih  ']    Thua  Casper  Darlaui,  in 
Ida  Rltuf  Nuptiantni  t 


When^  humid,  Arom  the  silTery  stream, 
BffuKing  beauty's  warmest  beam* 
Venus  appeared,  in  flushing  hueib 
Mellow'd  by  ocean's  briny  dews  \ 
When,  in  the  ftarry  courts  above. 
The  pregnant  brain  of  mighty  Jove 
Disetos*d  the  njmph  of  asnre  glance. 
The  nymph  who  shakes  the  martial  lance  j- 
Then,  then,  in  strange  eventlhl  boor. 
The  earth  prodnc'd  an  infant  flower. 
Which  sprung.  In  bloshlag  glories  drest. 
And  wanton'd  o*er  its  psient  breait 
The  gods  beheld  this  brilliant  birth. 
And  haird  the  Ko8e,  the  boon  of  earth  \ 
With  tii^^xsj-  dropt,  a  ruby  tide. 
The  sweetly  orient  buds  they  dyed,  > 
And  bade  them  bloom,  the  flowers  divine 
Of  him  who  gave  the  glorious  vioe  j 
And  bade  ihem  on  the  spangled  thorn 
EiLpond  their  bosoniB  to  the  mom. 


ODE  LVl.t 


He,  who  instrnets  the  3  oatlLful  crew 
To  bathe  them  tn  the  brimmer's  dew, 

Ambroilum  late  rosa  liuic  quoque  ipargil  odofrm, 
Ctim  fluit.  aut  multo  lan^ida  sole  Jacct. 
Nor  thcu  the  rose  ita  odour  loftea. 

When  all  itj  fluihinf  t 
Nor  leti  ambrosial  balm  i 
When  withcr'd  by  the  lolar  eye. 

*  %%'ith  nectar  dropi,  a  rultjf  tt'4r^ 

The  ttoeeiiff  orient  bttd*  their  rfy*^*  he.\  The  authnr  of 
ibe  "  PerrlgilluTn  Vnnrrii"  (a  poeni  attrlbtited  to  Calulluii^ 
the  stjlo  of  %hich  apf«ars  to  me  to  hare  atl  the  UlKHired 
liisuriaoee  of  a  much  later  period)  ascrittes  the  tiocture  of 
the  rose  to  the  blood  from  the  wound  of  AdonLs  — 

—  roue 

Fus*  npHno  de  cmore  — 
■ceordlng  to  the  eniendatton  of  Ltpsius.     In  the  fullowfog 
e'plgram  this  hue  U  diJerf^ntly  accounted  for :  — 

Ilia  qnidem  studloM  mum  defenderc  Adonlm, 
GmdtTiii  (tricto  quetn  petit  etise  ferox, 

Afllxit  durit  resttfia  c»ca  roietit, 
Al!baq,u«  dirino  plcla  cruore  rois  est. 
■yVliile  the  ^muitour^d  queen  of  joy 
Flirt  to  protect  her  lovely  boy» 

On  whom  thitjealniu  war-god  rushes  ; 
She  treads  upon  a  tliomed  row. 
And  nblle  the  wautid  with  crimson  Aows^ 

The  SDowy  in w' ret  feels  her  blood,  and  btiishei  1 

•  "  Compare  with  this  alegunt  ode  the  verses  of  Ui^  lib.  U 
•  die  Welnlejc,'  "  -  Dege^. 

This  appears  to  be  one  of  the  hjiuns  which  were  sung  at 
the  aniurersary  festival  of  the  viutage;  one  of  the  nriXuffAi 
b^rM,  «ii  mir  jjoet  himic If  terms  tbeTO  In  the  flily'niuth  ode. 
We  catsnot  help  feclJng  a  sort  of  reverenm  for  these  classic 
relics  ^f  the  rcll|{iD»  of  antiquity.  Horsca  may  be  iup|)os«>d 
to  h.iTe  written  the  nloeteentb  ode  of  hit  second  hi:fok,  and 
the  twentj-flflh  of  the  third,  far  some  bocchaaalian  crle' 
bra*. ion  of  this  kind. 
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And  Xmle,  uncloy'd  by  ridi  exocMCf, 
AM  the  blLss  that  wine  possessefl; 
Hci  who  mspirea  the  youth  to  bound 
EliLStic  throQgh  the  dancers  rounds ^ 
Bacehusp  the  god  again  is  here, 
Aad  leatls  tilong  the  blushing  yeuri 
The  blushing  year  with  vmtagi!  teems. 
Ready  to  shed  those  cordial  fltreams. 
Which,  sparkling  in  the  cup  of  luirth. 
Illuminate  the  sons  of  earth  1  < 

Then,  when  the  ripe  and  vermil  wine»- 
Blest  infant  of  the  pregnant  vine, 
%Vhicli  DOW  in  mellow  clusU*rK  swells, — 
Oh  !  when  it  bynto  ilA  roseate  eells, 
Brightly  the  joyona  stream  shall  flow, 
To  tmlsom  every  mortal  woe  I 
None  shall  he  then  c^ist  down  or  weak, 
For  health  and  joy  shall  light  caeh  cheek ; 
No  heart  will  tbeo  desponding  sigh. 
For  wine  shall  hid  de^^pondenoe  fly, 
Thua — till  another  auturaa's  glow 
Shall  hid  another  vintage  flow. 


ODE  t,vn,» 


Whose  was  the  artist  hand  that  spread 
Upon  this  disk  the  ocean's  bed  ?  * 

*  H'kicA,  iparAUng  in  the  cnp  qf  mirtM, 

tUmtmmaU  the  ioru  qf  earih  f  ]  la  tlie  ori^n«l  wwf9f  mrr*- 
9m  mt^im.  Bfndattie  P«ciftr  thlnkt  thftt  thA  poet  here  bsul 
the  n«|ieQtl!ti«f  Homer  ]>a  hit  mind.  CMyM«y,  SIU.  U,  Thli 
n9fmltk§  w««  a  tomethlot  of  «X4|uiait<i  cbvm,  iofiued  bjr 
Ifckn  Into  th*  wtiM  of  her  fueffj.  wbicb  liwl  tlie  power  or 
dlifMlUnf  e^«ff  ansletf,  A  French  wrltar.  Do  Mcr^,  con< 
jecturpt  IhAt  thit  ■pull,  whtch  nuule  thi»  bowl  u>  beguillnf , 
WA<  th«  charm  or  Helen'*  couterulioD.      8ee  B«jle,  art. 

*  Thli  od0  U  a  Tery  anltnuted  deicHpUon  of  «  picture  of 
Yimui  on  *  diicift,  which  rrprptcntcd,  tUs  g^O(!|«t«t«  in  h«r  firit 
pncrffwie*  frotn  the  wave*.  About  tMocraturin  after  our 
poet  wrote*  th«  pencil  of  the  artlit  A  pellet  eobcllUhcd  thit 
iiKm«cC  la  hta  fsmoiu  paliitliif  of  the  Venus  Aiuuijonic<t^» 
Um  n««d  of  wbkfa,  as  PUjif  Inlbnat  ai»  waa  the  beautiAil 
CampMiw,  glrfn  to  him  hf  Atexander  \  thoutb,  acconUng  to 
NatAlli  Camei,  lib.  tVL  csap^  16.,  It  wai  Phryuv  who  ut  to 
A I  (el  lift  for  the  Tace  and  breut  of  tbk  Venu«« 

Tfa<0re  «ri>  a  A?w  blemiiHcs  (n  the  roading  of  the  ode  berore 
fli,  which  hare  ineiieticed  Fabirr,  Iternc,   Druiick,  Ac*   to 
I  the  whole  pa«m  a*  tj>uhout>    But,  "  mm  4»go  pau- 
1  think  U  U  q.ult«  betuttlVil  eouu|h  lo 


I'pom  thit  dttk  Ike  MiMii*i  ke4f\  Th«  atrupfncit  of  ««• 
Mr  ««fii>#i  «>«rrit  U  flnaljr  evprsMlirff  «f  ludden  adml  ration^ 
mA  li  oa««f  Ihoee  bmnitiiie  which  we  rannot  but  Admife  In 
,  thouKb,  bj  rrwqucQl  Imllatlun,  tb^jr  arc  tiaw 
r  and  iisURf(r«f*tv«« 


And,  in  a  flight  of  fancy,  high 

As  aught  on  earthly  wing  ean  fly, 

Depicted  thia&,  in  semblance  warm* 

The  Queen  of  Love's  voluptuous  form 

Floating  along  the  silv*ry  se^ 

In  beauty's  nuked  majesty  \ 

Oh  I  he  halh  given  th'  cnaniour'd  sight 

A  witching  hauquet  of  delight. 

Where,  gleaming  through  the  waters  clear, 

Glinjp&es  of  undreamt  channs  appear. 

And  all  that  mystery  loves  to  screen. 

Fancy,  like  Faith,  adores  ntiseen.  * 

Light  as  the  leaf^  that  on  the  hrecxe, 
Of  summer  skims  the  glassy  seal, 
She  floats  along  the  oce«n's  breast, 
Which  undulates  in  sleepy  rest  j 
While  stealing  on,  she  gently  pillows 
Her  bofiom  ou  the  heaving  billows. 
Her  b<»M>m,  like  the  dew -wash  d  rosc,^ 
Her  neck,  like  April's  sparkling  inowt. 
Illume  the  tii|uid  path  she  traces. 
And  bum  within  the  stream's  embraces. 
Thus  on  she  moves,  in  languid  pride, 
Encircled  by  the  azure  tide. 
As  some  fair  lily  o'er  a  bed 
Of  violets  bends  its  graceflil  head. 

Beneath  their  queen's  inspiring  glance^ 
The  dolphins  o'er  the  green  sea  dance. 
Bearing  in  triumph  young  Desire,  * 
And  infant  Love  with  smiles  of  Are ! 

<  And  eU  ikai  ntytttrp  lore4  to  Hrtm^ 
Faticy,  Uke  FcitA,  od&rtM  mmteen,  fc.]    Tl>e  picture  b«*« 
ha*  all  the  delkate  character  oi  the  leml-reducta  Venus,  and 
aflbrdj  a  happj  ipednen  of  whai  the  poetry  of  paavfon  o^kf 
to  be  -  glouriiiji  but  t  broach  a  vetl,  joid  ataalta^  m^vm  Iks 
hcwrt  from  conccalnt^^nt.    few  of  the  andsats  htam  » 
tbti  mixltrtti'  of  dc»criptloii«  whJeh,  like  the  foldoa « 
hung  oTer  Jupiter  and  Juno,  li  Imperriout  to  ereij  I 
but  that  of  tn\cf. 

'  Her  bo§om,  like  the  denr-wttik'd  ro9e,  ^c]  " T«3mi*  C*ajri 
an  anooj-moui  aonotstorli  1*  a  ^hltnttcal  cf'^tl'i*'*  for  the 
bo«o». "  Neither  Catutlui  nor  Gray  hare  been  of  hi*  oploloo. 
The  rorrorr  b*«  the  cvprNiloa, 

En  blr  La  roteli  latet  paplllU 
And  tb«  lati«r, 

Lo  !  whtn  the  roiy-bowmi*d  houri,  Ae. 
Crottuf,  a  nodem  l^tlnltt,  might  Uxlaed  be  cwotund  Ibf 
too  Tagoo  m  OMot  ttiF  rpUbet  "  ro«)r,"  when  ha  aiipUai  H  la 
th«  ar«ti— **  e  roadi  ocuUa." 

* •^—  Ifouttg  Desire,  %e.}     tn   the  ortilnal  'I#Mfv, 

who  wai  tii«  Mtne  deity  with  Joeui  Binoog  the  Romaau. 
Aurclliu  Augwellu*  Ha*  a  poem  l^giutihig.. 
Inrltat  ollni  Dacchui  ad  c(Fnani  tuo* 
Comon,  J«cuin.  CupidlDcm. 
Whleh  PameU  tuu  clo»v\j  Imltau^ ;  _ 

G*j  Bacchui,  liking  Ettcourt*i  wine, 

A  ciohle  DMwl  bet poko  as ; 
And  for  th«  flt»eita  tlitk  wore  to  dlae. 
Brouffht  Coidtia,  Love,  and  Joeua,  Ae. 


A 
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WhSft^  glamamg  tlimigli  iht  nher  wvtm. 

Away«  deeorer !  why  ponnmg 

TW  tfiHi  of  tkc  hrinj  c«tcs 

Caaaelcas  tbos  my  hearTs  udoaig  t 

Aromsd  the  patap  t^cir  gambolft  plaj. 

Sweet  i*  the  toog  of  amorous  fire, 

Ab4  gleam  along  tbe  watery  wmy. 

8veet  the  tight  that  thrill  the  lyia ; 
Ob  r  tweeter  fin*  than  aU  the  gold 

Thy  wiagt  eaa  walk,  thy  minet  can  hold. 

Wetl  do  I  know  thy  aitt,  thy  wilea— 

They  withered  LoTe*t  yoong  wreathed  Ruiles  ; 

oi>B  Lirm.^ 

And  o'er  his  lyre  such  darkoeat  thed* 
t  tboQght  its  soul  of  coog  wts  fledl 

Wm  Gdd,  aa  fleet  at  aephrr^  pioion, 

They  dash'd  the  wineHjop,  that,  by  him. 

Saeapea  tike  aaj  ftitblcas  mmioo^  * 

Wit  fiil'd  with  kisses  to  the  brim. « 

Attd  fliea  me  (aa  lie  fiiea  me  CTer),« 

Go  —  fiy  to  haunU  of  sordid  men, 

D(»  I  pofioe  liim?  acrer,  aererl 

But  come  not  near  the  bard  sgmin. 

Ka,  lee  tlie  iUae  doerter  go. 

Thy  glitter  in  the  Mu»e's  shade, 

For  wlko  eoold  eoort  bia  dtreat  foe  ? 

Scares  from  her  bower  the  tuneful  maid  ; 

Bat,  wbcD  I  ftel  mj  Qglilen'd  mind 

And  not  for  worlds  would  1  forego 

Ho  more  bf  groveilliig  gold  coofin*d« 

That  moment  of  poetic  glow. 

ThcB  loooe  I  aU  nicli  eOngiog  cares. 

When  my  full  soul^  in  Fsucy't  iHvam, 

Aad  eaat  tbcm  io  the  vagnoit  airm. 

Foun  o'er  the  lyre  its  swelling  theme. 

TWd  ftel  h  too,  the  Muse^  spetl. 

Awayt  away  !  to  worldlings  henee. 

And  vake  to  life  the  dulcet  •bell, 

Who  feel  not  ihii  diviner  sense  ; 

Wkich*  mua'd  once  more,  to  beauty  tlngi. 

GiTP  gold  to  thote  who  lo?e  that  pest, — 

While  lore  ditaolvea  along  the  &trmg«  I 

Bat  leave  the  poet  poor  atMl  blest. 

Bat  fcarcet J  has  mj  heart  been  taught 

Horn  little  Gold  deserves  a  thought. 

Wbeit,  to !  the  ihi^e  returns  onee  more. 

ODE  LIX.* 

Aad  with  him  wiftf  delicioiu  store 

Of  racy  wine,  wbote  genial  art 

Ripstt't)  t^  the  solar  beam» 

In  afaunber  seals  the  anxious  hearL 

Kow  the  mddy  clostert  teem. 

Agata  he  tries  my  sool  to  sever 

In  oner  baskets  borne  along 

Fran  lota  and  song,  perhi^  for  ever  1 

By  all  the  festal  vintage  throng 

*  t  tmm  Mlomd  B«niM**  arranftniMt  of  thU  o.l«,  which. 

ai  Ik  omals  dlftliMti^btit  the   rest  doet  not  bear  ctta^ 

tfocu 

mmrttm  tumm  matand  order. 

*  Tke§  diuk'd  the  Vffmt-cmp.  thai,  %  krm. 

»  jrs«»  GiM,  mtJUtt  M  ttfiHr'i^imtom, 

WMjUTd  ufUk  kiaet  to  the  brim ,]    Orifinal :  ^ 

Etrnpn  lOe  m^JkMMittt  mimiom,  fc.]    In  Um  oriftiu] 

TTwla^     '«VtV4  i^  3h  ■     MAJTB^ltf 

aa^i^w  9-«^rida.AJa-  stpriH'* 

«r  LoKAiB'to  ilttk^Mi^  llMfl*  ii,  t  think.  *  •imiUr  pt»jr  upon 

Twdvetj,  however,  like  AnAcreon,  but  Importinf  Che  love- 

*•   v«fC  •hmn  tli#  Mknrwn  of  Chrytlpp^ii  an>  csU«l 

pblltr«t  of  (be  wltcbet,    Bj  **  cups  of  khaei "  our  port  nuf 

aUude    to    a    farourite    fEllantrf  arooDg    tiie    aDcicnti.  fif 

■MM  vsvitd  tbsB  our  own  t  mmm  of  the  bc«t  srs  tbote  rs- 

drii»kli(ff  when  the  lip«  of  tbdr  miitreMe*  bad  (oucbcKl  the 

•svaf4  d  Dkvnts. 

brim;  — 

^'  Or  1es*e  a  kUi  withia  the  eop, 

•Jt^^iamt{m»keJUmmee9tr,}^^^    Au%\m*t  fu  9*»^ 

And  I'll  not  uk  for  wi<i«." 

fm.    rU§  tnem  of  WmwOm  ha*  slrMd^  bwn  taken  notice 

Aa  tn  Ben  Jonion*i  tnDilation  from  FbiliMtraSui;  and  Lu- 

ctan  h«i  s  eooeelc  upoa  the  Mme  lilea^  "*Im  Mmt  wnm  Jtf»m 

mMf  ^tUm*  Ihac  a  w  OM  of  the  mMay  imircc*  of  th«t 

mm  pkm**  **  that  joo  maj  at  once  both  diiok  aiid  kftt/* 

ffHTiMfte  iWlMUtj  which  far«a£heil  tUraii^h   tlw  ttjle  of 

•  The  title  Ewtkmm  if^n.  which  Harne*  hai  irircn  to  thit 

a^^lMi.     B«t  Gyrsid,  V«C,  ^oel.  Dial.  ^.     It  •Ul  not  be 

ode,  I*  bf  no  tneafti  appropriate.    We  hai^e  alreadj  had  ono 

•■M  UmI  dit«  if  ■  Bfldiankal  armmeul  toy  anj  one  who  can 

of  thote  hfmni  (ode  fi6.).  hut  thii  b  a  de*crlplk)n  of  the  *in- 

IM  Ito  <a«rni  tn  Uiom  Unei  of  Catulla*,  w  bcre  be  eonipl*ln« 

uce ;  and  the  title  m  imt,  which  It  bean  Ln  the  VaUc40 

ttT  1^  IcAWlty  eT  Ms  iwlamM,  t^hU :  — 

Cfl^l.  LcabU  iMMtra,  LeabU  tlU, 

Degen,  in  Ihe  true  f{>iHt  of  Utcnrf  tceptldni.  acnAts  Cfaai 

DW  Urttt*.  ^iMDi  CttuJIm  wum, 

Fhis  qasni  ••  stfiM  ftoo*  amawH  omnei, 

Mujrfclon ;  ■>  "  Don  amo  te,  Sabtdl,  aec  pouum  dicere  qosre.** 

Ktmr.ac. 

Bat  thia  It  far  frnin  beirj^  HitiAflictory  eritici«at 

J 

I 

^^^ 
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Of  rosy  youths  and  virgins  fair, 
Rip€  as  Ihc  melting  fhiits  they  bear. 
Now,  now  they  press  the  pregnant  grapes. 
And  now  the  captive  stream  escapes. 
In  fervid  tide  of  nectar  gushing. 
And  for  it*  bondage  proudly  blushing! 
While,  round  the  vat's  inijiurplt'd  brim. 
The  choral  song,  the  vintage  by  tun 
W rosy  youths  and  virgins  fair, 
Steals  on  the  charm 'd  and  echoing  air. 
IMark,  how  they  drink,  i*ilh  all  their  eyes, 
The  orient  tide  that  sparkling  flies, 
The  infant  Bacchus,  biirn  in  mirth, 
While  Love  stands  by,  to  bail  the  birth. 

When  he,  whose  verging  years  decline 
As  deep  into  the  vale  as  mine, 
When  he  inhales  the  vintuge-eupf 
His  feet,  new -winged  from  earth  spring  np. 
And  as  he  danees,  the  fresh  air 
Plays  whispering  through  his  silvery  hair. 
Meanwhile  young  groups  whom  love  invites. 
To  joys  ev'n  rivalling  wine*8  detigbts. 
Seek,  arm  in  arm,  the  shadowy  grove. 
And  there,  in  words  and  looks  of  love. 
Such  as  fond  lovers  look  and  say* 
FiM  the  sweet  moonlight  hours  away*  > 


ODE  I.X.* 


AwAt.K  to  life,  my  sleeping  shell. 

To  Phcsbus  let  thj  numbers  swell ; 

And  though  no  glorions  pri«e  be  thine. 

No  Pythian  wreath  around  thee  twine. 

Yet  every  hour  is  glory '■  hour 

To  him  who  gathers  wisdom's  flower. 

Then  wake  thee  from  ihy  voiceless  slumbers. 

And  to  the  soft  and  Phrygian  numbers, 


•  Th'ti^  well  »rquaii)e«^  wtlh  rhf  oHglnftl  npfU  hjinJly  tie 
rptnliulrd  thai:,  In  tHcte  few  coodudiuf  trries,  1  havelhoujKhl 
rijE^it  to  fire  onlj  th«  ffeovnU  inmiliig  of  mj  author^  katlof 
lh«  datallt  untouchod. 

•  Thii  hpan  Co  Apollo  li  rappo««d  not  to  h4ve  be^n  wrtitoti 
hy  Anacrooot  Mid  It  t«  undoubCedlj  ralhvr  a  tubtimer  flight 
than  ih«  TeUn  wins  Is  ■ecmtomed  to  loar.  BiK,  in  a  po«t 
of  whoM  works  to  imall  a  prapoitloa  bai  nnclk«d  lu,  dlvvr- 
tltjr  o(  itylo  l«  bj  no  means  a  (af*  eril«rion..  If  w«  ko«w 
Itoraco  tMt  a»  a  tatlrtft,  «hould  we  raf My  brlk%o  there  coutd. 
ilwvt)  vucb  MiinMtlon  In  hi»  Ijrni  ?  Sai<l«t  lays  th«t  our  prtH 
wrotiv  iDjrniDt,  aod  thli  p«f  1m|m  li  one  of  th«m.  We  e«Q  prr- 
<^lvo  Iq  whAt  fto  att«r«d  and  Imperfect  ttat«  hit  worka  are  at 
prPMni ,  wtirn  we  tfnd  a  lehotiaM  upon  Hnrace  dclng  aa  ode 
froni  the  Uitrtt  tiook  of  Aaaercon. 

•  And  k0Uf  tkf  ttwUr.  Iftmm  nuttd 

FHw  tttmMmg  l»  tkt  kitidtf  iJktdf,  #rO    Original  t  — 


Which,  tremblingly^  my  lips  repeat. 
Send  echoes  from  thy  chord  as  sweeL 
*Tis  thus  the  s^an^  wiih  fading  notes, 
Down  the  Cayster's  current  floats, 
While  amorous  breezes  linger  round, 
And  sigh  responsive  sound  for  aomid. 

Mii*e  of  the  Lyre  I  illiirac  my  dream. 
Thy  Ph rebus  is  my  fancy *»  theme  j 
And  hallowed  is  the  harp  I  iK-ur, 
And  hallow'd  is  the  wreath  I  wear, 
Hallow'd  by  hinit  the  god  of  lays, 
Wio  modulates  the  choml  maae. 
I  ftiug  the  love  which  Daphne  twin*d 
Around  the  godhead's  yielding  mind ; 
I  bing  the  blushing  Daphne's  flight 
From  this  ethereal  »on  of  Light; 
And  how  the  tender,  timid  maid 
Flew  trembling  to  the  kindly  shade, ' 
BeB]gn*d  a  form,  alas,  Uya  fair, 
And  grew  a  verdant  laurel  tliere  ; 
Whose  leaves,  with  sympathciie  thrill, 
In  terror  »eem*d  to  treml^le  still  I 
The  god  piirfiu*d,  with  wing'd  desire  j 
And  when  his  hopes  were  all  on  fire. 
And  when  to  clasp  the  nymph  be  thought, 
A  lifeless  tree  was  all  he  caught  *, 
And,  stead,  of  sighs  that  pleasure  heavea. 
Heard  but  the  west-wind  in  the  leaves  1 

But,  pause,  my  »onI,  no  more,  no  more  — 
Enthusiast,  whither  do  I  fwxir? 
This  sweetly-mad'ning  dream  of  sool 
Hath  hurried  nie  beyond  the  goal. 
Whj  should  I  sing  the  mighty  darU 
Which  fly  to  wound  celestial  hearts, 
When  ah,  the  song,  with  sweeter  tome, 
Can  tell  the  darts  that  wound  my  own? 
Still  be  Anacreon,  still  inspire 
The  descant  of  the  Teian  lyre :  * 


T«  fttr  i««^lt/>l  airtfiv, 

I  find  tKp  word  mitr^tf  hc^re  ht*  a  double  force,  aa  U  a1«o 
ttignlfief  thikt  *'  omnkutn  parcDtcm,  qiMra  uuortut  Suma.  ht. 
Ac"  (84V  Marttal.)  In  order  to  confirm  tliili  import  of  the 
word  hvri*.  tliote  »  bo  are  curloue  la  new  rn»dingj,niaj  plaioe 
Um  itop  after  ^nm,  tbua ;  ^ 

Te  ^1  iJtn^i«v>i  murt*» 

*  8im  be  Anmcteim^  thli  rnsptre 
TAir  dfBvamt  a/  tk^  Tdtm  if  re :  ]     Tb«  otrlglQal  U  Ta»  ktm^ 
«fl«rrw  puf§m,    t  tiave  trantlalcd  It  uoder  the  iupyoifllva 
that  ttiro  hjvm  kt  bf  Anacre'jo  ;  though,  I  f«ar,  froai  thU  *wf 
line,  that  hit  claim  to  H  can  irarcety  b«  eupportt^. 

Icaeoo  given  m  \}f  the  lyrlM  ;  and  If.  in  portrjr.  a  ftlmple  ei*- 
ganee  of  «entlinetit«  enriched  by  the  laoet  ptayfiil  IkiJlclllea  of 
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SdU  let  the  meetar^d  immben  float, 
Distilling  lore  in  erery  note ! 
And  when  same  yonth,  whose  glowing  tool 
His  felt  the  Psphian  star's  control^ 
When  he  the  liquid  lays  shall  hear, 
His  heart  will  flatter  to  his  ear. 
And  drinking  there  of  song  diyine, 
Banqoet  on  intellectual  wine  1 1 


Youth's  endearing  charms  are  fled ; 
Hoary  locks  deform  my  head  ; 
Bloomy  graces,  dalliance  gay. 
All  the  flowers  of  life  decay.  ^ 
Withering  age  begins  to  trace 
Sad  memorials  o*er  my  hce ; 


bDC7.  be  a  chmnn  which  fDTitec  or  deterret  imltatioo,  where 
akaO  we  ftod  foch  a  guide  m  Anacreon  ?    In  moralitj.  too, 
with  tome  little  rcaerre,  ve  need  aot  Uush,  I  thinli,  to  follow 
is  his  footatept.    For,  if  his  long  be  tlie  langnage  of  his 
brmrt.  though  laxorioas  and  relaxed,  he  was  artlets  and  bene- 
Toirat ;  and  who  would  not  forgire  a  few  Irregularities,  when 
atooed  for  by  Tirtoes  m  rare  and  so  endearing?    When  we 
think  of  the  sentiment  In  those  lines :  — 
Away  I  I  liate  the  sIand*rous  dart. 
Which  steals  to  wound  th*  unwary  lieart, 
h-rm  many  are  there  in  the  world,  to  whom  we  would  wish  to 
say,  Tw  A»»*^M»tw  fuftm  I 

^  Here  ends  the  last  of  the  odes  in  the  Vatican  MS.,  whose 
azjthority  helps  to  coairm  the  genuine  antiquity  of  them  all, 
cboiagfa  a  tew  hare  stolen  among  the  number,  which  we  may 
imitate  in  attritNiting  to  Anacreon.  In  the  Uttle  essay  pre- 
fixed to  this  translation,  1  obserred  that  Barnes  has  quoted 
this  manuscript  incorrectly,  relying  upon  an  imperfect  copy 
of  it.  which  Isaac  Vossius  liad  taken.  I  sliall  just  mention 
two  or  three  instances  of  this  inaccuracy  —  the  first  which 
oorur  to  me.  In  the  ode  of  the  Dore,  on  tlie  words  Urt^n 
rv^umJur^r*.  he  says,  **  Vatican  MS.  #vrs««^.  etiam  Pris- 
ciano  invito: "  but  the  MS.  reads  rMaMOv^*,  with  trvrmta^m 
interlined.  Degen  too,  on  the  same  line.  Is  somewhat  in 
error.  In  the  twenty-second  ode  of  this  series,  line  thir- 
tenitb,  the  MS.  has  tsmh  with  ms  interlined,  and  Barnes  im- 
potea  to  it  the  reading  of  tu^.  In  the  fifty-serenth,  Une 
twelfth,  he  professes  to  hare  presenred  the  reading  of  the 
MS.  Aimiv^m r  %^ «or«,  while  the  latter  has  mXmXn/Mut 
%'  tr'  fltms.  Almost  all  the  other  annotators  have  trans- 
planted these  errors  from  Barnes. 

s  Tlie  intrusion  of  this  mdancholy  ode,  among  thceardess 
levities  of  our  poet,  reminds  us  of  the  skeletons  which  the 
Egyptians  used  to  hang  up  in  tlteir  banquet-rooms,  to  incul- 
cate a  tliought  of  mortality  even  amidst  the  dissipations  of 
mirth.    If  it  were  not  for  the  beauty  of  Its  numbers,  the 
Teian  Muse  should  disown  this  ode.    **  Quid  habet  lUins, 
ilUos  qos  spirabat  amores  ?  " 
To  Stobsnis  we  are  indebted  for  it. 
*  Bloomp  graetit  daiUanee  goff^ 
AU  tkeflovtn  ttflife  deeag.l    Horace  often,  with  feeling 
and  elegance,  deplores  the  fugacity  of  human  ei^oyments. 
See  book  iL  ode  11. ;  and  thus  In  the  second  epistle,  book 
11.:  — 


Time  has  shed  its  sweetest  bloom. 
All  the  future  must  be  gloom. 
This  it  is  that  sets  me  sighing ; 
Dreary  is  the  thought  of  dying!  < 
Lone  and  dismal  is  the  road, 
Down  to  Pluto*s  dark  abode ; 
And,  when  once  the  joumey*s  o*er. 
Ah !  we  csn  return  no  more  I  ^ 


ODE  LXII.« 


Fill  me,  boy,  as  deep  a  draught. 

As  e*er  was  fiird,  as  c*er  was  quaff  *d  ; 

But  let  the  mater  amply  flow. 

To  cool  the  grape*s  intemperate  glow ;? 

Let  not  the  fiery  god  be  single. 

But  with  the  nymphs  in  union  mingle. 


Singula  de  nobis  annl  prcdantur  cuntes ; 
Eripuere  jocos,  venerem,  cooTiria,  ludum. 
The  wing  of  every  passing  day 
Withers  some  blooming  joy  away ; 
And  wafts  from  our  enamour'd  arms 
Ttie  banquet's  mirth,  the  virgin's  charms. 

<  Dreary  ii  the  thought  of  d^ng!  ^c]  Regnier.  a  Ubertlne 
Fr«)ch  poet,  has  written  some  sonnets  on  the  approach  of 
death,  foil  of  gloomy  and  trembling  repentance.  Chaulicu, 
however,  supports  more  consistently  the  spirit  of  tlie  Epicu- 
rean philosopher.  See  bis  poem,  addressed  to  the  Marquis 
de  Lalare— 

Plus  j'approchc  du  terme  ct  molns  je  le  redoute,  &c. 

*  And,  when  once  the  Journey's  o'er. 

Ah!  ufe  can  return  no  more!^  Sraliger,  upon  Catullus's 
well-known  liues,  "  Qui  nunc  it  per  Iter,  Ac.**  reroarlu  ch;it 
Acheron,  with  the  same  idea,  is  called  cytf«}«r  by  Theocritus, 
and  itt0%*i(§i*H  by  Nicander. 

*  This  ode  consists  of  two  fragments,  which  are  to  be  found 
in  Athencus,  book  x.,  and  which  Barnes,  from  the  similarity 
of  their  tendency,  has  combined  Into  one.  I  think  this  a  very 
justifiable  liberty,  and  have  adopted  it  In  some  otiier  frag- 
ments of  our  poet. 

Degeo  refers  us  here  to  verses  of  Ui,  lib.  Iv.,  "der  Trin- 
ker." 
7  Bui  let  the  water  amjtlyjlota. 
To  coot  the  grape's  intemperate  glows  4rc.]  It  was  Am- 
phictyon  who  first  taught  the  Greeks  to  mix  water  with  their 
wine ;  in  commemoration  of  which  circumstance  they  erect- 
ed altars  to  Bacchus  and  tlie  nymphs.  On  this  mythological 
allegory  the  following  epigram  is  founded : 

Ardentem  ex  utero  Semeles  Iav6re  Lyseum 

Naiades,  extincto  fulminis  igne  sacri ; 
Cum  nymphls  Igitur  tractabilis.  at  sine  njrmphis 
Candenti  rursus  fulmlne  corripitur. 

PiiBius  Valiriancs. 
Whidi  Is,  non  verbum  verbo,— 

While  heavenly  fire  consom'd  his  Theban  dame, 
A  Naiad  caught  young  Bacchus  from  the  flame. 
And  dipp'd  him  burning  in  her  purest  lymph ; 
Hence,  still  he  loves  the  Naiad's  crystal  urn. 
And  when  his  native  fires  too  fiercely  bum, 
Sedu  the  cool  waters  of  the  fountain-nymph. 
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For  though  the  bowr»  th<?  gniTC  of  iadnest, 
NeVr  let  it  b*?  the  birth  of  tuadnc^ss, 
No,  banish  from  our  kmrd  to-night 
The  revelries  of  rude  delight ; 
To  Scythiims  leave  these  wild  cxccfi«<^ 
Ours  be  the  joy  that  sciothea  and  blesses  ! 
Add  while  the  tempenite  l>owl  we  wreathe, 
In  concert  let  our  voices  breathe. 
Beguiling  every  hour  along 
With  tiaxnioay  of  Aoul  and  song. 


ODE  LICIIU 


To  Lo¥e,  the  aofi  and  blooming  child, 
I  toiieh  the  harp  iti  descant  wild  ^ 
To  Love,  the  babe  of  Cyprian  bowers^ 
The  tjoy,  who  breathes  and  blushes  flowers  i 
To  Love,  for  heaven  and  earth  adore  him, 
And  goda  and  niortala  bow  before  him  1 


ODE  LXIV.« 

Hjlbte  thee,  nymph,  whose  weU-aim'd  spear 

Wouodt  the  fleeting  mountain -deer  I 

Dion^  Jove's  immortal  chiJd, 

HuQtress  of  the  savage  wild  I 

Goddess  with  the  sun-bright  hair  1 

Listen  to  a  jn'ople's  prayer. 

Turn,  to  lathe's  river  turn* 

Th^re  thy  vunquish^d  people  mourn !  ^> 


*  '*  Thli  frMffmrnt  li  pmerviHl  tn  Clemviii  Alenatidrlniia, 
Strorn.  Ith.  tL  wwl  In  Arumlut^  Co^tlect-  Or«c/'  —  B^rme*, 
It  ippejir*  to  have  been  tlw  opcaJiiff  of  «  hfinn  In  prftlM  of 

>  Tbli  hrmii  lo  Dinna  ti  niml  In  R«ph»ftion,  Thera  U 
aa  ftn««duU  n\  uur  poet,  «rh<rh  biu  \M  toinv  to  douht  wh tether 
|i«  OT«r  wrote  «njr  mSoi  of  thU  kifid.  It  kt  relaliid  bjr  th# 
ScbollAil  upon  riiMUr  (I»lbm1onlc.  od  II.  t.  I.  m  cited  bf 
B«ni«i)  tfiM  Adaerooa  bolnf  aAed,  why  lie  iddrc»a«il  aU  tili 
I  to  wocoien*  am)  nono  to  tho  ddUci  ?  aoiwprtdt.  **  Bo* 
)  arft  mv  d«>litlf«.*' 

]  hftT»  •MUfflMJ,  It  will  be  MOT,  la  rsportlqf  Ihli  aixN^dote, 
Um  Mni«  llbertj'  which  t  have  tbonfht  It  rifht  to  Ukp  In 
traatlatiiiK  ■om«  of  ibe  ddoi;  mid  It  were  to  h<»  viUh^yl  iliAt 
tllM*  UtUr  iufidi^htltt  wtr»  ii[way«  ollowftblfl  In  inlrfprvLlnf? 
tbfl  wrltiati  of  tbo  Hndknls  ;  thu«,  wb«fi  natuf«  It  forfottni 
Id  ihm  oHfiosI,  In  the  traniliitkNt  **  tsoMB  niqcia  fwcomt.** 

There  tkff  ran^ttUk'd  pititftti-  mumrml}  L«tti#,  a  Tl»<*r  of 
l/inla,  accortllns  to  Htr«lK>,  r«lllni  Into  tho  MMiudor.  la  Itt 
a«l|lllMwrliood  WM  tbt  dftf  caU«4  UiiciiMlft.  In  Ikvoiir  of 
I  oar  pool  to  siippoaod  to  havo  ■<1rtrsiinit  tbti 
I  lo  Diana.    It  vw  wrttlvn  (ai  MaiiOM  Daei«r 


Come  to  Lethe's  wavy  shore, 
Tell  them  they  shall  mourn  no  more. 
Thine  their  hearts,  their  altars  thine  j 
Must  they,  Diim  —  must  they  pine  ? 


ODE  tXV,* 


Like  some  wanton  filly  sportmg, 

MaJd  of  Thract'f  thou  iy'st  mj  coorttng* 

Wanton  filly  1  tell  me  why 

Thou  trip*st  away,  with  seomfal  eye. 

And  seem 'ft  to  think  my  doating  heart 

Is  novice  in  the  bridling  art  ? 

Believe  me,  girl,  it  j*  not  so  j 

Thou'lt  And  this  likilful  hand  can  throw 

The  reins  around  that  tender  form^ 

However  wild,  however  warm* 

Yes «- trust  rat*  I  can  tame  thy  force, 

And  turn  and  wind  thee  in  the  course. 

Though,  wasting  now  thy  careless  hours. 

Thou  sport  amid  the  herbs  and  flowers, 

Soon  shall  thou  feci  the  rein*8  control. 

And  tremble  at  the  wish'd-for  goal  I 


ODE  LXVU 


To  thee,  the  Qaeen  of  nymphs  divine. 
Fairest  of  all  that  fairest  shioo  j 
To  thee,  who  rul'st  with  darts  of  fire 
This  world  of  mortals,  young  Deaire  I 


conlectom)  on  the  orca«)on  of  lomv  bttUo,  In  wbka  Iba 
Msftieilan*  tuut  been  dereaied. 

*  Thill  odo,  which  !■  aftdreiMd  to  toioe  Thradlaii  firl, 
exlitf  In  HersctklcNi,  and  bat  bevn  imitated  vcrjr  frrqnentlj 
by  Horace,  aa  all  the  annotaiort  liave  remarkML  Madamo 
Daclior  rrj<>ct*  tlit  allrfory.  which  ran*  lo  ohtloiiilj  ihrnaflt 
the  poem,  and  luppnte*  It  Lo  havo  been  addrcaKd  Co  a /OUI^ 
mare  helntiglnir  to  FoljreratM. 

Fieriui,  in  the  fourth  boolt  of  hli  TII«roffly|iliki,  titm  Ibis 
ode,  and  Inform  ■  ua  thai  tl»«  bortt  waa  the  biaragljpbleil 
emblem  o<  pride. 

>  ThU  ixle  It  intrAducMl  la  the  Ilomiince  of  Tboodofiis 
Prodromii»«  and  \§  thai  klod  of  eplLlinlAiiilum  whkti  waa  Hifig 
like  A  iK-olluTi  at  the  nuplUl  iMinqort. 

Amonf  the  maoj'  worku  pf  the  impaiiloned  Aaipfdio,  «f 
vlikh  tiRM  and  Ifoorant  tuperttltlmi  have  deprived  lu,  the 
loit  oflieT  epkhaJamium*  U  not  oi^e  f4  the  leait  that  wed^ 
ploro.    The  ToDowlng  tliiet  are  elted  si  s  relic  of  uoo  of  thos* 


Sea  Seallf  er«  Id  hU  Toetkf .  cm  the  BpUbaUunltiRi 


J 


ODES  OP  AKACBEON. 


And  oil  t  tbdo  iimptul  Wawtr^  to  tli£c 
Who  hmr'wt  of  Itfe  Um  foai^im  kej, 
BiratliiTig  oij  KMii  in  ferrent  prwac, 
Aiid  vcftTiog  wild  mj  Tod^e  Jsji, 
For  tbce,  O  Qiicen  1  I  wmkt  fb«  Ijm 
For  the«,  tboo  b1aihiB|^  T'Cxn^  Dcftire, 
Ajid  ob  I  fov  thee,  Uioti  nspdal  Fnweri 
Come,  ijid  Uloiiie  tliii  geokl  lioitr^ 

Look  oo  thy  biridev  too  bappf  Itojr, 
And  wbile  thj  Ivmbcnt  gUnee  of  Joj 
Pl»j«  orer  sll  her  blmliiag  ^rhxnni, 
I>eUj  moCr  saaieti  lier  to  dmu  ami*, 
Before  tbe  lovelji  trembliiig  fireji 
Like  m  jotag  trndUof,  wing  awilj  I 
Tonit  Stnloelfi,  too  hxppj  j^oth. 
Dear  to  tike  Qaeen  ot^mmtmA  trash. 
And  dear  to  ber,  wliofte  jleldyig  aooe 
Win  mxn  rengn  bcr  all  tMne  own, 
Tom  to  If  jriUa,  turn  ihlne  ej«^ 
Breslbc  to  MjrilK  brcatlie  th  j  i^Il 
To  tlioie  bewitcbuig  bexotics  torn ; 
For  tlieie  thej  bloah,  for  thee  they  horn. 

Not  more  the  rote*  the  qoBtn  of  iow«T% 
Ootbln^iei  all  the  hloofn  <£  bowet«^ 
TbjMi  ihc  oniiTmll'd  fr««e  dudoiei, 
The  tv««te«t  rote,  when  aU  art  rotes. 
Oh  I  maj  the  fan,  henigni]it»  ihed 
Mil  blandfrt  infliicDce  o'er  thy  bed  ; 
And  fester  there  an  in&nt  tree, 
T^  Utoom  lihe  her,  and  tower  like  thee !  ■ 


tikt  kff,  *mg  itwvr  lOr  XldT  f  ]    Orlttadl  bw 


001  LXVll.* 

RjCB  in  hliMii  E  proodlj  leom 
The  wealth  of  Aiiialth«a*i  Irani  i 
Nor  abottld  I  aik  to  call  ibe  throat 
Of  the  TartesKiaa  pdnee  my  own  ;  > 
To  totter  tbr<mgb  his  ts%m  of  ^eans 
The  rietiffl  of  declining  f eara. 
One  Urtle  boor  of  Joj  to  ni« 
b  vonb  m  doll  et«mirf  f 


O0i  LXVIIL* 

Now  Heptnne*!  nsonth  oor  di  j  deibrvn^ 

The  anftj  nifht-clood  teemt  with  atorms  | 

And  aava^  winds*  iofniixlr  dnTni« 

Fly  howUoff  m  the  face  of  heaven  1 

Now,  now,  mj  frienda,  the  gathering  0ood 

With  roatate  n jt  of  wine  Ulome  ; 

And  while  oor  wreaths  of  panley  ^pttwd 

Their  &delcsi  foUagv  toaad  oar  he^ 

L«t*a  h jmn  th*  ahnightj  fxnrer  of  wine, 

And  shed  libations  on  his  shrine  I 


ODE  h%l%.* 

TtfET  wore  the  lotoa  hand  to  deck 
And  fko  with  pensile  wreath  each  neck  i 
And  every  gueit,  to  ihade  his  head. 
Three  little  fragrant  cbaplets  sprad  i* 


'  Jn  1^  Kuptltl  S40f  or  C^ 
what  *  irtiQllar  feivt 
to  ikflt  vbteb  GwiltsiaBt  wttribaitet  u»  p^-  *^^  *"  Hortiua 
fiBf9«  voont  hi,  i|Bd  Sot  Qle  cairpJEor,  «C  Giwett  jign  «4^ 

1  HHT  iiMiit.  in  7««taf .  tlut  tbft  wiibor  of  du  Grat^ 
tmrioH  of  OAi  durmlar  ode  of  Ciifullui,  hii  iKflcrteil  a 
r  beaut  J  tfl  ctKiw  rffTifi  "  Ut  tn 
»blet  li  lb*  npetitim  of  Ui«  liiie» "  MnltJ 
Bliii  fovff f  BittUfl  optaviitc  immH**"  vltb  Ufc«  i,n|h|  alUcf* 
ii^  of  mdlj  sad  mttv.  C«tii11tiii  liiaHlf«  bo««Ter<  lui  bcni 
mr^Xij  tnjuiidgai  hi  hit  wtrtionttfthv  Ouamu  «de  oTSapfto; 
ha»tet  Cmi«lMf<d  ^i^M^  ''^-^f^-.  ^^^  knitted  «ll  aoOa  «r 


ttC  IflffI  vlt 


iir^ 


Arfxntfaotilai.  vlw  IHtC  aeconliaf  i 

■lul  sri|  fwi  i  and  rHctt«d«  leeordlfif  i»  Mcradotua,  rifbtj .    ' 

4  Thtt  li  cmnpoKd  ei  tvo  fttcmnna  ;  Uw  H^cstlHb  iad    [ 
«iiittr-flxit  in  ItvDci.    Tli«r  ai*  bot^  fgoa^  la  EHaatUoft. 

*  Thm  fk^BTUta  tofm  thli  Uttl*  odt^  alt  dTtIiIcA  arr  pre. 
■errad  Id  Atbrpsfu.  Th*T  ■«  the  rfglitr-tBeiadf  •rf*i«j'- 
IfUi*  asd  dfiilT-tfaird,  La  Vmnm^ 

*  AtdrtCTf  jniM<;  toala<f  lj!i  IhmC 

gfre  ad  Idea  of  ibe  tuxarkiUi  *filmatl«i  In  vbiciv  f^Ur^m 
man  h^4  tqr  tiw  uirlt^nti « retain  an  afwciM*  cil  a  courtn^A, 
vfao.  Id  ordcT  to  fTvtlfr  ^br*a  lorcn^  wtibvut  1««t1ai  frntim 
tar  JnkMir  vitfa  aai^  «r  lb«m.  p*a  a  kiia  to  ow.  kt  tb*  athar 
irlafc  after  htr,  and  pot  a  iarlawi  «a  tbs  brw  of  iJkc  tblrt ; 
K  ^at  c«eh  vsi  aatlifltd  irUb  bit  Uimv,  wd  laltcf^ 
biiBKtf  «1tb  \bf  pnllFmn. 

Tbti  drc^meaaee  ntmldM  wrj  mad}  (ht  ntiact  arAav 
of  cba  linaaaM  a#  ftarark  da  Maiftiii^,,  a  irontedeer.  Saa 
L'Hlilaln  Uti^rain dra  1>eabadaw«,  Tha radfitf  to aeg. 
oftba  FMril*  fallBtria  of  cblmlir. 
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And  one  was  of  th*  Egyptian  leaf, 

The  rest  were  roses,  fair  and  brief : 

While  from  a  golden  yase  profound. 

To  all  on  flowery  beds  around, 

A  Hebe,  of  celestial  shape, 

Pour'd  the  rich  droppings  of  the  grape  I 


ODE  LXX.i 


A  BROKEN  cake,  with  honey  sweet. 
Is  all  my  spare  and  simple  treat : 
And  while  a  generous  bowl  I  crown 
To  float  my  little  banquet  down, 
I  take  the  soft,  the  amorous  lyre. 
And  sing  of  love*s  delicious  fire  : 
In  mirthfid  measures  warm  and  free, 
I  smg,  dear  maid,  and  sing  for  thee  I 


ODE  LXXI.» 


With  twenty  chords  my  lyre  is  hung. 
And  while  I  wake  them  all  for  thee. 

Thou,  O  maiden,  wild  and  young, 
Disport'st  in  airy  levity. 

The  nursling  fawn,  that  in  some  shade 
Its  antler'd  mother  leaves  behind,  > 

Is  not  more  wantonly  afraid, 
More  timid  of  the  rustling  wind  I 


ODE  LXX1I.4 

Fare  thee  well,  perfidious  maid, 
My  soul,  too  long  on  earth  delay'd. 


1  Compiled  bj  Barnet,  from  Atben«a«,  Heph«stion,  and 
Artealiu.    S«e  Barnet,  80th. 

*  ThU  I  have  formed  fhmi  the  eighty-fourth  and  eighty- 
fifth  of  Barnes*!  edition.  The  tvo  fragments  are  found  in 
Athenaeus. 

s  The  nmrst*ng/aw»t  that  in  $om€  shade 

JU  amtier'd  mtMrr  Uopfs  behind,  ^c]  In  the  original  :— 
'Or  If  vXn  MfM#rw 

A«*Al«fAM.-  M«  fturrfH. 

**  Homed  **  here,  undoubtedly,  seems  a  strange  epithet ; 
lladaroe  Dader  howerer  obsenres,  that  Sophocles,  CalUma- 
chus,  Ac.  have  all  applied  it  In  the  very  same  manner,  and 
she  seems  to  agree  in  the  conjecture  of  the  scholiast  upon 
PIndtr,  that  perhaps  horns  are  not  always  peculiar  to  the 
males.  I  think  we  may  with  more  case  oooclude  it  to  be  a 
license  of  the  poet,  "  Jusait  habere  poellam  comua." 

*  This  AragnMot  b  presanred  by  the  schoMart  upon  Aristo- 
phanes, and  b  the  efghty-ie?eath  In  Barnes. 


Delayed,  perfidious  girl,  by  thee. 
Is  on  the  wing  for  liberty. 
I  fly  to  seek  a  kindlier  sphere. 
Since  thou  hast  ceas'd  to  love  me  here  1 


ODE  LXXIII.& 

Awhile  I  bloom'd,  a  happy  flower, 
Till  Love  approach*d  one  fittal  hour. 
And  made  my  tender  branches  feel 
The  wounds  of  his  avenging  stecL 
Then  lost  I  fell,  like  some  poor  willow 
That  falls  across  the  wintry  billow  I 


ODE  LXX1V.« 

Monarch  Love,  resistless  boy. 

With  whom  the  rosy  Queen  of  Joy, 

And  nymphs,  whose  eyes  have  Heaven*s  hue. 

Disporting  tread  the  mountain-dew  ; 

Propitious,  oh  I  receive  my  sighs. 

Which,  glowing  with  entreaty,  rise. 

That  thou  wilt  whisper  to  the  breast 

Of  her  I  love  thy  soft  behest ; 

And  counsel  her  to  learn  fh>m  thee. 

That  lesson  thou  hast  taught  to  me. 

Ah  1  if  my  heart  no  flattery  tell, 

Thou*lt  own  Tve  leam*d  that  lesson  well  I 


ODK  LXXV. 


Spirit  of  Love,  whose  locks  unroird. 
Stream  on  the  breeze  like  floating  gold ; 


*  This  is  to  be  found  in  Hephvstlou,  and  Is  the  eighty-ninth 
of  Barnes's  edition. 

I  hare  omitted,  f\rora  among  these  scraps,  a  very  consider- 
able  fhigment  imputed  to  our  poet,  BAt^ii  y  Eufvmvkn  fuXv,  Ac 
which  is  preserved  In  the  twelfth  book  of  Athensras,  and  Is 
the  ninety-first  in  Barnes.  If  it  was  really  Anacreon  who 
wrote  it,  "  nil  ftiit  unquam  sic  impar  slbi."  It  Is  In  a  style  of 
gross  satire,  and  abounds  with  expressions  that  neirer  conld 
be  grace^ly  translated. 

*  A  (Vagment  preserrcd  by  Diim  Chrysostom.  Orat.  IL  de 
Regno.    See  Barnes,  93. 

7  This  A'agment,  which  is  extant  In  AthensMU  (Bamea, 
101.).  is  supposed,  on  the  authority  of  Chamselcon.  to  have 
been  addressed  to  Sappho.  We  have  also  a  stansa  attributed 
to  her,  which  some  romancers  have  supposed  to  be  her  answer 
to  Anacreon.  "  Mais  par  malheur  (aa  Bayle  s^ys),  Sappbo 
Tint  au  monde  environ  cent  ou  six  rii^t  ana  arant  Annerfon.** 
—  NoMvUrt  de  la  Rtp.  de$  Lett.  torn.  IL  da  Novwriire,  IfiM. 
The  foUowfaig  b  her  fragment,  tlM  compUmenC  of  vhidi  b 


ODES  OF  ANACKEON. 
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Come,  within  m  fragrant  dood 
Bloshxng  with  light,  thy  yotary  shrood  ; 
And,  on  thoae  wingg  that  sparkling  fdaj. 
Waft,  oh,  waft  me  hence  away ! 
LoTe !  my  aool  is  ftdl  of  thee. 
Alive  to  all  thy  loxory. 
Bat  she,  the  nymph  for  whom  I  glow. 
The  loTely  Leshian  mocks  my  woe ; 
Smiles  at  the  chill  and  hoary  hues, 
That  time  upon  my  forehead  strews. 
Alas  I  I  fear  she  keeps  her  charms. 
In  store  for  yoonger,  happier  arms ! 


ODE  LXXVI. » 

Htther,  gentle  Mose  of  mine. 
Come  and  teach  thy  Totary  old 

Many  a  golden  hymn  dirine. 
For  the  nymph  with  vest  of  gold. 

Pretty  nymph,  of  tender  age. 
Fair  thy  silky  locks  unfold  ; 

Listen  to  a  hoary  sage, 
Sweetest  maid  wiUi  vest  of  gold  I 


ODE  LXXVI1.« 

WocLD  that  I  were  a  toneftil  lyre. 

Of  bamish*d  rvory  fair, 
Which,  in  the  Dionysian  choir. 

Some  blooming  boy  should  bear  I 

Would  that  I  were  a  golden  vase. 
That  some  bright  nymph  might  hold 

My  spotless  frame,  with  blushing  grace. 
Herself  as  pure  as  gold  1 


teel  J  ima^iiiied ;  she  siippoMC  that  the  Mum  hu  dictatod  the 
▼enes  of  Anacreon  :— 

KuMv,  m  x(ur«d|(«H  Mmt*  utrtnt 
'Tf*9*f,  iM  rnt  MmXXtyvfutMH  %r9km$ 

Oh  Mom  1  who  lit'it  on  golden  throne 
Foil  manj  a  hymn  of  witching  tone 
The  Tefan  lage  if  taught  bj  thee  I 
But,  Goddeat.  firom  th  j  throne  of  gold. 
The  sweetest  hymn  tbou'it  erer  told. 
He  lately  leani'd  and  sung  for  me. 
I  Formed  of  the  IMth  and  1 19th  fh^menU  in  Bamet.  both 
of  whidi  are  to  be  found  in  8caliger*i  Poetics. 

D«  Psuw  thinks  that  those  detached  lines  and  couplets, 
wWcli  8ealigerhaaaddiierdasexampletinhisPoecies,areby 
BO  aeans  antbentk,  bat  of  his  own  lUyrfcatloD. 


ODE  LXXVIII.  s 

Whxn  Cupid  sees  how  thickly  now. 
The  snows  of  Time  fall  o*er  my  brow, 
Upon  his  wing  of  golden  light, 
He  passes  with  an  eaglet's  flight. 
And  flitting  onward  seems  to  say, 
**  Fare  thee  well,  thou'st  had  thy  day  !" 


Cupid,  whose  lamp  has  lent  the  ray. 
That  lights  our  life's  meandering  way, 
That  God,  within  this  bosom  stealing. 
Hath  waken'd  a  strange,  mingled  feeling. 
Which  pleases,  though  so  sadly  teasing. 
And  teases,  though  so  sweetly  pleasing !  < 


Let  me  resign  this  wretched  breath. 
Since  now  remains  to  me 

No  other  balm  than  kindly  death. 
To  soothe  my  misery  1  • 


I  KNOW  thou  lov'st  a  brimming  measure, 
And  art  a  kindly,  cordial  host ; 

But  let  me  fill  and  drink  at  pleasure  — 
Thus  I  enjoy  the  goblet  most  * 


I  FEAR  that  love  disturbs  my  rest. 
Yet  feel  not  love's  impassion'd  care  ; 

I  think  there's  madness  in  my  breast. 
Yet  cannot  find  that  madness  there  17 


*  This  is  generally  inserted  among  the  remains  of  Alcseus. 
Some,  however,  have  attributed  it  to  Anacreon.  See  our 
poet's  twenty-second  ode,  and  the  notes. 

s  See  Barnes,  173d.  This  fragment,  to  which  I  have  taken 
the  liberty  of  adding  a  turn  not  to  be  found  in  the  original,  is 
cited  by  Ludan  in  bis  thort  essay  on  the  Gallic  Hercules. 

*  Barnes,  125th.  This  is  in  Scaliger's  Poetics.  Gail  has 
omitted  it  in  bis  collection  of  fragments. 

*  This  fragment  is  extant  in  Arsenius  and  Hephsestion. 
See  Barnes  (GMh),  who  has  arranged  the  metre  of  it  very 
skilfully. 

*  Barnes,  72d.  This  fhigment,  which  is  found  in  Atho- 
nseus,  contains  an  excellent  lesson  for  the  Tutaries  of  Jupiter 
Hospitalis. 

7  Found  hi  Hephattion  (see  Barnes,  96th),  and  reminds 
one  somewhat  of  the  following : — 
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From  dread  Lencadia's  frowning  steep, 
m  plunge  into  the  whitening  deep  : 
And  there  lie  cold,  to  death  resign*d. 
Since  Love  intoxicates  my  mind  I  i 


Mix  me,  child,  a  cup  divine. 
Crystal  water,  ruby  wine  : 
Weave  the  frontlet,  richly  flushing, 
0*er  my  wintry  temples  blushing. 
Mix  the  brimmer  —  Love  and  I 
Shall  no  more  the  contest  try. 
Here  —  upon  this  holy  bowl, 
I  surrender  all  my  soul !  ^ 


Among  the  Epigrams  of  the  Anthologia,  are  found 
some  panegyrics  on  Anacreon,  which  I  had  trans- 
lated, and  originally  intended  as  a  sort  of  Coronis 
to  this  work.  But  I  found  upon  consideration, 
that  they  wanted  variety ;  and  that  a  frequent 
recurrence,  in  them,  of  the  same  thought,  would 
render  a  collection  of  such  poems  uninteresting. 
I  shall  take  the  liberty,  however,  of  subjoining  a 
few,  selected  from  the  number,  that  I  may  not 
appear  to  have  totally  neglected  those  ancient 
tributes  to  the  fame  of  Anacreon.  The  four  epi- 
grams which  I  give  are  imputed  to  Antipater 
Sidonius.  They  are  rendered,  perhaps,  with  too 
much  freedom  ;  but  designing  originally  a  trans- 


Odl  et  amo ;  qnare  Id  faciam  forUcte  requlris  ; 
Netcio:  sed  fieri  sentlo,  et  excrucior.  Cann.  53. 

I  love  thee  and  hate  thee,  but  if  1  can  tell 
The  cause  of  my  love  and  my  hate,  may  I  die. 

1  can  feel  it,  alas  1  1  can  feel  It  too  veil. 
That  I  loTe  thee  and  hate  thee,  but  cannot  tell  why. 

>  This  is  also  in  llephcstlon,  and  perhaps  is  a  fragment  of 
some  poem,  in  vhich  Anacreon  had  commemorated  the  late 
of  Sappho.    It  is  the  I  sad  of  Barnes. 

s  Collected  by  Barnes,  fh>m  Demetrius  Phalareus  and  Rus. 
tathlus,  and  subjoined  in  his  edition  to  the  epijcrams  attributed 
to  our  poet.  And  here  Is  the  last  of  those  little  scattered 
Hovers,  which  I  thought  I  might  venture  with  any  grace  to 
transplant ;— happy  if  it  could  be  said  of  the  garland  which 
they  form,  T«  i*  «C*  ArmMfimrt. 

*  Antipater  Sidonius,  the  author  of  this  epigram,  lired, 
according  to  Vossius,  de  Poetii  Gr*cls,  in  the  second  year  of 
the  lOdth  Olympiad.  He  appears,  from  what  Cicero  and 
Qulntllian  have  said  of  hhn,  to  have  been  a  kind  of  improv. 
Tisatora.  8««  lasUtut.  Oral.  lib.  x.  eap.  7.  There  b  nothing 
BMire  known  rwpeetlnf  tliia  poet,  cxecpt  aooM  particaUra  aboat 


lation  of  all  that  are  extant  on  the  subject,  I  en- 
deavoured to  enliven  their  uniformity  by  sometimes 
indulging  in  the  liberties  of  paraphrase. 


ANTinATFOT  ZIAnNlOT,  EI2  ANAKPEONTA. 

0AAAOI  rrrpoKopvfiioSf  AyoKp^oy,  o^t  <rc  Kiacos 

dSpa  re  Ktifutyttf  wop^vptuv  rcroAa 
viTTcu  8*  afyufotPTos  aya$\i6oano  yoKoKTos, 

ciMtfScf  8'  awo  yris  ^8v  x^o'vo  fit$v^ 
o<ppa  K€  roi  awoiiri  re  km  oarui  r^p^of  apifrat, 

€1  8c  ris  ^tfifvots  xp*fjLirr9Teu  tv^poaupa, 
u  ro  ^lAoy  trrtp^as,  ^iXc,  fiixpStroy,  s»  aw  ootSa 

vean-a  9tawKtcras  km  trvr  cpsm  0top. 

Around  the  tomb,  oh,  bard  divine ! 

Where  soft  thy  hallow*d  brow  reposes. 
Long  may  the  deathless  ivy  twine. 

And  summer  spread  her  waste  of  roses  I 

And  there  shall  many  a  fount  distil. 
And  many  a  rill  refresh  the  flowers  ; 

But  wine  shall  be  each  purple  rill. 
And  every  fount  be  milky  showers. 

Thus,  shade  of  him,  whom  Nature  taught 
To  tune  his  lyre  and  soul  to  pleasure. 

Who  gave  to  love  his  tenderest  thought. 
Who  gave  to  love  his  fondest  measure,  — 

Thus,  after  death,  if  shades  can  feel. 

Thou  may*st,  from  odours  round  thee  streaming, 
A  pulse  of  past  enjoyment  steal, 

And  live  again  in  blissful  dreaming  1 ' 

his  ilhiess  and  death,  which  are  mentioned  as  curious  by  Pliny 
and  others  i— and  there  remain  of  his  works  but  a  few  epigrams 
in  the  Anthologia,  among  which  are  found  these  Inscriptions 
upon  Anacreon.  These  remains  have  been  sometimes  imputed 
to  another  poet^  of  the  same  name,  of  whom  Vossius  gives  us 
the  following  account:—"  Antipater  Thessalonicensii  visit 
tempore  August!  Caeuuis,  ut  qui  saltantera  viderit  Pyiadem, 
sicut  constat  ex  quodam  ejus  epigrammate  Af9tk»yuK,  lib.  It. 
tit.  ut  «(x*'^'^-  ^'  ^^^  '^  Bathyllum  primos  fuisse  pan. 
tomimos  ac  sub  Augusto  claruisse,  satis  notum  ex  Dlone, 
Ac.  Ac." 

The  reader,  who  thinks  it  worth  observing,  may  find  a 
strange  oversight  in  Hoffman's  quotation  of  this  article  from 
Vossius,  Lexic.  Univers.  By  the  omission  of  a  sentence  he 
has  made  Vossius  assert  that  the  poet  Antipater  was  one  of 
the  first  pantomime  dancers  in  Rome. 

Barnes,  upon  the  epigram  before  us.  mentions  a  version  of 
it  by  BrodKus,  which  is  not  to  be  found  in  that  commentator  \ 
but  he  more  than  once  confounds  Brodvus  with  another  anno, 
tator  on  the  Anthologia,  Vincentius  Obsoponu,  who  has  glvea 
a  translation  of  the  epigran. 

•  PI— 1— fw  TiMMlMieMri  ttflwifli  vlisatur.-S 
timmtl  mmnM 


r 

■ 

ODES  OF  ANACREON.                                          47 
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TYVT  Anor*  sa  tok  atton. 

TOT  ATTOT,  Ell  TON  ATTON. 

■ 

f 

TT^CBOS  Ai'wt/Jf toia-aj.  6  Tif***  fHla^t  ffMCV«f 

I 

EAi«,  Xh  9^^r  (ctfHtTvrn  tuM^ai' 

£(  rt  roi  c«  ^leAaiy  ijA^ck  «/i«i'  o^t Aas, 

Ttwftffov  tfiTi  ttitohii,  (ntftffotf  yaaws,  o^pa  mt¥  oimi 

*ljMfia'  Koi  mtjffov  \tvKos  •S(«9«  Xi^tof « 

OdTia  yrf^fft  TOfUi  »»»ri(ojii<jKa, 

O^  AiJijf  *ro«  €p«rraj  «irf<rf ciTftr.  f«f  JT  Ax<fMM^<>' 

*tlt  6  Aiowffov  ^a^tcXij^frot  otMouri  itfii^^r, 

Xlr,  ^irr  wSopcit  Kvir^&t  ,&cp^40Tfpi|. 

'flf  ^  ^axpirrov  (Tvrrpo^s  OffUfi^tTis, 
M>^#  Mrro^iMCi'^s  Bokx^v  5ix*  towtoj'  ^<M<rw 

Bkax  deeps  Anftcreon,  in  this  ivied  flhide  ; 

Tof  ytv*ff  i^tpowttty  x^^p^^  w^iAof*' »*o»'.  > 

H^re  Diate  m  death  the  Teion  swui  Is  laid  > 

CoLd»  cold  that  heart,  which  while  oa  earth  it  dwelt 

Oh  stranger!  if  Anacreon's  shcU 

All  the  cwect  frenxy  of  lovers  pajssioii  fdt 

Has  ever  taught  tliy  heart  to  twelM 

And  yet,  oh  Bard  I  thou  art  not  mute  in  death, 

With  paBBion'fl  throb  <ir  pleasure's  sigh, 

SdU  do  we  catch  th j  lyreV  luziirioiis  breath  ;  < 

lu  pity  turo^  as  waud'ring  nigh, 

And  ttill  thv  song*  of  tofk  Bathylla  hloom^ 

And  drop  thy  gohtet'«  richest  tear  * 

Gf«cfi  aa  the  iiy  round  thy  mould' riug  tomb. 

la  tenderest  libation  here  \ 

Kor  jet  haa  death  obscur'd  thy  fire  of  love, 

So  shall  my  sleeping  ashes  thrill 

For  atiU  it  Ilghti  thee  through  the  Ely&ian  grove ; 

With  visions  of  enjoyment  still. 

Where  dreams  are  thine,  that  bless  th*  elect  alone, 

Not  even  in  death  can  I  resign 

And  Vencu  c«Ui  thee  eren  in  death  her  own  I 

The  festal  joys  that  oncse  were  mine, 

«  — — Otf  TkiM  titan  a  teid.]   Thus  Horace  of  Piiid&r  :  _ 

*               — ^—  if  Anacrttm'i  thrU 

Ifalta  tXrcamm  trvat  aura  cjrnium. 

Has  eifer  taught  ikp  heart  ta  tuvtf.  It^,}    We  maf  gosf  ■ 
rrom  the  woixU  la  /SfCA^v  i/w*r«  that  Aaacrvon  wai  trat  toerelf 

A  mnm  wa»  IImf  li1«rt>f  lyphlcAl  etnbieiti  of  a  pact,    AoAcreoa 

m  writer  of  bUlel><doux,  aj  tome  Frcnrh  crCUci  hare  called 

taa  liECb  caUfld  tJk*  ivm  of  Teot  by  another  of  hij  culogliU. 

him*    Amanpl  tbfg«  Mr,  Le  Fi?vre,  with  all  hh  pfolteiied 

admlratloD,  ha«  given  our  poet  a  character  bj  no  meaaaofan 

A»0ti*t  At«JBfMv4W,  T«7«r  muM»9*t 

eleratMl  cat  t :  — 

E^9%kmt  i^fn  N»r«ci«  ptiX^Ut*}^ 

Aatii  c'ett  pour  cela  qua  la  poit^iitfi 

Eyytrwt,  AtHtkiiy. 

l/a  timjour«  ju4ten»at  d'agre  en  age  chant^ 

Ccd  of  the  f rape  I  thou  tiAi I  tietray'd 

la  whie't  bewildering  drc«m, 

Ami  do  billetk^doua  et  de  bAdliieHe. 

Tbe  Gilmt  man  that  mv  plnyM 

S«v  the  veriet  preExed  to  hit  Puittet  Gtec*.    Thii  it  unlike 

AJont  Hm  Mttie*!  ftreun  1^ 

the  Untruage  ot  Theocritus/to  whom  Atutcreon  U  indebted  for 

Tlie  -raan,  nun'd  with  all  thoM  boney'd  boft,                 1 

the  rollowlttg  iinaplo  eulagium  :  — 

The  foong  Dvttreft,  light  LoTct,  md  rt>»e.tlpp'd  Joyt  1 

£12  ANAKPEONT03  ANAFIANTA. 

*  Mtm  db  Wtf  ca#e*  ik^  l^re*M  tunrhmt  breath  i^    Thui 

esriM  T*t  «|f)(J«.*TV  rwTM,  at  fiti. 

tteaalilw,  tptaMtng  of  our  poet  t  -^ 

rv«iit3«T  M*u  kty',  I9-«T  If  «t««v  t00^* 

Mmhtm  >*  i«  3^^  0i\iT%^9e  »XX*  fTt  mt4t§ 

AiAiafUvfuf  um*»'  uhm  it  Ti«, 

Aaq{Cf*«f  «4(  S«««v  urr«#ir  ffi  iiiSi|. 

«w»  rftf§'  It  rt  m^irrtr  *id«c*»**»« 

^fU9tim,  A«4UA«^. 

Though  dark  Mithln  the  tomb  he  llei  \ 

Upon  thk  Stat  lib  or  ANAcajcoit. 

Hut  IkiDg  «U11,  hU  aj)Doroiu  1ut« 

Stranger  !  whei  near  thU  itatue  cbance  lo  roam, 

Let  it  awhile  your  itudimii  ejr«s  engage ; 

j             That  fou  may  iaf ,  returning  to  your  lumie, 
"  I've  fe4:n  the  image  of  tine  Tclan  tage, 
Beit  of  the  bards  who  di!<ck  the  Miuc'A  page." 

Ihaogli  L«  Ptrrr«»  hi  bii  Poct«*  Greci.  iuppo^f^t  that  theepl- 

Then,  if  you  add,  '*  That  ttripilogs  \nr'd  him  welir' 

caoaldOTabl*  oThU  rwnuliif  b  a  utlrical  pcwm  upon  woinea. 

You  tcU  Ihcm  aJl  he  was,  and  aptljr  tell. 

Wa  nuf  Judge  froa  the  Unas  I  hare  juit  qtiotM.  and  the 

1  have  endeavoured  tn  dn  Jiutlce  to  the  limplleity  of  thU 

hwport  of  tbe  (ppigram  befora  ui^  that  the  worki  o(  Antcrmm 

inscripticin  by  rcndefing  it  lu  llteraiiy,  I  toeUete.  ai  a  terw 

tronjilalion  will  aUow. 

■opooa,  lh«  OMOBiantator  ber^,  appear*  to  exuU  In  their 

^  And  drop  /%  gobUlB  rfche»t  trar,  9ic\     Thai  Sraioiildca, 

dwtnietioo,  and  UQlag  tu  they  were  btirned  hj  the  hithopi 

In  another  of  hl»  upitapbt  on  our  poet ;  ^ 

Kaj  fjur  mit  TtyyH  *«t«^  3^«r*f,  nf  «  rH'^^*t 

\*l*Tt^m  /I44Amjf«  lotlr  1«  rvrnftmrmt. 

Lol  riuei,  in  cluM'ring  t>eauty  wrrath'd, 

^  T1i«  iptrit  of  Anacrean  U  luppoted  Ui  utter  thuae  veriet 

Drop  ail  tbi<iT  lrcai.nres  oil  his  bead, 

INxptliatoiBb,  — aotaffwhat  "  routatuj  ah  lllo,"  at  leaat  La 

Whoie  lip«  a  tip*  of  irwectnesi  brcatfa'd, 

timpUmf  of  eaprcaalon 

BlchiT  Wvm  vUiVi  hatli  ever  ihcd  1 

1 
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WTiiin  Harmony  pursu'd  my  ways. 
And  Bacchus  wanton'd  to  my  lays* ' 
Oil !  if  dcljghl  coutd  cbanii  no  more, 
If  aJl  the  gubkt'ft  biiss  wt-re  oVt, 
WliGQ  &.U*  had  once  our  douui  decreed. 
Then  dying  vould  he  death  indeed  j 
Kor  could  [  think,  utibl(?6t  by  wine, 
DWinity  itself  divine ! 


TOT  ArroT,  £11  To^^  attok. 

ETAEI2  tp  ^i^cfoiirir.  AraA(p«or,  ttr$Ka  irvwfitFat 

tii^ti  Kox  2/ifp3if ,  ro  riftOtaif  tap,  i»  cv  fifAurZtfV, 
0ctpf it',  artiepovov  irtieraa  ffa^/AortoK 

fftdt<is)>'  yap  EpcvTOT  «^i/i  (TKowov  cv  8f  cr«  fwtn^v 
TCJ^a  Tc  Km  <rK9\ias  tix*v  lier^o\tas* 


i  And  Bpcchm  watttoH'd  to  m^  tagi.  ^c]  Th«  or(rin«l 
berr  U  corruplt-d,  tbt  Ihic  ik  «  A»*fn(rrw,  &c.  Ii  uniDldJiiflbli!. 

BruDck'*  MiveiiilAtiuii  Intpiorct  the  tente,  but  I  doubt  Kit 
(bra  h»  eommamdwS  for  etf gAnc«.    He  fad*  the  line  tbtu  ;  — 

Sm  Brunrk,  Aiulcctji  Veier.  Pact.  Crvc.  vol.  II, 

'  Tkg  harp,  tkal  tekitptrd  ikrougk  each  littKering  miffki^ 
^e.}  In  Kuother  of  tbrs«  poemi,  **  the  olghttjr-fpeakiiig 
Ijrrt*"  or  the  bftrd  U  represented  m  not  jct  tileot  even  after 
hit  death. 

Xi/tuw'l'c^  I'r  AM«{'i«rTiR« 
To  l>g«utjr*i  tmile  and  wlne*«  doltf ht, 

To  Joyt  he  lov'd  on  rarth  »o  w*U, 
Still  ■hjill  hit  iplrit,  all  th<*  night. 

Attune  tlie  wild.  t^rM  ibdl  ! 

*  Ttke  pmrttt  n^ttar  t^  iti  mmmbcrM^  4r.]  Thai,  tnji 
Branelii  in  tbe  protogtie  to  the  lAtlre*  i>t  Penlu« :  -> 

Cantwtt  cn»dai  FrgM«rlttixi  nectar. 
■*  Mtftot  **  ti  Ik*  lutial  rwidlng  In  lb  it  l(n*«  and  C^uubon  hm 
daHmdad  It  \  Imi  '*  nectar  "  1>,  1  think,  much  more  tplrlt^d. 

*  She,  ik*  y^mng  tpringvf  tkg  drtirn.  J|tfO  The  ori|$lfiaI, 
T«  n«0i»  %m%,  U  btmutlful.  We  rpgri>t  ibat  4uch  pralte  thnuld 
tw  la*  Ulicd  to  proftotb^ronily,  Ai>di  feel  that  the  poet*!  mk- 
lre»o  E«irj-pyle  would  havf  vlrnTviHl  It  brlliT,  lU-r  imtne 
hat  l»ern  toll  I  u>  bjr  Mvlirttgr>r,  a«  alreadjr  iiuoted,  and  In 
nnothrr  iiT»i|triiin  hjr  Aiitipatrr. 

«ift*evw?  Jbrafnf  «f^  J^tf^Ai  «i^<ir, 
fl  «f«r  Sit^evlLiTff  'n«it«Mi««>«r    .     .    »     . 
Uiog  may  [^'  ind  Ifowpl^, 

Kurvpyl*-,  <ire, 

rifttklny  l>«-r  I  \\\tf  p^jr 

That  llgliia  thitic  i>v  *  dlMoltrtnjt  ftm  I 


At  length  thy  goldeti  hourft]iAT«  winged  thcii'  flight, 
A  ltd  drowsy  dcadi  (hat  eyelid  gtecpeth  ; 

Thy  barpi  that  whLsper'd  through  eacb  lingering 
night, « 
Now  mutely  in  obliTion  «kepcth  1 

She  toOt  for  whom  that  harp  profiisely  Ahtfd 

The  purest  nectar  of  its  nttmbcrSj  * 
She,  the  young  spring  of  thy  desires,  hath  fled, 

And  with  her  blest  Anacreon  slumbers  I  ^ 

Farewell!  thou  had'st  a  pu!s«  for  every  dart^ 
That  mighty   Love    cotild    scatter    from    his 
quiver ; 
And  each  new  heanty  found  m  thee  »  heart. 
Which  thou,  with  all  thy  heart  and  soul,  didst 
give  her!  * 


Slug  ol  her  unlle't  bcwItcblDg  power* 
fl«r  «f«i7  gracw  that  warati  aod  blcMei ; 

Slog  of  her  tvronV  luxtirlant  flower, 
The  beainlog  glory  of  h<^r  trc4*e«. 

The  exprrulon  here«  ««$^'  a«,iM»ri  "the flower  otth^  hatr/* 
It  borrowed  rram  Anacreoo  blmMlC«  ai  appear*  bf  aOagmmt 
of  the  poet  preMrved  lu  Siotwus :  hwtmufmt  I*  iv«A«r  mpuifAm 

>  Fartweli  t  ikcm  kad'si  a  puht  JFbr  rvgrp  dart,  fc.]  ifiv 
rmt^H.  **icopuf  eras  oaturi/'  not  '*  H*<^>^l^*^f/'  ■*  Baraoi 
very  falielj  interprcti  It. 

Vtocenthu  Otxopamt,  upofi  tbtt  paiiage.  euoiHref  to  In- 
du]go  ua  with  a  little  aitroloi^lcal  wlfclom,  aud  talki  In  a  itjria 
or  learned!  MraiuLal  about  VeDtu,  "  ixial«  poilta  ctun  Marte  tai 
dlomo  SatumI/' 

>  And  each  nrw  bftul^  fomtd  At  HkHf  m  kf^H^  #««]  This 
coupU-^  if  not  oLlierwlke  warranted  bj  tha  orlfinalt  than  aa 
It  dilatei  the  thought  wblch  Antlp«t«r  has  flguratliraly 
exprevted. 

Critiaa,  of  Athenf,  pa^i  a  tribute  to  the  legitimate  gsl- 
Inn  try  of  Anacrron,  calling  him,  with  i^lfgant 

T«t  )f  yatmuutit  ^Ami*  vJti|«p««  avr*  *!«<, 

Teo«  gMve  to  r:rt.«ec«  her  trcatare. 

Sage  AnAcrr^n,  Mtre  In  loTing  ; 
Fondly  weavUtu  Uyt  of  fiteHiuure 

For  the  maid*  vtho  blusb'J  approving* 

When  lu  nightly  banquett  iportlng. 

Wh^rc'*  the  gui*<t  fnuld  ever  II f  him  ? 
Wht'O  wUh  Io*i«'«  tiMluethm  citurtlng* 

Where'*  the  uy raph  could  eVr  deny  hint  ? 

b  Titini  ^altfw.  In  Ikk  dMIcatoffr  wna 
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PREFACE, 


BT   TH£   EDITOB.* 


TiUE  Pocnis  Yhich  I  take  tbe  liberty  of  pablishisg, 
AcTer  mt«ikd€d  by  the  author  lo  pofis  beyond 
drcie  of  his  friends  He  tbonght,  with  some 
itmi  what  are  called  Occasional  Poems 
■Oil  be  alwaya  inaipid  and  uninteresting  to  the 
mail  1 1  part  of  their  readers.  The  particular  sita* 
allBBS  in  wliich  they  were  written  ;  the  character 
of  tlie  antbor  and  of  his  aasoeiates ;  all  these  pecu- 
be  known  and  felt  before  we  can 
the  ipirit  of  such  com  positions*  Thia 
would  hsTe  always,  I  believe,  pre- 
vcotod  the  aathor  himself  from  submitting  these 
tiiflea  to  the  eye  of  dispassionate  criticism  :  and 
if  tlinr  posthumous  introduction  to  the  world  be 
n^loatiee  tohia  memoryt  or  intmsiim  on  the  public, 
the  error  mtuit  be  imputed  to  the  injudicious  par- 
tiality of  friendship. 

Mr.  I^STLK  died  in  his  one  and  twentieth  year ; 
and  miMl:  of  these  Poems  were  written  at  so  early 
a  peiiod  thai  their  errors  may  lay  clalmato  some 
Indolgeaee  fitnn  the  critic.  Their  author,  as  un- 
amhitioiia  aa  iadolenl,  scarce  erer  looked  beyond 
tiw  aMMPgnl  of  composition  ;  but,  in  general,  wrote 
aa  he  pleased,  careless  whether  he  pleased  as  he 
It  may  likewise  be  remembered,  that  tbey 
aU  the  prodnctions  of  an  age  when  the  pus- 
-very  often  give  a  colouring  too  warm  to  the 
;  and  this  may  palliate,  if  it  cannot 
that  air  of  levity  which  penradea  so  many 
The  '*aurea  legge,  s'ei  pioce  ei  lice,"  he 
loo  nraeh  pursued,  and  too  much  inculcates.  Few 
can  regret  this  more  sincerely  than  myself  -,  and 
if  my  friend  had  lived,  the  jndgmenl  of  riper  jears 
would  haTe  chastened  his  mind,  and  tempered  the 
laxttriaiioe  of  his  fancy. 

3ir.  Lcms  gave  mnch  of  his  time  to  the  study 
of  the  amatory  writers*  If  ever  he  expected  to 
ind  is  the  ancients  that  delicacy  of  sentiment,  and 
variety  of  &Dcy,  which  are  so  necessary  to  refine 
and  iT^i^w**^  the  poetry  of  love,  he  was  much  dis- 

•  A  portiofi  of  theatt  Pocmt  were  publifhed  origlnsllf  m» 
th*  workj  of*'  ilie  tsle  Thooiaa  Little,"  with  the  Prtlkoe  hen 
(Ivco  tif«a&«il  to  them. 


appointed.  I  know  not  any  one  of  them  who  can 
be  regarded  as  a  model  in  that  stvle  ;  Ovid  made 
love  like  a  rake,  and  Properttus  like  a  school- 
master. The  mythological  allusions  of  the  latter 
are  called  erudition  by  his  commentators ;  but 
such  ostentatious  display,  upon  a  subject  so  simple 
as  love^  would  be  now  esteemed  vague  and  puerile, 
and  was  even  in  his  own  times  pedantic.  It  is 
astonishing  that  to  many  critica  should  have  pre- 
ferred him  to  the  gentle  and  touching  Tibnllus  ; 
hut  those  defects,  1  believe,  which  s  commoo 
reader  condemns,  have  been  regarded  rather  as 
beauties  by  those  erudite  men,  the  commentaloTa  ; 
who  find  a  field  for  their  ingenuity  and  research, 
in  his  Grecian  learning  and  quaint  obscurities. 

Tibullus  abounds  with  touches  of  fine  and 
natural  feeling.  The  idea  of  his  unexpected  re- 
turn to  Delia,  "Tunc  veniam  subito  •/'  &c.  is 
imagined  with  oil  the  delicate  ardour  of  a  lover ; 
and  the  sentiment  of  "  nee  te  posse  carerc  vclim," 
however  colloc|uial  the  exprenton  may  have  been, 
la  natural,  and  from  the  heart.  But  the  poet  of 
Verona,  in  my  opinion,  posseased  more  genuine 
feeling  thau  any  of  them.  Ilia  life  was,  I  believe, 
unfortunate  ;  his  associates  were  wild  and  aban- 
doned ;  and  the  warmth  of  his  nature  tmik  too 
much  advantage  of  the  latitude  which  the  morals 
of  thoae  times  so  criminally  allowed  to  the  pas- 
sions. All  this  depraved  his  imagination,  and 
made  it  the  slave  of  his  senses.  But  stilt  a  native 
•cnsibllity  is  often  very  warmly  perceptible  ;  and 
when  he  touches  the  chord  of  pathos,  he  reaches 
immediately  the  heart  They  who  have  felt  the 
sweets  of  return  to  a  home  from  which  they  have 
long  been  absent  will  confess  the  beauty  of  those 
simple  unaffected  lines :  ^- 

O  qald  salutti  e»t  beatiut  eurl»  ! 
Cum  vnmt  onus  rrponj^.  ac  pcirgr^Do 
Lahore  reftfti  i^cnlTnus  Larcm  Ad  ooiitruni 
DefidcrmtoquD  &cqule»dm4it  k*clQ, 

His  sorrows  on  the  death  of  his  brother  are  the 
very  tears  of  poesy  *,  and  when  he  complains  of 
Ihe  iiUgratitude  of  mankind,  even  the  iaezperieneed 
cannot  but  fi)Tnpathi5e  with  him.     I  wish  I  were 
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a  poet ;  I  should  then  endeavoar  to  catch,  hy 
CraDslation,  the  spirit  of  those  beauties  whieh  I 
hiive  aiwnya  so  warmly  admired.* 

It  seems  to  liave  been  peculiarly  the  fare  trf" 
Catullus^  that  the  better  and  more  vaJ liable  part 
of  his  |x>etrjr  has  aot  reached  us  ;  for  there  is 
confessedjy  nothing  in  his  extant  Trork*  to  autho- 
rise the  epithet  '*doetus,'*  so  universally  bestowed 
uptjo  him  by  ihe  ancients.  If  time  had  suffered 
hiB  other  writ^Djgs  to  escape,  we  perhaps  should 
hmve  fonnd  among  them  some  inore  purely  amatory ; 
but  of  those  we  poaaefls,  can  there  he  a  sweeter 
specimen  of  warxiif  yet  chastened  descriptiot),  than 
his  loves  of  Acme  and  Septimiiis  ?  and  the  few 
Uttle  soDgs  of  dalllanee  to  Lesbla  are  distinguished 
by  each  an  exquisite  playfulness,  that  they  have 
ilwiys  been  assumed  as  models  by  the  most  ele- 
gant modem  Latinists,  Still »  it  must  be  con- 
iSeaied,  in  the  midst  of  all  these  beauties, 

^^  MtHlia  de  fbnte  leporum 
Surgit  i»arl  alfqi^y.  qu4xj  \n  ipctt  Oorlbiii  siig»t4 

It  has  of^en  been  remarked,  that  the  aoctenta 
knew  nothing  of  gallantry  ;  and  we  are  sometimes 
told  there  was  too  much  sincerity  in  their  lore  to 
allow  them  lo  trifle  thus  with  the  itemblance  of 
passion.  But  I  cannot  pttrceive  timt  they  were 
any  thing  more  constant  *han  the  modems  t  ihey 
felt  all  the  Mme  dissipation  of  the  heurt,  though 
they  knew  not  those  seduclivti  graces  by  which 
gallantry  almost  teaches  it  to  be  amiable.  Wotton, 
the  learned  advocate  for  the  modems^  deserts  them 
in  considering  this  point  of  comparisonf  and 
praises  the  ancients  for  their  ignorance  of  inch 
reinementa.  But  he  seems  to  have  collected  his 
notions  of  gallatitry  from  the  insipid  ybc£sttr«  of  the 
French  romances,  which  have  nothing  congeitial 
with  the  graceful  levity,  the  "grata  proterritaa," 
of  a  Kocbester  or  a  Sedley. 

As  far  as  I  can  judge,  the  early  poets  of  onr 
own  laagnage  were  the  models  which  Mr«  Littl£ 
selected  for  imitation.  T»  attain  their  simplicity 
(*'  atvo  rarissima  nostro  simplicitas ")  was  his 
fondest  ambition.  He  could  not  have  oiiufd  at  a 
grace  more  dilheult  of  attainment  \ ;  and  his  life 
was  of  too  short  a  date  to  alb>w  him  to  perfect 
such  a  laste  ;  but  how  far  he  was  likely  to  have 
•iiooeedod,  the  critic  may  judge  from  hii  prodtui- 


I  have  found  among  his  papers  a  doycI,   in 


*  ha  th«  (ollowtng  Poems,  will  b«  fouod  s  traoalsddQ «f sns 
of  hti  flnMt  r«nnlnt}  btn  t  fvKj  U  U  onlf  «  ib««  MbOoU 
\taft  immf^  tad  d«««rr«i  to  hm  j»ral««d  for  Uttls  mmrn  thaa 

t    LiMMltal, 

t  It  Is  a«lflMIS  Rloilialtoa  of  tbe  labour  whkh  •Implirllj 


rather  an  imperfect  state,  which,  as  soon  as  I  have 
arranged  and  collected  it,  shall  be  submitted  to 
the  public  eye. 

Where  Mr.  Little  was  bom,  or  what  is  the 
genealo^'  of  his  parents,  ore  points  in  which  very 
few  readers  can  be  interested.  His  life  was  one 
of  those  humble  streams  which  have  scarcely  a 
name  in  the  map  of  life,  and  the  traveller  may 
pass  it  hy  without  inquiring  its  source  or  direction. 
His  character  was  well  known  to  all  who  were 
aei|iiainted  with  him  ;  for  he  had  too  much  vanity  to 
hide  its  virtues,  and  not  enough  of  art  to  conceal 
its  defects.  The  lighter  traits  of  his  mind  may  be 
traced  perhaps  in  bis  writings;  but  the  few  for 
which  he  was  Tilyed  live  only  in  Hie  remembrance 
of  hii  friends. 

T.M. 


JOSEPH  ATKINSON,  ESQ. 

Mr  DEAR  Sm, 

1  FEEL  a  very  tinoere  pleasure  in  dedi- 
cating to  yon  the  Second  Ekiition  of  our  friend 
Little's  Poems,  I  am  not  nnconscious  that  there 
are  many  in  the  collection  which  perluips  it  would 
be  prudent  to  have  altered  or  omitted  ;  and,  to  saj 
the  truth,  I  more  than  once  revised  them  for  tbat 
purpose*;  but,  I  know  not  why,  I  distrostcd  either 
my  heart  or  my  judgment  ?  and  the  consequence 
is,  you  have  them  in  their  original  form : 

Kon  potniDt  OMtrof  mulUv^  FaaiidHn,  Uturs 
Emcodjunt  joecM  ;  iiaa  UUin  poieO. 

1  am  convinced,  however,  that,  though  not 
quite  a  camtiste  rtUcki,  you  have  chanty  enough 
to  forgive  such  inoffeosire  follies:  you  know  that 
the  pious  Beza  was  not  the  less  revered  for  thoae 
sportive  JuveniUa  which  he  published  under  a 
fictitioas  name  ;  nor  did  the  levity  of  1km bo's 
poems  prevent  him  from  making  a  very  good  car- 


Believe  me,  my  dear  Friend, 

With  the  truest  esteem. 
Yours, 
T.  M. 


t«talrasi  (hat  the  Rsmbleri  of  JobatoD,  slaliorsts  ai  thegr 
•Itpcir.  wvrt  wHtIm  with  f urary,  and  mMooi  TV^tdreri  f^ 
rUlon ;  white  the  atinplp  UnftUAg«  of  RooM««tt»  wblcli  •••mt 
UiCMiw  iovlnp  rrrmi  thf  bcssri,  wu  thv  iJow  f»rodiictkn  of 
(ttlnrul  Ubour,  i^uiiitiK  on  ervry  »urtl»  moA  lnls^clWi  SSH| 
■coienee. 
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FRAGMENTS  OF  COLLEGE  EXERCISES. 

KofaOitatiola  etc  atqne  aula  Tlttaa.   Jot. 

Mamk  thoae  proud  bouten  of  s  splendid  line, 
Like  gilded  rains,  mould'iing  while  thej  shine. 
How  hearj  sits  that  weight  of  alien  show, 
Like  martial  helm  upon  an  infimt's  brow  ; 
Those  bovTOw'd  spleEudoors,  whose  contrasting  light 
Throws  back  the  native  shades  in  deeper  night. 

Ask  the  proud  train  who  glory's  shade  pnrsae. 
Where  are  the  arts  by  whieh  that  glory  grew  ? 
The  genuine  Tirtnes  that  with  eagle-gaze 
Sooght  jGong  Renown  in  all  her  orient  blaze  ! 
Where  is  the  heart  by  chymic  tmth  refin'd, 
Th'  exploring  soul,  whose  eye  had  read  mankind? 
Where  are  the  links  that  twin'd,  with  heav'nly  art. 
His  country's  interest  round  the  patriot*s  heart  ? 


JaatsB  bdlinB  qallNii  aaeetswiimi,  et  pia  anna  qnibaa 
mlla  nisi  In  annU  rgUnqaJtiir  q>M.  — Litt. 


Is  there  no  call,  no  consecrating  cause, 
ApproT*d  by  HeaVn,  ordain'd  by  nature's  laws. 
Where  justice  flies  the  herald  of  our  way. 
And  truth's  pure  beams  upon  the  banners  play  ? 

Tes,  there's  a  call  sweet  as  an  angel's  breath 
To  slamb'ring  babes,  or  innocence  in  death  ; 
And  argent  as  the  tongue  of  Heav'n  within. 
When  the  mind's  balance  trembles  upon  sin. 

Oh  !  'tis  our  country's  voice,  whose  claim  should 

meet 
An  echo  in  the  soul's  most  deep  retreat ; 
Along  the  heart's  responding  chords  should  run. 
Nor  let  a  tone  there  vibrate  —  but  the  one  I 


VARIETY. 

Ask  what  prevailing,  pleasing  power 
Allures  the  sportive,  wandering  bee 

To  roam,  untired,  firom  flower  to  flower. 
Hell  tell  yon,  'tis  variety. 


Look  Nature  round,  her  features  trace. 
Her  seasons,  all  her  changes  see  ; 

And  own,  upon  Creation's  face. 
The  greatest  charm's  variety. 

For  me,  ye  gracious  powers  above  ! 

Still  let  me  roam,  unfix'd  and  free ; 
In  all  things,  —  but  the  nymph  I  love, 

I'll  change,  and  taste  variety. 

But,  Patty,  not  a  world  of  charms 

Could  e'er  estrange  my  heart  from  thee  ;  - 

No,  let  me  ever  seek  those  arms| 
There  still  Til  find  variety. 


TO  A  BOY,  WITH  A  WATCH. 

WRITTEN   FOR   A   FRIEND. 

Is  it  not  sweet,  beloved  youth. 
To  rove  through  Erudition's  bowers. 

And  cull  the  golden  fhiits  of  truth. 
And  gather  Fancy's  brilliant  flowers  ? 

And  is  it  not  more  sw6et  than  this. 
To  feel  thy  parents'  hearts  approving. 

And  pay  them  back  in  sums  of  bliss 
The  dear,  the  endless  debt  of  loving  ? 

It  must  be  so  to  thee,  my  youth  ; 

With  this  idea  toil  is  lighter ; 
This  sweetens  all  the  fruits  of  truth, 

And  makes  the  flower  of  fancy  brighter. 

The  little  gift  we  send  thee,  boy, 

May  sometimes  teach  thy  soul  to  ponder, 

If  indolence  or  siren  joy 
Should  ever  tempt  that  soul  to  wander. 

'Twill  tell  thee  that  the  winged  day 
Can  ne'er  be  chain'd  by  man's  endeavour ; 

That  life  and  time  shall  fade  away. 

While  heav'n  and  virtue  bloom  for  ever  ! 


SONG. 


If  I  swear  by  that  eye,  you'll  allow. 
Its  look  is  so  shifting  and  new. 

That  the  oath  I  might  take  on  it  now 
The  very  next  glance  would  unda 
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Those  \mhw»  thai  ne«tle  so  sly 
Sueh  ihousandc  of  arrows  hwe  got. 

That  im  oatht  on  the  glance  of  an  eya 
Such  as  yours,  may  be  off  in  a  shot. 

Should  I  sif ear  by  the  dew  on  your  lip« 
Thcmgh  each  moment  the  treasure  reaewa» 

If  my  constancy  wisbos  to  tript 

I  may  kiss  off  the  oath  when  I  chouse. 

Or  a  sigh  may  disperse  from  that  flowV 
Both  the  dew  and  the  oath  thiit  are  there  j 

And  rd  make  a  new  vow  every  hour, 
To  lose  them  so  sweetly  in  air, 

But  clear  up  the  heav*D  of  your  brow. 
Nor  fiincy  my  fkith  is  a  feather  ; 

On  roy  heart  1  will  pledge  you  my  vow, 
Xnd  they  lM>th  must  be  broken  together  1 


To 


Remember  him  thou  leaT'st  hehindf 
Who^e  heart  h  warmly  bonnd  to  the«. 

Close  as  the  tend'rest  linki  can  bind 
A  heart  as  warm  as  heart  can  l>e. 

Oh  }  I  had  long  in  freedom  rov'd, 
Though  many  seem'd  my  soul  to  share } 

*Twas  passioii  when  I  thought  I  lov*d, 
*Twas  fancy  when  1  thought  them  Mr. 

Et'q  she»  my  muse's  early  theme, 
Begtiil'd  me  only  while  she  warm'd  ; 

•Twaa  young  desire  that  fed  the  dream. 
And  reason  broke  what  passion  formed. 

Bttt  thou  —  ah  I  better  had  it  been 
If  I  had  stiE  iu  freedom  rov*d, 

if  I  had  ne'er  thy  beauties  seen, 
For  tlien  I  never  should  have  lov'd* 

Then  all  the  pain  which  lopTcn  feel 
Had  never  to  this  heart  been  known  ; 

But  then,  the  Joys  thai  lovers  steal, 
Should  the^  have  ever  been  my  own  ? 

Oh  !  trust  me,  when  I  swear  thee  ihia, 
Dearest  1  the  pain  of  loving  thee, 

The  very  pain  is  sweeter  tilias 
Than  passion's  wUdeft  ccitosy. 

That  little  cage  I  would  not  part. 
In  which  roy  sonl  ia  prison 'd  now. 

For  the  most  light  and  winged  heart 
That  wantons  oo  the  passing  vow. 


Still,  my  betov'd  !  still  keep  in  mind, 
However  far  remov'd  from  me. 

That  there  is  one  thou  leav'et  behind, 
Whose  heart  respires  for  only  thee  \ 

And  though  ungenial  ties  have  bound 

Thy  fate  unto  another*s  care, 
That  arm,  which  clasps  thy  bosom  round, 

C4innot  confine  the  heart  that's  there. 

No,  no  !  that  heart  is  only  mine 

By  ties  all  other  ties  above, 
For  I  have  wed  It  at  a  shnne 

Where  we  have  had  no  priest  but  Love, 


SONG. 


When  Tiroe»  who  steals  our  years  away, 

Shall  steal  our  pleasures  too, 
The  mera'ry  of  the  past  will  stay. 

And  half  our  joys  renew. 
Then,  Julia,  when  thy  beauty^S  flowY 

Shall  feel  the  winti7  air, 
Remembrance  will  recall  the  hour 

When  thou  alone  wert  fair. 
Tthai  talk  no  more  of  future  glooo  i 

Our  joys  a  hall  always  last ; 
For  Hope  shall  brighten  days  to  come, 

And  Mem'ry  gild  the  past. 

Come*  Chloe,  fill  the  genial  bowl, 

I  drink  to  Ijove  and  thee  : 
Thou  never  canst  decay  in  soul, 

Thou'lt  still  be  young  for  me. 
And  as  thy  lips  the  tear-drop  chaae. 

Which  on  my  cheek  they  find. 
So  hope  shall  steal  away  the  trace 

That  sorrow  leaves  behind. 
Then  fill  the  bowl  —  away  with  gloom  I 

Our  joys  Mhall  always  last  i 
For  Hope  shall  brighten  days  to  come. 

And  MemVy  gild  the  past. 

Btii  mark,  at  thought  of  futtire  years 

When  love  shall  lose  its  soul. 
My  Chloe  drops  her  timid  tears. 

They  mingle  with  my  bowh 
Haw  like  this  bowl  of  wine,  my  fair. 

Our  loving  life  shall  fleet ; 
Though  tears  may  sometimes  mingle  there* 

The  draught  will  still  be  sweet. 
Then  fill  the  cup  —  away  with  gloom  ! 

Our  joys  shall  always  hist ; 
For  Hope  will  brighten  djays  to  ( 

And  Mem'ry  gild  the  pOfL 
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Hats  70a  not  feen  fbe  timid  tear, 

SCesl  trembliiig  from  mine  eye  ? 
HaTe  yoa  not  marked  the  fliuh  of  fSear, 

Or  canght  the  mnnniir'd  sigh  ? 
And  can  joa  think  mj  lore  is  chill. 

Nor  fiz'd  on  70a  alone  ? 
And  can  yoa  rend,  by  doubting  still, 

A  heart  so  mnch  yoor  own  ? 

To  yoa  my  sool's  affections  move, 

Derootly,  warmly  true ; 
My  life  has  been  a  task  of  lore, 

One  long,  long  thought  of  you. 
If  all  your  tender  &ith  be  o*er. 

If  still  my  truth  yonll  try  ; 
Alaa,  I  know  bat  ome  proof  more  — 

ni  UeM  yoor  name,  and  die  ! 


REUBEN  AND  ROSE. 

A  TALE  OF   BOMANCE. 

TsE  darkness  that  hung  upon  Willumberg*s  walls 
Had  long  been  remembered  with  awe  and  dismay; 

For  years  not  a  sunbeam  had  play*d  in  its  halls, 
And  it  seem'd  as  shut  out  from  the  regions  of  day. 

Though  the  yalleys  were  brighten'd  by  many  a 
beam. 
Yet  none  could  the  woods  of  that  castle  illume  ; 
And  the  lightning,  which  flashed  on  the  neigh- 
bouring stream. 
Flew  back,  as  if  fearing  to  enter  the  gloom  ! 

**  Ob !  when  shall  this  horrible  darkness  disperse  !  ** 
Said  >ViUnmberg*s  lord  to  the  Seer  of  the  Cave ; — 

**  It  can  never  dispel,**  said  the  wizard  of  verse, 
**  Till  the  bright  star  of  chivalry  sinks  in  the 
wave!" 

And  who  was  the  bright  star  of  chivalry  then  ? 

Who  covld  be  but  Reuben,  the  flow'r  of  the  age  ? 
For  Reuben  was  first  in  the  combat  of  men. 

Though  Youth  had  scarce  written  his  name  on 
her  page. 

For  Wil]umberg*s  daughter  his  young  heart  had 

beat,— 

For  Rose,  who  was  bright  as  the  spirit  of  dawn. 

When  with  wand  dropping  diamonds,  and  silvery 

feet, 

It  walks  o'er  the  flow*rs  of  the  mountain  and  lawn. 


Most  Rote,  then,  from  Ren)>en  so  fktaUy  sever  ? 

Sad,  sad  were  the  words  of  the  Seer  of  the  Cave, 
That  darkness  should  cover  that  castle  for  ever. 

Or  Reuben  be  sunk  in  the  merciless  wave  ! 

To  the  wizard  she  flew,  saying,  **  Tell  me,  oh,  tell ! 

Shall  my  Reuben  no  more  be  restor*d  to  my 
eyes?- 
"  Yes,  yes  —  when  a  spirit  shall  toll  the  great  bell 

Of  the  mould'ring  abbey,  your  Reuben  shall 


Twice,  thrice  he  repeated  "Your  Reuben  shall 
rise  I" 
And  Rose  felt  a  moments  release  from  her  pain ; 
And  wip'd,  while  she  listen'd,  the  tears  from  her 
eyes. 
And  hop'd  she  might  yet  see  her  hero  again^ 

That  hero  could  smile  at  the  terrors  of  death. 
When  he  felt  that  he  died  for  the  sire  of  his  Rose; 

To  the  Oder  he  flew,  and  there,  plunging  beneath. 
In  the  depth  of  the  billows  soon  found  his  re- 
pose.— 

How  strangely  the  order  of  destiny  falls  !  — 
Not  long  in  the  waters  the  warrior  lay, 

When  a  sunbeam  was  seen  to  glance  over  the  walls, 
And  the  castle  of  Willumberg  bask'd  in  the  ray! 

All,  all  but  the  soul  of  the  maid  was  in  light. 
There  sorrow  and  terror  lay  gloomy  and  blank : 

Two  days  did  she  wander,  and  all  the  long  night. 
In  quest  of  her  love,  on  the  wide  river's  bank. 

Oft,  oft  did  she  pause  for  the  toll  of  the  bell, 
And  heard  but  the  breathings  of  night  in  the  air  ; 

Long,  long  did  she  gaze  on  the  watery  swell. 
And  saw  but  the  foam  of  the  white  billow  there. 

And  often  as  midnight  its  veil  would  undraw. 
As  she  look*d  at  the  light  of  the  moon  in  the 
stream. 
She  thought  *twas  his  helmet  of  silver  she  saw. 
As  the  curl  of  the  surge  glittered  high  in  the 
beam. 

And  now  the  third  night  was  begemming  the  sky; 

Poor  Rose,  on  the  cold  dewy  margent  reclin'd. 
There  wept  till  the  tear  almost  fVoze  in  her  eye. 

When  —  hark  !  —  *twas  the  bell  that  came  deep 
in  the  wind  ! 

She  startled,  and  saw,  through  the  glimmering 
shade, 
A  form  o*er  the  waters  in  migesty  glide  ; 
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knew  *twa8  her  love,  though  his  cheek  wm 

decay'd, 
jid  his  helmet  of  silTer  was  wash'd  by  the  tide. 

a  this  what  the  Seer  of  the  Cave  had  foretold  ?— 
Dim,  dim  through  the  phantom  the  moon  shot  a 

gleam  ; 
.Vas  Reuben,  but,  ah  I  he  was  deathly  and  cold. 
And  fleeted  away  like  the  spell  of  a  dream  ! 

fwice,  thrice  did  he  rise,  and  as  often  she  thought 
From  the  bank  to  embrace  him,  but  vain  her 
endeavour  I 

Then,  plunging  beneath,  at  a  billow  she  caught. 
And  sunk  to  repose  on  its  bosom  for  ever  1 


DID  NOT. 


'TwAs  a  new  feeling —  something  more 
Than  we  had  dared  to  own  before. 

Which  then  we  hid  not ; 
We  saw  it  in  each  other's  eye. 
And  wish'd,  in  every  half-breath*d  sigh. 

To  speak,  but  did  not 

She  felt  my  lips*  impassioned  touch  — 
'Twas  the  first  time  I  dared  so  much. 

And  yet  she  chid  not  s 
But  whisper'd  o*er  my  burning  brow, 
"  Oh  I  do  you  doubt  I  love  you  now  ?  " 

Sweet  soul  I  I  did  not. 

Warmly  I  felt  her  bosom  thrill, 
I  press'd  it  closer,  closer  still. 

Though  gently  bid  not ; 
Till— oh!  the  world  hath  seldom  heard 
Of  lovers,  who  so  nearly  err'd. 

And  yet,  who  did  not 


That  wrinkle,  when  first  I  espied  it 
At  once  put  my  heart  out  of  pain  ; 

Till  the  eye,  that  was  glowing  beside  it, 
DisturVd  my  ideas  again. 

1  Thi<  AllodM  to  a  carious  g«ni,  upoo  whkh  CUudUn  tuu 
Ml  OS  aoBMi  rcrj  eUborato  eptgranu.  It  wu  a  drop  of  pore 
wstaraoeioMd  within  a  piece  of  ciTttal.  SeeCUudlan.  Epl- 
gram.  **  <to  CiTttallo  eul  aqua  Inorat."  AddlMm  mentloiu  a 
cnrloeity  of  tide  kind  at  Milan;  andaddt,**  Itiitnchararity 


Thou  art  just  in  the  twilight  at  present 
When  woman's  declension  begins  ; 

When,  fading  fh>m  all  that  is  pleasant 
She  bids  a  good  night  to  her  sins. 

Yet  thou  still  art  so  lovely  to  me, 

I  would  sooner,  my  exquisite  mother  I 

Repose  in  the  sunset  of  thee. 
Than  bask  in  the  noon  of  another. 


MRa 

ON   80MK  CALUMNIES   AOAIN8T 


HSm   CHAmACTER. 


Is  not  thy  mind  a  gentle  mind  ? 
Is  not  that  heart  a  heart  refin*d  ? 
Hast  thou  not  every  gentle  grace. 
We  love  in  woman's  mind  and  hce  ? 
And,  oh  !  art  thou  a  shrine  for  Sin 
To  hold  her  hateftd  worship  in  ? 

No,  no,  be  happy  —  dry  that  tear  — 
Though  some  thy  heart  hath  harboured  near, 
May  now  repay  its  love  with  blame  ; 
Though  man,  who  ought  to  shield  thy  £une, 
Ungenerous  man,  be  first  to  shun  thee  ; 
Though  all  the  world  look  cold  upon  thee. 
Yet  shall  thy  pureness  keep  thee  still 
Unharmed  by  that  surrounding  chill ; 
Like  the  filmed  drop,  in  crystal  found,  * 
Floating,  while  all  was  firoz*n  around,  — 
Unchill'd,  unchanging  shalt  thou  be. 
Safe  in  thy  own  sweet  purity. 


ANACREONTIC. 

-^in  ladkfyivuu  Terterat  omne  mermn. 

Tib.  Ub  i.  elef . 

Press  the  gfhtpe,  and  let  it  pour 
Around  the  board  its  purple  showY  ; 
And,  while  the  drops  my  goblet  steep, 
111  think  in  woe  the  clusters  weep. 

Weep  on,  weep  on,  my  pouting  vine  I 
Heav*n  grant  no  tears,  but  tears  of  wine. 
Weep  on  ;  and,  as  thy  sorrows  flow, 
111  taste  the  luxury  of  woe. 

at  thb  that  I  law  at  VenddoM  In  France,  which  th( 
pretend  U  a  tear  that  oar  Sarkmr  shed  orer  Laafnu, 
gathered  up  bjr  an  angel,  who  put  it  into  a  little  cry 
and  made  a  present  of  it  to  Mary  Macdalcn.*'— 
Btmurk*  on  tepertU  PmrU  «f  Itmlft. 


J_ 
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WsEM  I  loT*d  yon,  I  can*!  bat  allow 
I  had  man  J  an  exquisite  minute ; 

Bat  the  scorn  that  I  feel  for  yoa  now 
Hath  eren  more  Inzory  in  it 

Thoa,  whether  weVe  on  or  we're  off. 
Some  witchery  seems  to  await  yoa ; 

To  lore  yon  was  pleasant  enough. 
And,  oh  I  *ds  delicious  to  hate  you  ! 


TO  JXJLIA. 

121   AlXmoW  TD  SOME  ILLDSnAL  CBIT1CI81I8. 

Wht,  let  the  stingless  critic  chide 
With  all  that  fbme  of  Tacant  pride 
Which  mantles  o*er  the  pedant  fool. 
Like  rapoor  on  a  stagnant  pooL 
Oh !  if  the  song,  to  feeling  tnie. 
Can  please  th*  elect,  the  sacred  few, 
Wlioae  souls,  by  Taste  and  Nature  tangfat. 
Thrill  with  the  genuine  pulse  of  thought  — 
If  some  fond  feeling  maid  like  thee. 
The  wann-ey*d  child  of  Sympathy, 
Shall  say,  while  o*er  my  simple  theme 
She  languishes  in  Passion*8  dream, 
**  He  was,  indeed,  a  tender  soul  — 
**  No  critic  law,  no  chill  control, 
"  Should  erer  ft-eese,  by  timid  art, 
**  The  flowings  of  so  fond  a  heart ! " 
Yes,  soul  of  Nature  I  soul  of  Love  I 
That,  hoT*ring  like  a  snow-wing'd  dove. 
Breathed  o*er  my  cradle  warblings  wild. 
And  hail*d  me  Passion*s  warmest  child,  — 
Grant  me  the  tear  tnnn  Beauty's  eye. 
From  Feeling's  breast  the  votire  sigh } 
Oh !  let  my  song,  my  memory,  find 
A  shrine  within  the  tender  mind  ; 
And  I  will  smile  when  critics  chide, 
And  I  will  scorn  the  fume  of  pride 
Which  mantles  o*er  the  pedant  fool. 
Like  Tapour  round  some  stagnant  pool  I 


TO  JULIA. 

Mock  me  no  more  with  Love's  beguiling  dream, 
A  dream,  I  find,  illusory  as  sweet  : 

One  smile  of  friendship,  nay,  of  cold  esteem. 
Far  dearer  were  than  passion's  bland  deceit ! 


TTe  heard  yoa  oft  eternal  troth  declare  ; 

Tour  heart  was  only  mine,  I  once  belierU 
Ahl  shall  I  say  that  all  your  tows  were  air? 

And  muMt  I  say,  my  hopes  were  all  deceir'd  ? 

Vow,  then,  no  longer  that  our  souls  are  twin'd. 
That  all  our  joys  are  felt  with  mutual  seal ; 

Julia !  —  'tis  pity,  pity  makes  you  kind  ; 

You  know  I  love,  and  you  would  Mem  to  feeL 

But  shall  I  still  go  seek  within  those  arms 
A  joy  in  which  affection  takes  no  part  ? 

No,  no,  farewell  1  you  give  me  but  your  charms. 
When  I  had  fondly  thought  you  gave  your  heart 


THE  SHRINE. 

TO 

Mt  fktes  had  destin'd  me  to  rove 
A  long,  long  pilgrimage  of  love ; 
And  many  an  altar  on  my  way 
Has  lur'd  my  pious  steps  to  stay  ; 
For,  if  the  saint  was  young  and  fair, 
I  tum'd  and  sung  my  vespers  there. 
This,  from  a  youthful  pilgrim's  fire, 
Is  what  your  pretty  saints  require  ; 
To  pass,  nor  tell  a  single  bead. 
With  them  would  be  pro&ne  indeed  1 
But,  trust  me,  all  this  young  devotion 
Was  but  to  keep  my  zeal  in  motion  ; 
And,  ev'ry  humbler  altar  past, 
I  now  have  reach'd  tue  sheuie  at  last  I 


TO  A  LADY, 

WITH   SOME   MANUSCRIPT  POEMS, 
ON  UUTINO  TBI  COUKTBT. 

When,  casting  many  a  look  behind, 
I  leave  the  friends  I  cherish  here  — 

Perchance  some  other  friends  to  find. 
But  surely  finding  none  so  dear  — 

Haply  the  little  simple  page, 

WTiich  votive  thus  I've  trac'd  for  thee. 
May  now  and  then  a  look  engage. 

And  steal  one  moment's  thought  for  me. 

But,  oh  I  in  pity  let  not  those 

Whose  hearts  are  not  of  gentle  mould. 
Let  not  the  eye  that  seldom  flows 

With  feeling's  tear,  my  song  behold. 


56                                               MOORE'S  WORKS. 

For,  trust  me,  they  who  never  melt 

With  pity,  never  melt  with  love  ; 

To    

And  such  will  frown  at  all  IVe  felt. 

And  all  my  loving  lays  reprove. 

Sweet  lady,  look  not  thus  again : 

Those  bright  deluding  smiles  recall 

Bat  if;  perhaps,  some  gentler  mind. 

A  maid  remembcr'd  now  with  pain. 

Which  rather  loves  to  praise  than  blame. 

>Vho  was  my  love,  my  life,  my  all ! 

Should  in  my  page  an  interest  find. 

And  linger  kindly  on  my  name  ; 

Oh  I  while  this  heart  bewilder'd  took 

Sweet  poison  fhvm  her  thrilling  eye. 

Tell  him  —  or,  oh  I  if,  gentler  still. 

Thus  would  she  smile,  and  lisp,  and  look. 

By  female  lips  my  name  be  blest : 

And  I  would  hear,  and  gaze,  and  sigh  I 

For,  where  do  all  aflfections  thrill 

So  sweetly  as  in  woman's  breast  ?  — 

Yes,  I  did  love  her  —  wildly  love  — 

She  was  her  sex's  best  deceiver  1 

Tell  her,  that  be  whose  loving  themes 

And  oft  she  swore  she'd  never  rove — 

Her  eye  indulgent  wanders  o*er. 

And  I  was  destin'd  to  believe  her  I 

Could  sometimes  wake  from  idle  dreams. 

And  bolder  flighu  of  fancy  soar ; 

Then,  lady,  do  not  wear  the  smile 

Of  one  whose  smile  could  thus  betray  ; 

That  Glory  oft  would  claim  the  lay. 

Alas!  I  think  the  lovely  wile 

And  Friendship  oft  his  numbers  move  ; 

Again  could  steal  my  heart  away. 

But  whisper  then,  that,  "*  sooth  to  say. 

**  His  sweetest  song  was  giv*n  to  Love  I " 

For,  when  those  spells  that  charm'd  my  mind. 

On  lips  so  pure  as  thine  I  see, 

I  fear  the  heart  which  she  resign'd 
Will  err  again,  and  fly  to  thee! 

TO  JULIA. 
Though  Fate,  my  girl,  may  bid  ns  part. 

Our  souls  it  cannot,  shall  not  sever ; 

The  heart  will  seek  iu  kindred  heart. 

NATURE'S  LABELS. 

And  cling  to  it  as  close  as  ever. 

▲  FRAGMENT. 

But  must  we,  must  we  part  indeed  ? 

Is  all  our  dream  of  rapture  over  ? 

In  vain  we  Ibndly  strive  to  trace 

And  does  not  Julia's  bosom  bleed 

The  soul's  reflection  in  the  fkce  ; 

To  leave  so  dear,  so  fond  a  lover  ? 

In  vain  we  dwell  on  lines  and  crosses. 

Crooked  mouth,  or  short  proboscis  ; 

Does  she  too  mourn  ?  —  Perhaps  she  may  ; 

Boobies  have  look'd  as  wise  and  bright 

Perhaps  she  mourns  our  bliss  so  fleeting : 

As  Plato  or  the  Stagirite  : 

But  why  is  Julia's  eye  so  gay. 

And  many  a  sage  and  learned  skull 

If  Julia's  heart  like  mine  is  beating? 

Has  peep'd  through  windows  dark  and  dull. 

Since  then,  though  art  do  all  it  can. 

I  oft  have  lov'd  that  sunny  glow 

We  ne'er  can  reach  the  inward  man. 

Of  gladness  in  her  blue  eye  gleaming — 

Nor  (howsoe'er  •*  leam'd  Thebans  "  doubt) 

But  can  the  bosom  bleed  with  woe. 

The  inward  woman,  tnm  without. 

Wliile  joy  is  in  the  glances  beaming? 

Methinks  'twere  well  if  Nature  could 

No,  no !  —  Yet,  love,  I  will  not  chide  ; 

(And  Nature  could,  if  Nature  would) 

Although  your  heart  were  fond  of  roving. 

Some  pithy,  short  descriptions  write. 

Nor  that,  nor  all  the  world  beside 

On  Ublets  large,  in  black  and  white. 

Could  keep  your  faithful  boy  from  loving. 

Which  she  might  hang  about  our  throttles. 

Like  labels  upon  physic-bottles  ; 

You'll  soon  be  distant  from  his  eye. 

And  where  all  men  might  read — but  stay  — 

And,  with  you,  all  that's  worth  possessing. 

As  dialectic  sages  say, 

Oh !  then  it  wiU  be  sweet  to  die. 

The  argument  most  apt  and  ample 

When  life  has  loM  its  only  blessing! 

For  common  use  is  the  example. 

JUVENILE  POEMS. 


57 


Tor  iMtanee,  then,  if  Katan't  care 
Had  not  purtrmy*d,  m  lines  lo  fiur, 
Tbe  inward  acml  cif  Lucy  L-nd-n, 
ThiM  is  the  Imbel  she'd  haire  pinn'd  on. 


Witlixn  this  form  there  lies  eoBhrin'd 

The  parest,  brightest  gem  of  mind. 

Tboagh  Feeling's  hand  may  sometimes  throw 

Upon  its  charms  the  shade  of  woe, 

Tbe  Inatze  of  the  gem,  when  Teil*d, 

Shall  be  but  mellow'd,  not  coDceal*d. 


Sinr,  sirs,  imagine,  if  yon're  able, 
■  That  Nature  wrote  a  second  label, 

Thej're  her  own  words,  —  at  least  suppose  so  - 
;  Aad  boldly  pin  it  on  Pomposo. 

LABEI.  BECONn. 

When  I  composed  the  fustian  brain 
Of  this  redoahted  Captun  Vain, 
I         I  had  at  hand  but  few  ingredients, 
And  so  was  forc*d  to  use  expedients. 
I  pot  therein  some  small  diaceming, 
A  grain  of  sense,  a  grain  of  learning ; 
And  when  I  saw  the  yoid  behind, 
I  fillM  it  np  with  —  froth  and  wind  I 


TO  JULIA. 

OM  HEB  BIBTSDAT. 

When  Time  was  entwining  the  garland  of  years. 
Which  to  crown  my  beloved  was  given, 

Thoogh  some  of  the  leaves  might  be  sallied  with 
tears, 
Tet  the  flow*rs  were  all  gather*d  in  heaven. 

And  long  may  this  garland  be  sweet  to  the  eye. 

May  its  verdnre  for  ever  be  new ; 
Toong  Love  shall  enrich  it  with  many  a  sigh. 

And  Sympathy  nurse  it  with  dew. 


A  REFLECTION  AT  SEA. 

Sex  how,  beneath  the  moonbeam's  smile. 
Yon  little  billow  heaves  its  breast. 

And  foams  and  sparkles  for  awhile,  — 
Then  mnrmnring  subsides  to  rest 


Thus  man,  the  sport  of  bliss  and  care. 
Rises  on  time's  eventibl  sea  ; 

And,  having  swell'd  a  moment  there. 
Thus  mehs  into  eternity ! 


CLORIS  AND  FANNY. 

Cloris  !  if  I  were  Persia's  king, 
Fd  make  my  graceful  queen  of  thee ; 

While  Fankt,  wild  and  artless  thing. 
Should  but  thy  humble  handmaid  be. 

There  is  but  one  objection  in  it  — 
That,  verily,  Fm  much  afhud 

I  should,  in  some  unlucky  minute. 
Forsake  the  mistress  for  the  maid. 


THE  SHIELD. 

Sat,  did  you  not  hear  a  voice  of  death  I 
And  did  you  not  mark  the  paly  form 

Which  rode  on  the  silvery  mist  of  the  heath. 
And  sung  a  ghostly  dirge  in  the  storm? 

Was  it  the  wailing  bird  of  the  gloom, 

That  shrieks  on  the  house  of  woe  all  night? 

Or  a  shivering  fiend  that  flew  to  a  tomb. 
To  howl  and  to  feed  till  the  glance  of  light? 

*Twas  not  the  death-bird's  cry  from  the  wood. 
For  shivering  fiend  that  hung  on  the  blast ; 

'Twos  the  shade  of  Heldcric  —  man  of  blood — 
It  screams  for  the  guilt  of  days  that  are  past 

See,  how  the  red,  red  lightning  strays, 

And  scares  the  gliding  ghosts  of  the  heath  I 

Now  on  the  leafless  yew  it  plays. 
Where  hangs  the  shield  of  this  son  of  death. 

That  shield  is  blushing  with  murd'rous  stains ; 

Long  has  it  hung  from  the  cold  yew's  spray ; 
It  is  blown  by  storms  and  wash'd  by  rains. 

But  neither  can  take  the  blood  away  I 

Oft  by  that  yew,  on  the  blasted  field. 
Demons  dance  to  the  red  moon's  light ; 

While  the  damp  boughs  creak,  and  the  swinging 
shield 
Sings  to  the  raving  spirit  of  night ! 
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Upon  hearing  this  piteous  confession. 

TO  JULIA, 

3fy  Soul,  looking  tenderly  at  her. 

WEEPING. 

Declared,  as  for  grace  and  discretion. 

He  did  not  know  much  of  the  matter ; 

Oh  !  if  your  tears  are  giv*n  to  care, 

If  real  woe  disturbs  your  peace. 

•*  But,  to-morrow,  sweet  Spirit ! "  he  said. 

Come  to  my  bosom,  weeping  fair  1 

"  Be  at  home  after  midnight,  and  then 

And  I  will  bid  your  weeping  cease. 

**  I  will  come  when  your  lady's  in  bed. 

"  And  well  talk  o'er  the  subject  again." 

But  if  with  Fancy's  Tision*d  fears. 

With  dreams  of  woe  your  bosom  thrill  ; 

So  she  whisper'd  a  word  in  his  ear. 

You  look  so  loTcly  in  your  tears. 

I  suppose  to  her  door  to  direct  him. 

That  I  must  bid  you  drop  them  stilL 

And,  just  after  midnight,  my  dear. 

Your  polite  little  Soul  may  expect  him. 

DREAMS. 

TO 

TO  ROSA. 

WRITTEN  DUBINO  ILLNESS. 

In  slumber,  I  prithee  how  is  it 

That  souls  are  oft  taking  the  air. 

The  wisest  soul,  by  anguish  torn. 

And  paying  each  other  a  visit. 

Will  soon  unlearn  the  lore  it  knew  ; 

While  bodies  are  heaven  knows  where? 

And  when  the  shrining  casket's  worn. 

The  gem  within  will  tarnish  too. 

I^ast  night,  *tis  in  vain  to  deny  it. 

Your  Soul  took  a  fancy  to  roam. 

But  love's  an  essence  of  the  soul. 

For  I  heard  her,  on  tiptoe  so  quiet, 

Which  sinks  not  with  this  chain  of  clay  ; 

Come  ask,  whether  mtiie  was  at  home. 

\Miich  throbs  beyond  the  chill  control 

Of  with'ring  pain  or  pale  decay. 

And  mine  let  her  in  with  delight. 

And  they  talked  and  they  laugh*d  the  time 

And  surely,  when  the  touch  of  Death 

through; 

Dissolves  the  spirit's  earthly  tics. 

For,  when  souls  come  together  at  night. 

Love  still  attends  th'  immortal  breath. 

There  is  no  saying  what  they  mayn't  do ! 

And  makes  it  purer  for  the  skies  I 

And  your  little  Soul,  heaven  bless  her ! 

Oh  Rosa,  when,  to  seek  its  sphere. 

Ilad  much  to  complain  and  to  say. 

My  soul  shall  leave  this  orb  of  men, 

Of  how  sadly  you  wrong  and  oppress  her 

That  love  which  form'd  its  treasure  here, 

By  keeping  her  prison'd  all  day. 

Shall  be  its  6etf  of  treasures  then! 

«« If  I  happen,"  said  she, «« but  to  steal 

And  as,  in  fieibled  dreams  of  old. 

**  For  a  peep  now  and  then  to  her  eye. 

Some  air-bom  genius,  child  of  time, 

"  Or,  to  quiet  the  fever  I  feel. 

Presided  o'er  each  star  that  roll'd. 

**  Just  venture  abroad  on  a  sigh ; 

And  track'd  it  through  iu  path  sublime ; 

**  In  an  instant  she  frightens  me  in 

So  thou,  fair  pbmet,  not  unled, 

Shalt  through  thy  mortal  orbit  stray ; 

**  For  fear  I  should  stray  into  sin, 

Thy  lover's  shade,  to  thee  still  wed. 

"  Or,  what  is  still  worse,  into  error  I 

Shall  linger  round  thy  earthly  way. 

**  So,  instead  of  displaying  my  graces. 

Let  other  spirits  range  the  sky, 

**  By  daylight,  in  bmguage  and  mien. 

And  play  around  each  starry  gem  i 

**  I  am  shut  up  in  comers  and  places. 

I'll  bask  beneath  that  lucid  eye. 

''  Where  truly  I  blush  to  be  seen!" 
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Aid  win  dM  hcKt  dan  MM  to  beat, 

The  learned  P^M  look  a  psft  yooig  tilings 

And  when  tlist  bniidk  at  ]ag&  «  ftce» 

Then,  Ron,  •onl  to  tool  well  bwcC, 

And  plnck  aometimca  a  <imll  from  his  wing. 

1        And  mingle  to  eternity  I 

To  indite  her  hillet-doax  with. 

Poor  Cloe  woold  give  for  a  well-fledg*d  pair 

f 

Her  only  eye,  if  you'd  ssk  it ; 

1 

And  Tabitha  begg'd,  old  toothless  fiur. 

SONG. 

For  the  youngest  Love  in  the  basket 

Come  buy  my  Loves,  &c  &c. 

Tn  wreath  joa  wore,  the  wreath  yon  wore 

b  &ir — hat  oh,  how  fiur. 

If  ^ity^  hand  had  stolen  from  Loto 
One  leaf  to  mm^  there  1 

One  worth  them  all  together  ; 
At  sight  of  her  dear  looks  of  shame, 

If  ererj  rooe  with  goU  were  tied. 

He  smil'd,  and  pron*d  his  feather. 

She  wish*d  the  boy— 'twas  more  than  whim— 

Ooe  fiided  leaf  where  Lore  had  sigh'd 

Her  looks,  her  sighs  betray'd  it  ; 

Were  fweetlj  worth  them  alL 

But  kisses  were  not  enough  for  him, 

I  aak'd  a  heart,  and  she  paid  it ! 

The  wreath  yoa  wore,  the  wreath  yoa  wore 

Good-by,  my  Loves, 

Dor  emhkm  well  may  be ; 

Good-by,  my  Ix>ves, 

Its  bloom  is  yooTB,  but  hopeless  Lore 

'Twould  make  you  smile  to've  seen  us 

Must  keep  its  tears  for  me. 

First  trade  for  this 

Sweet  child  of  bliss. 

And  then  nurse  the  boy  between  us. 

THE  SALE  OF  LOVES. 

I  DBEAMT  that,  in  the  Paphian  grores. 

My  nets  by  moonlight  laying. 

I  canght  a  flight  of  wanton  Lores, 

TO 

Among  the  rote-beds  playing. 
Some  jnst  had  left  their  sUv'tj  shell. 

While  some  were  full  in  feather; 

The  world  had  just  begun  to  steal 

So  pretty  a  lot  of  Loves  to  sell. 

Each  hope  that  led  me  lightly  on  ; 

Were  ncrer  yet  strong  together. 

I  felt  not,  as  I  us'd  to  feel, 

Come  buy  my  Lores, 

And  life  grew  dark  and  love  was  gone. 

Come  buy  my  Lores, 

Ye  dames  and  rose-lipp'd  misses!  — 

No  eye  to  mingle  sorrow's  tear. 

TheyYe  new  and  bright. 

No  lip  to  mingle  pleasure's  breath. 

The  cost  is  light. 

No  circling  arms  to  draw  me  near  — 

For  the  coin  of  this  isle  is  kisses. 

'Twas  gloomy,  and  I  wish'd  for  death. 

First  Cloris  cam^  with  looks  sedate, 
Their  coin  on  ner  lips  was  ready; 

But  when  I  saw  that  gentle  eye. 

Oh  !  something  seem'd  to  tell  me  then. 

•*  I  boy,"  qnoth  she,  **  my  Love  by  weight. 

Tliat  I  was  yet  too  young  to  die. 

*•  Foil  grown,  if  you  please,  and  steady." 

And  hope  and  bliss  might  bloom  again. 

•*  Let  mine  be  light,"  said  Fanny,  "  pray— 

"  Soch  lasting  toys  ondo  one ; 

With  every  gentle  smile  that  crost 

•*  A  light  little  Love  that  will  htft  to-day,— 

Your  kindling  cheek,  you  lighted  home 

*•  To-morrow  111  sport  a  new  one.** 

Some  feeling,  which  my  heart  had  lost. 

Come  buy  my  Loves, 

And  peace,  which  fiir  had  leam'd  to  roam. 

Come  buy  my  Loves, 

Te  dames  and  rose-lipp*d  misses!  — 

'Twas  then  indeed  so  sweet  to  live. 

There's  some  will  keep. 

Hope  look'd  so  new  and  Love  so  kind. 

Some  light  and  cheap. 

That,  though  I  mourn,  I  yet  forgive 

At  from  ten  to  twenty  kisses. 

The  ruin  they  have  left  behind. 

GO 
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I  ooald  have  lov*d  you  —  oh,  so  well  I  — 
The  dream,  that  wishing  boyhood  knows. 

Is  bat  a  bright,  beguiling  spell, 
That  only  lives  while  passion  glows  : 

But,  when  this  early  flush  declines. 

When  the  heart's  sunny  morning  fleets, 

You  know  not  then  how  close  it  twines 
Round  the  first  kindred  soul  it  meets. 

Yes,  yes,  I  could  have  loVd,  as  one 

Who,  while  his  youth's  enchantments  fall, 

Finds  something  dear  to  rest  upon, 
Which  pays  him  for  the  loss  of  all 


Nbybb  mind  how  the  pedagogue  proses, 

You  want  not  antiquity's  stamp  ; 
A  lip,  that  such  fragrance  discloses. 

Oh  !  never  should  smell  of  the  lamp. 

Old  Cloe,  whose  withering  kiss 

Hath  long  set  the  Loves  at  defiance. 

Now,  done  with  the  science  of  bliss. 
May  take  to  the  blisses  of  science. 

But  for  you  to  be  buried  in  books  — 

Ah,  Fanny,  they're  pitiful  sages. 
Who  could  not  in  one  of  your  looks 

Read  more  than  in  millions  of  pages. 

Astronomy  finds  in  those  eyes 
Better  light  than  she  studies  above ; 

And  Music  would  borrow  your  sighs 
As  the  melody  fittest  for  Love. 

Your  Arithmetic  only  can  trip 

If  to  count  your  own  charms  you  endeavour ; 
And  Eloquence  glows  on  your  lip 

When  you  swear,  that  you'll  love  me  for  ever. 

Thus  you  see,  what  a  brilliant  alliance 

Of  arts  is  assembled  in  you  ;  — 
A  course  of  more  exquisite  science 

Man  never  need  wish  to  pursue. 

And,  oh  !  •—  if  a  Fellow  like  me 

May  confer  a  diploma  of  hearts, 
With  my  lip  thus  I  seal  your  degree, 

My  divine  little  Mistress  of  Arts  I 


ON  THE 

DEATH  OF  A  LADY. 

Sweet  spirit  I  if  thy  airy  sleep 

Nor  sees  my  tears  nor  hears  my  sighs. 

Then  will  I  weep,  in  anguish  weep, 
Till  the  last  heart's  drop  fills  mine  eyes. 

Qut  if  thy  sainted  soul  can  feel. 

And  mingles  in  our  misery  ; 
Then,  then  my  breaking  heart  I'll  seal — 

Thou  shalt  not  hear  one  sigh  from  me. 

The  beam  of  mom  was  on  the  stream. 
But  sullen  clouds  the  day  deform  : 

Like  thee  was  that  young,  orient  beam. 
Like  death,  alas,  that  sullen  storm  I 

Thou  wert  not  form'd  for  living  here. 
So  link'd  thy  soul  was  with  the  sky  ; 

Yet,  ah,  we  held  thee  all  so  dear, 
We  thought  thou  wert  not  form'd  to  die. 


INCONSTANCY. 

And  do  I  then  wonder  that  Julia  deceives  me, 
When  surely  there's  nothing  in  nature  more 
common? 
She  vows  to  be  true,  and  while  vowing  she  leaves 
me — 
And  could  I  expect  any  more  from  a  woman  ? 

Oh,  woman  I  your  heart  is  a  pitiful  treasure  ; 

And  Mahomet's  doctrine  was  not  too  severe. 
When  he  held  that  you  were  but  nuiterials  of  plea- 
sure. 
And  reason  and  thinking  were   out  of  your 
sphefe. 

By  your  heart,  when  the  fond  sighing  lover  can 
win  it, 
He  thinks  that  an  age  of  anxiety's  paid  ; 
But,  oh,  while  he's  blest,  iM   him  die  at  the 
minute — 
If  he  live  but  a  day,  hell  be  surely  betray'd. 


THE  NATAL  GENIUS. 

A  DUUM. 

To 

THE   MORNING   OF   HER   DIRTHDAT. 

In  witching  slumbers  of  the  night, 
I  dreamt  I  was  the  airy  sprite 
That  on  thy  natal  moment  smil'd ; 
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Aad  thoogiit  I  waAed  on  my  wing 
TboM  flowYs  which  in  Elynmn  spring. 
To  doVn  m J  lorely  mortal  child. 

With  oliTe^branch  I  boond  thy  head. 
Heart's  emse  along  thy  path  I  shed. 

Which  was  to  bloom  throogh  all  thy  years ; 
Nor  yet  did  I  forget  to  bind 
Lore's  roses,  with  his  myrtle  twin'd. 

And  dew'd  by  sympathetic  tears. 

Soch  was  the  wild  bat  precious  boon 
Which  Fancy,  at  her  magic  noon, 

Bade  me  to  Nona's  image  pay  ; 
And  were  it  thns  my  &te  to  be 
Thy  little  gnardian  deity. 

How  blest  aroond  thy  steps  Fd  play  I 

Thy  life  shonld  glide  in  peace  along. 
Calm  as  some  lonely  shepherd's  song 

That's  heard  at  distance  in  the  grove ; 
No  cloud  shonld  erer  dim  thy  sky, 
No  thorns  along  thy  pathway  lie, 

Bnt  all  hfi  beanty,  peace,  and  love. 

Indulgent  Time  shonld  never  bring 
To  thee  one  blight  npon  his  wing, 

So  gently  o'er  thy  brow  he'd  fly ; 
And  death  itself  should  but  be  felt 
lake  that  of  day  beams,  when  they  melt, 

Bright  to  the  last,  in  evening's  sky  I 


ELEGIAC  STANZAS, 

SUPPOSED  TO  BE   WRITTEN   BT  JULIA, 
ON  TBI  DBATH  OF  HSR  BBOTHBR. 

Though  sorrow  long  has  worn  my  heart ; 

Though  every  day  Fve  counted  o'er 
Hath  brought  a  new  and  quick'ning  smart 

To  wounds  that  rankled  fresh  before  ; 

Though  in  my  earliest  life  bereft 
Of  tender  links  by  nature  tied ; 

Though  hope  deceiv'd,  and  pleasure  left ; 
Though  friends  betray'd  and  foes  belied ; 

I  still  had  hopes — for  hope  will  stay 

After  the  sunset  of  delight ; 
So  like  the  star  which  ushers  day, 

We  scarce  can  think  it  heralds  night ! — 


I  hop'd  that,  after  all  its  strife. 

My  weary  heart  at  length  should  rest, 

And,  ftdnting  ftom  the  waves  of  life. 
Find  harbour  in  a  brother's  breast 

That  brother's  breast  was  warm  with  truth. 
Was  bright  with  honour's  purest  ray  ; 

He  was  the  dearest,  gentlest  youth — 
Ah,  why  then  was  he  torn  away  ? 

He  should  have  stay'd,  have  linger'd  here 
To  soothe  his  Julia's  every  woe ; 

He  should  have  chas'd  each  bitter  tear. 
And  not  have  caus'd  those  tears  to  flow. 

We  saw  within  his  soul  expand 
The  ftruits  of  genius,  nurs'd  by  taste ; 

While  Science,  with  a  fost'ring  hand. 
Upon  his  brow  her  chaplet  plac'd. 

We  saw,  by  bright  degrees,  his  mind 

Grow  rich  in  all  that  makes  men  dear ; — 

Enlighten'd,  social,  and  refin'd. 
In  friendship  firm,  in  love  sincere. 

Such  was  the  youth  we  lov'd  so  well. 
And  such  the  hopes  that  fkte  denied ; — 

We  lov'd,  but  ah  I  could  scarcely  tell 
How  deep,  how  dearly,  till  he  died  I 

Close  as  the  fondest  links  could  strain, 
Twin'd  with  my  very  heart  he  grew  ; 

And  by  that  fate  which  breaks  the  chain. 
The  heart  is  almost  broken  too. 


TO  THE  LARGE  AND  BEAUTIFUL 

MISS , 

IN  ALLUSION  TO  SOME  PAKTNBRSHIP  IN  A  LOTTBRT  fHABB. 

IMPROMPTU. 


—  E^pari- 


Xiwj. 


In  wedlock  a  species  of  lottery  lies. 

Where  in  blanks  and  in  prizes  we  deal ; 

But  how  comes  it  that  you,  such  a  capital  prize, 
Should  so  long  have  remain'd  in  the  wheel  ? 

If  ever,  by  Fortune's  indulgent  decree, 

To  me  such  a  ticket  should  roll, 
A  sixteenth,  lleav'n  knows  I  were  sufficient  for 
me; 

For  what  could  /  do  with  the  whole  ? 
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A  DREAM. 

I  THOUGHT  this  heart  enkindled  lay 
On  Capid*8  huming  shrine  : 

I  thought  he  stole  thy  heart  away. 
And  ph&c*d  it  near  to  mine. 

I  saw  thy  heart  hegin  to  melt. 

Like  ice  hefore  the  sun ; 
Till  hoth  a  glow  congenial  felt. 

And  mingled  into  one  ! 


TO 


With  all  my  soul,  then,  let  ns  part. 
Since  both  are  anxious  to  be  free ; 

And  I  will  send  you  home  your  heart, 
If  you  will  send  back  mine  to  me, 

WeVe  had  some  happy  hours  together. 
But  joy  must  often  change  its  wing ; 

And  spring  would  be  but  gloomy  weather. 
If  we  had  nothing  else  but  spring. 

*Tis  not  that  I  expect  to  find 

A  more  devoted,  fond,  and  true  one. 

With  rosier  cheek  or  sweeter  mind — 
Enough  for  me  that  she's  a  new  one. 

Thus  let  us  leave  the  bower  of  love, 
Where  we  have  loiter'd  long  in  bliss ; 

And  you  may  down  that  pathway  rove, 
While  I  shall  take  my  way  through  this. 


ANACREONTIC. 

•*  She  never  looked  so  kind  before — 
"  Yet  why  the  wanton's  smile  recall  ? 

•*  Fve  seen  this  witchery  o'er  and  o'er, 
**  'Tis  hollow,  vain,  and  heartless  all !" 

Thus  I  said  and,  sighing,  drain'd 
The  cup  which  she  so  late  had  tasted  $ 

Upon  whose  rim  still  fresh  remained 
The  breath,  so  oft  in  falsehood  wasted. 

I  took  the  harp,  and  would  have  sung 
As  if  'twere  not  of  her  I  sang ; 

But  still  the  notes  on  Lamia  hung — 
On  whom  but  Lamia  could  they  hang  f 


Those  eyes  of  hers,  that  floating  shine. 
Like  diamonds  in  some  Eastern  river ; 

That  kiss,  for  which,  if  worlds  were  mine, 
A  world  for  every  kiss  I'd  give  her. 

That  fVame  so  delicate,  yet  warm'd 
With  flushes  of  love's  genial  hue ; — 

A  mould  transparent,  as  if  form'd 
To  let  the  spirit's  light  shine  through. 

Of  these  I  sung,  and  notes  and  words 

Were  sweet,  as  if  the  very  air 
From  Lamia*s  lip  hung  o'er  the  chords. 

And  Lamia's  voice  still  warbled  there  ! 

But  when,  alas,  I  tum'd  the  theme, 
And  when  of  vows  and  oaths  I  spoke. 

Of  truth  and  hope's  seducing  dream — 
The  chord  beneath  my  finger  broke. 

False  harp!  fklse  woman! — such,  oh,  such 
Are  lutes  too  ftrail  and  hearts  too  willing ; 

Any  hand,  whate'er  its  touch. 
Can  set  their  chords  or  pulses  thrilling. 

And  when  that  thrill  is  most  awake. 

And  when  you  think  Heav'n's  joys  await  you. 
The  nymph  will  change,  the  chord  will  break — 

Oh  Love,  oh  Music,  how  I  hate  you ! 


TO  JULIA 

I  SAW  the  peasant's  hand  unkind 
From  yonder  oak  the  ivy  sever ; 

They  seem'd  in  very  being  twin'd ; 
Yet  now  the  oak  is  fresh  as  ever ! 

Not  so  the  widow'd  ivy  shines : 
Tom  from  its  dear  and  only  stay. 

In  drooping  widowhood  it  pines, 
And  scatters  all  its  bloom  away. 

Thus,  Julia,  did  our  hearts  entwine. 

Till  Fate  disturbed  their  tender  ties : 
Thus  gay  indifference  blooms  in  thine. 

While  mine,  deserted,  droops  and  dies  I 


HYMN 
OF  A    VIRGIN    OF    DELPHI, 

AT  THE  TOMB  OF   HER   MOTHER. 

Oh,  lost,  for  ever  lost — no  more 
Shall  Vesper  light  our  dewy  way 


^^^^^ 

^^^^^ 

■ 

Il 

■    L 
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Alon^  the  rotkn  of  Crissa's  shore. 

4 

I               To  h  jmn  the  ^ding  fires  of  day  i 

SYMPATHY.    ' 

No  nfeore  to  Tempi's  distant  rale 

TO  JULIA. 

In  bolj  mnslxigs  shall  we  roain, 

TliKMig^  aummer's  glow  and  wluter^s  gale. 

ihie  jUiO  th  Dulla  V<*nui,              Soi|.nmA* 

To  hear  the  mystic  chaplets  home. ) 

Dim  hearts,  my  love,  were  form'd  to  be 

1           *T«iw  tbeD  my  sculps  expAnding  seaU 

The  genuine  twins  of  Sympathy, 

1                Bj  naiare  irsnn'd  and  led  by  thee, 

They  live  with  one  seu&utioa  : 

In  every  breexe  was  taught  to  feel 

In  joy  or  grief,  but  most  in  love, 

Th«  breathings  of  a  Deity, 

Like  chords  io  unison  they  move, 

Guide  of  my  heart  I  still  hoTering  round. 

And  thrill  with  like  vibration. 

Thj  looks,  thy  words  are  still  niy  own^ — 

1  aee  thee  raklog  &om  the  ground 

How  oft  I've  heard  thee  fondly  say^ 

Some  laurel,  by  the  winds  oVrthrown, 

Thy  vital  pulse  shall  ceas«  to  play 

And  bear  thee  say,  **  This  humble  bough 

When  mine  no  more  is  moving  ; 

Since,  now,  to  feci  a  Joy  alone 

"  Andt  though  it  droop  ia  laog^ior  now, 

Were  worse  to  thee  tliati  feeling  none 

**  Shall  fioorish  on  the  Delphic  shrine  I 

So  tiriim*d  are  we  in  loving  I 

^U.     ^  Thus,  in  tbe  vale  of  earthly  scnsi.'. 

HP          **  Tbongli  nink  awhile  tJi^  spirit  lies, 
**  A  -?iewk«  hand  shall  cull  it  thence, 

M 

*^  To  htoom  immortal  m  the  skies  1" 

THE  TEAB. 

^ 

AH  that  the  young  should  feel  and  know. 

Oh  beds  of  snow  the  moonbeam  slept, 

1 

By  thee  was  taoght  so  sweetly  well, 

And  chilly  was  the  midnight  gloom, 

Thy  words  fell  soft  as  venial  snow» 

Wlieo  by  the  dainp«grave  Ellen  wept  — 

And  all  wna  brightness  where  they  fell  I 

Fond  maid  j  it  was  her  Lindor's  tomb  ! 

Fond  soother  of  my  infant  tear. 

Fond  sharer  of  my  infant  joy. 

A  warm  tear  guah'd,  the  wintry  air 

Is  not  thy  shade  still  Lingering  here? 

Congcal'd  it  as  it  tJow'd  away  : 

Am  J  not  still  thy  soul's  employ? 

All  night  it  lay  an  ice*drop  there. 

Oh  jres^ — and,  as  in  former  days. 

At  morn  it  glitter'd  in  the  ray. 

When,  meeting  on  the  sacred  mount. 

Our  nrmphs  awakM  their  choral  lays,  , 

An  angel,  wandVing  from  her  sphere, 

And  danc'd  aronnd  rassotis'  fount ; 

Who  saw  this  bright,  this  frozen  gem. 

As  then,  'twas  all  thy  wish  and  care, 

To  dewH?y'd  Pity  brought  the  tear, 

That  mine  should  he  the  simplest  mien. 

And  himg  it  on  her  diadem  l 

3Iy  lyre  and  voice  the  8 w idlest  there. 

My  foot  the  lightest  o'er  the  green  : 
Sb  stiU,  each  look  and  step  to  mould, 

Thy  guardian  care  is  roond  me  spread. 

THE  SNAKE. 

Arranging  eTeiy  snowy  fold, 

^a-  -ai-Bi*^     v.^A'^  ^^  ASk^LJii 

And  guiding  every  mazy  tread. 

My  love  and  I,  tbe  other  day, 

Andf  when  I  lead  the  hymning  choir. 

Within  a  myrtk'  arhour  lay, 

Thy  spirit  still,  unseen  and  free, 

When  near  us,  from  a  rosy  bed. 

A  little  Snake  put  forth  its  head. 

And  weds  them  into  harmony^ 

Flow,  Flistus,  flow,  thy  murmuring  wave 

"See,** said  the  maid  with  thoughtfttl  eyes — ► 

Shall  never  drop  its  silv'ry  tear 

"  Yonder  the  fatal  emblem  lies  I 

Upon  so  pure,  so  blcAt  a  grave. 

"  Who  could  expect  such  hidden  harm 

To  memory  so  entirely  dear  I 

*'  Beneath  tbe  rose's  smiling  charm  ?  '* 

*  Tb«  laurel.  Tot  thi?ct»inmon  u>et{)rthet«tnpl«',  for  Attarn. 

the  temple  wpu  f»H|i(iniUEy  rtinBtnirtcd  ;  and  Fhjtarch  fxyt^  In 

Ifif  llk^  »h»it  Anil  tcrrcfvlng  the  pavement,  was  suppliml  tfy  a 

hU  Illalogue  on  Mu*ic^  "  Thr?  youlh  who  btlnjfi  llie  Temple 

traenesrtfie  founiain  of  Co^UlIa  ;  hut  upon  all  hnpnrt-iint 

laurel  to  Delphi  h  ii!w«yi  atlendtd  bf  a  ptayf^ron  th«  flut«/* 

ftHMtWit.  Ilii|  ■lilt  toT'-'tqp*  for  their  laurel.     We  fiiid,  (n 

AiA^cwf  *itf»ftM^TH  mttXnryu. 

1 

L 

^ 
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Nc\rcr  did  grave  remark  occur 
Less  a-propoa  than  this  firom  her. 

I  rose  to  kill  the  snake,  but  she, 
Half-smiling,  pray'd  it  might  not  be. 
**  No,**  said  the  maiden  —  and,  alas, 

Her  eyes  spoke  volumes,  while  she  said  it — 
**  Long  as  the  snake  is  in  the  grass, 

"  One  majf,  perhaps,  have  cause  to  dread  it : 
**  But,  when  its  wicked  eyes  appear, 

**  And  when  we  know  for  what  they  wink  so, 
**  One  must  be  very  simple,  dear, 

**  To  let  it  wound  one  —  don't  you  think  so  ?  * 


TO  ROSA. 


Is  the  song  of  Rosa  mute  ? 
Once  such  lays  inspir'd  her  lute  ! 
Never  doth  a  sweeter  song 
Steal  the  breezy  lyre  along. 
When  the  wind,  in  odours  dying. 
Wooes  it  with  enamoured  sighing. 

Is  my  Rosa's  lute  anstrung  ? 
Once  a  talc  of  peace  it  sung 
To  her  lover's  throbbing  breast  — 
Then  was  he  divinely  blest  1 
Ah  I  but  Rosa  loves  no  more. 
Therefore  Rosa's  song  is  o*er  ; 
And  her  lute  neglected  lies  ; 
And  her  boy  forgotten  sighs. 
Silent  lute  —  forgotten  lover — 
Rosa's  love  and  song  are  over  I 


ELEGIAC  STANZAS. 

Sic  Jurat  perlre. 

When  wearied  wretches  sink  to  sleep, 
ilow  heavenly  soft  their  slumbers  lie  I 

How  sweet  is  death  to  those  who  weep. 
To  those  who  weep  and  long  to  die  I 

Saw  you  the  soft  and  grassy  bed. 

Where  flow*reU  deck  the  green  earth's  breast? 
'Tis  there  I  wish  to  lay  my  head, 

'Tis  there  I  wish  to  sleep  at  rest. 

Oh,  let  not  tears  embalm  my  tomb,  — 
None  but  the  dews  at  twilight  given  I 

Oh,  let  not  sighs  disturb  the  gloom, — 
None  bat  the  whisp'ring  winds  of  heaven  I 


LOVE  AND  MARRIAGE. 

Equ0  breri  verbo  ferre  perenne  malum. 

S■cl7^D^•,  elef.  vU. 

Still  the  question  I  must  parry. 
Still  a  wayward  truant  prove  : 

Where  I  love,  I  must  not  marry  ; 
Where  I  marry,  cannot  love. 

Were  she  fairest  of  creation. 
With  the  least  presuming  mind  ; 

Learned  without  affectation ; 
Not  deceitful,  yet  refin'd ; 

Wise  enough,  but  nerer  rigid  ; 

Gay,  but  not  too  Ughtly  free  *, 
Chaste  as  snow,  and  yet  not  frigid ; 

Fond,  yet  satisfied  with  me : 

Were  she  all  this  ten  times  over. 
All  that  heav'n  to  earth  allows, 

I  should  be  too  much  her  lover 
Ever  to  become  her  spouse. 

]x>ve  will  never  bear  enslaving  ; 

Summer  garments  suit  him  best ; 
Bliss  itself  is  not  worth  having. 

If  we're  by  compulsion  blest 


ANACREONTIC. 

I  fill'd  to  thee,  to  thee  I  drank, 
I  nothing  did  but  drink  and  fill ; 

The  bowl  by  turns  was  bright  and  blank, 
'Twas  drinking,  filling,  drinking  stilL 

At  length  I  bid  an  artist  paint 
Thy  image  in  this  ample  cup, 

That  I  might  see  the  dimpled  saint. 
To  whom  I  quaff*d  my  nectar  up. 

Behold,  how  bright  that  purple  lip 
Now  blushes  through  the  wave  at  me  ; 

Every  roseate  drop  I  sip 

Is  just  like  kissing  wine  fh)m  thee. 

And  still  I  drink  the  more  for  this ; 

For,  ever  when  the  draught  I  drain. 
Thy  lip  invites  another  kiss, 

And  —  in  the  nectar  flows  again. 

So,  here's  to  thee,  my  gentle  dear. 
And  may  that  eyelid  never  shine 

Beneath  a  darker,  bitterer  tear 
Than  bathes  it  in  this  bowl  of  mine  I 
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THE  SURPRISE. 

Chlobib,  I  fwear,  bj  all  I  erer  swore. 
That  from  this  hoar  I  ihall  not  lore  thee  more.  — 
"  What !  lore  no  more?  Oh  I  why  this  altered  vow  ?** 
Becanse  I  canmol  love  thee  wure — than  now  I 


TO  MISS 


03C     HEB    ASKINO    THE    AUTHOR    WHT    SHE    I 
SLEEPLESS  NIGHTS. 

Fll  ask  the  sylph  who  round  thee  flies, 
And  in  thy  breath  his  pinion  dips. 

Who  sons  him  in  thy  radiant  eyes. 
And  &ints  npon  thy  sighing  lips  : 

1*11  ask  him  where*s  the  veil  of  sleep 
That  ns'd  to  shade  thy  looks  of  light ; 

And  why  those  eyes  their  yigil  keep. 
When  other  sons  are  sank  in  night  ? 

And  I  will  say  —  her  angel  breast 
Has  nerer  throbb'd  with  guilty  sting  ; 

Her  bosom  is  the  sweetest  nest 

Where  Slumber  could  repose  his  wing  I 

And  I  will  say  —  her  cheeks  that  flush. 

Like  vernal  roses  in  the  sun. 
Have  ne'er  by  shame  been  taught  to  blush. 

Except  for  what  her  eyes  have  done  ! 

Then  tell  me,  why,  thou  child  of  air! 

Does  slumber  from  her  eyelids  rove  ? 
What  is  her  heart's  impassion'd  care  ?  — 

Perhaps,  oh  sylph  I  perhaps,  tis  love. 


THE  WONDER. 

Come,  tell  me  wh^re  the  maid  is  found. 
Whose  heart  can  love  without  deceit. 

And  I  will  range  the  world  around. 
To  sigh  one  moment  at  her  feet 

Oh!  tell  me  where*s  her  sainted  home. 
What  air  receives  her  blessed  sigh, 

A  pilgrimage  of  years  I'll  roam 
To  catch  one  sparkle  of  her  eye  ! 


And  if  her  check  be  smooth  and  bright. 
While  truth  within  her  bosom  lies, 

1*11  gaze  upon  her  mom  and  night. 

Till  my  heart  leave  me  through  my  eyes. 

Show  me  on  earth  a  thing  so  rare, 

ril  own  all  miracles  are  true  ; 
To  make  one  maid  sincere  and  fair. 

Oh,  *tis  the  utmost  Heav'n  can  do ! 


LYING. 


Che  con  le  lor  bugie  piyon  dlvini.    Mauro  d'Arcano. 

I  DO  confess,  in  many  a  sigh. 
My  lips  have  breath'd  you  many  a  lie; 
And  who,  with  such  delights  in  view, 
Would  lose  them,  for  a  lie  or  two  ? 

Nay, — look  not  thus,  with  brow  reproving ; 
Lies  are,  my  dear,  the  soul  of  loving. 
If  half  we  tell  the  girls  were  true. 
If  half  we  swear  to  think  and  do, 
Were  aught  but  lying's  bright  illusion, 
This  world  would  be  in  strange  confusion. 
If  ladies'  eyes  were,  every  one, 
As  lovers  swear,  a  radiant  sun. 
Astronomy  must  leave  the  skies, 
To  learn  her  lore  in  ladies'  eyes. 
Oh,  no  —  believe  me,  lovely  girl. 
When  nature  turns  your  teeth  to  pearl, 
Your  neck  to  snow,  your  eyes  to  fire, 
Your  amber  locks  to  golden  wire, 
Then,  only  then  can  Heaven  decree, 
That  you  should  live  for  only  me, 
Or  I  for  you,  as  night  and  mom. 
We've  swearing  kist,  and  kissing  swom. 

And  now,  my  gentle  Lints  to  clear. 
For  once  I'll  tell  you  truth,  my  dear. 
Whenever  you  may  chance  to  meet 
Some  loving  youth,  whose  love  is  sweet. 
Long  as  you're  false  and  he  believes  you, 
Long  as  you  trust  and  he  deceives  you, 
So  long  the  blissful  bond  endures, 
And  while  he  lies,  his  heart  is  yours  : 
But,  oh  !  you've  wholly  lost  the  youth 
The  instant  that  he  tells  you  truth. 


ANACREONTIC. 

Friend  of  my  soul,  this  goblet  sip, 
'Twill  chase  that  pensive  tear; 
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'Tls  not  BO  sweet  as  woman's  lip, 
But,  oh!  'tu»  more  siocero. 
Like  her  delusive  tH^am, 

'Twill  steal  away  thr  mindj 
But,  triMjr  than  love's  dream, 
It  leaves  no  sting  behind* 

Comei  twine  the  wrenth,  thy  brows  to  «hadc  ; 

These  flow'r*  were  cull'd  nt  noon ;  -» 
Like  woman's  love  the  rose  will  fiidL-, 
But,  uh  1  not  half  so  sooq. 

For  though  the  flower*»  decay'd, 

Its  fra^ince  is  not  oVt  j 
But  once  when  love's  betray 'd, 
ItA  iwect  life  hloomi  no  mons* 


TTTF.  PniLOSOPnER  ARISTrPPlTS  » 

TO  A  LAMP 
WHlCn  HAD  BEEN  GIVKS,  HIM  BY  LAtS. 

Dulcit  eonieU  iM'ttill  lueema> 

'^  Ou  I  love  the  Lamp^  (my  Mistress  said), 
**  The  faithful  Lamp  tbut,  many  a  night, 

"  Besidn  thy  Lais*  louelv  hed 
**  Has  kept  it«  little  watch  of  light 

*  Full  often  hits  it  seen  her  weep, 

*'  And  fix  her  eye  upon  it*  tianie, 

*  Till,  weary,  she  haii  sunk  to  sleep, 
"  Me])eating  her  belovedV  name. 

*  Then  love  the  Lamp — -'twill  often  lead 

"  Thy  step  through  learning's  sacred  way  ; 
^  And  when  those  stud  toils  eyes  shall  rend, 
**  At  midnight,  by  tts  lonely  ray, 


*  Tl  d(MS  iMM  upftmr  to  bsv«  been  v«»y  difficult  to  h«coraie 
A  ptill(t»opli«v  amotifil  ikm  madmtU.  A  moderat*  M:or«  of 
IttATninir,  with  «  cnntl(l(«rahl«  portion  of  cotilidcDoe,  and  Jiut 
»tt  MiMiJiili  to  pr*jdtt>r'  «ti  ocGiuloiiat  apopttth^fin,  (Win  to 
liMr  Ijiti)  4^  ltn«  4)U'i1incaltt>n>  necKtury  for  Hw  piirtM»e, 
I  T*w*  or Ji>c>p(#»  of  mw*l  ul«ncc  ir«fT«  to v<?ry  imp^TfectJf  un4t4>r- 
ImAHMi  ili«t  the  UmnAi^T  t^f  •«  new  ^tx\^  In  r<imiirtg  h\*  ciUiciil 
de,  inltfht  cottkult  rltlic*r  tuney  or  l<*ti])i«rmiiiciit.  and  i^ljipt 
It  tn  iiU  own  p«.44Uin»  an4  proprrttltki  ;  lo  th«t  Mjiliomfr, 
«i'tb  a  hull*  iMMi-i^  h-Aritloir,  inifiht  hAvn  AmirUhcd  m  a  |>U1lo- 
»i>t,4ifT  In  ihoivf  iViyt,  anil  womlit  Itave  r<«iutml  but  tl>cfiolli.h 
oftlKi  tchciHjt*  ta  Itrcutn*  (he  rival  of  Ari«(tp|)U*  io  moralltj^. 
In  ttoe  •citncft  of  natiirn.  tao,  thouj|h  »om*  taltiabi*  trulli» 
war*  (KurovnrM]  hf  ihcm,  thof  •c<einr>4l  luirdly  to  know  tliay 
»tT«  tnjt)i«,  or  at  Itaat  «r^r»  u  wrll  Mtltflf^  witb  errora  ; 
and  X«iio|i>haM«»  «lio  «aMft«d  that  iIm  lUrt  were  1foM»ua 
tloiidai  llglit«d  np«ir«ff7  nlilllt  and  tuttngulihwl  again  la  th« 
SMfnlag,  wai  thou^  sad  atf lad  a  plilloaopbtr.  ai  fvti^rallf 


"  Of  things  euhlime,  of  nature's  birth, 
**  Of  all  that's  bright  in  heaven  or  earthy 
**  Oh,  think  that  she,  by  whom  'twaa  given, 
**  Adorei  thee  more  tlian  earth  or  heaven  I  ** 

Yes  —  dear««l  Lamp,  by  every  charm 

On  which  thy  midnight  beam  hofl  hnngi* 

The  bend  reclin'd,  the  graceful  arm 
Across  the  brow  of  ivory  flung  ; 

The  heaving  bosom,  partly  htd, 
The  tcver'd  lip's  nn conscious  nighs. 

The  fringe  that  from  the  haJf-shnt  Ud 
Adowo  the  cheek  of  rose*  lies  : 

By  the«e,  by  all  that  bloom  untold. 
And  long  as  all  shall  choroi  my  heart, 

ru  love  my  liule  Lamp  of  gold  — 
My  I.Anip  and  I  shall  never  part 

And  often,  as  she  smiling  said. 

In  fancy's  hour,  thy  geaile  rays 
Shall  guide  my  visionary  tread 

Through  poesy's  eDclianiiiig  maze. 
Thy  flame  shall  light  the  page  refio'd, 

Where  still  we  catch  the  Chian's  breath. 

Where  still  the  bard,  though  cold  in  death. 
Ha*  left  his  soul  miqueneh'd  L»ehind, 
Or,  o'er  thy  humbler  legend  shine, 

Oh  man  of  A  sera's  dreary  gludes  I* 
To  whom  the  nightly  warbling  Nine  * 

A  wand  of  iD.<;piration  gave,  * 
Pluck'd  from  the  greenest  tree,  that  shadci 

The  crystal  of  Casialiu's  wave* 

Then,  turning  to  a  purer  lore, 
We*ll  cull  the  sages*  deep*hid  store,* 
From  Science  steal  her  golden  clue, 
And  every  mystic  path  pursue. 
Where  Nature,  far  from  vulgar  eyes, 
I'h rough  labyrinths  of  wonder  flic*. 


M  he  ttbo  antkipatod  KowCom  la  drv«li»pjnf  Iha  arraofafnaiit 
of  the  utslrrrte. 

For  this  opinion  of  Xf»ni>pbaa««,  •«•  FliitArrh.  da  Pladi, 
Plilio«oph.  lib.  iL  cap.  IS.  It  U  lm|ifi««tliU-  to  f**A  tlit* 
trfatiie  of  Plutarch,  vlthoot  alieraatelf  ^irikiMir  tha  K«otua, 
and  tmllkns  al  iti«  ali*urdltlM  or  tho  pttllouiphpri. 

*  The  A»rlmt«  had  tt»»lr  liirt^ms  rubir\ilarUr  or  ttatU 
cltamLier  Umpt,  wbldi,  at  ih'>  frmiioror  Galieoiu  Mid,  "ntl 
crn*  meroim^re;"  aiM)>  mMi  it*»  »ame  eomacndalloa  of  m> 
cri«rr.  Pranaguni  addraaiCMi  ti«r  lamp  in  Arbtoplianea,  EssJ^aC' 
Wv  tnai'  Jttdfl"  bow  fiuieinal  tbajr  ware,  to  ibe  ute  and  nntwt- 
lUhmoat  afthadr  lanpa,  l^mn  Cba  Ibmout  tfinbolte  Liuwina. 
vhirb  «« tnd  bi  llM  Boiaaniini  Maaeum  MIeh.  Aag.  Cauad, 
p.  157- 

*  H«ilod,  wbe  tellt  u*  la  malaficlioljr  tartni  of  hit  ^bttr't 
Algtit  toib«  arretrhed  tillage  aT  Aacra.  £^.  •««  'Htuf.  v.  U^L 

*  E**v%tu*  rriijrM^  «<tfia«JUi«  arrtii  ♦««•*<      Thf»>f ,  v.  tO» 
9  K,M4  f^9t  rm^»rfm^  il4»»  Im^^mi  ifi^Mi  »{«.     M.  V.tt^ 
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*T]S  thus  mj  heart  shill  learn  to  know 

And,  soon  as  night  shall  close  the  eye 

How  fleeting  is  thh  world  below, 

Of  heaven's  yonug  wanderer  in  the  west  j 

Where  all  that  meets  the  morning  light. 

Wlien  seers  are  gaxing  on  the  sky, 

Is  duag'd  before  the  fail  of  night  I  ^ 

To  find  their  future  orbs  of  rest  j 

Then  shall  I  take  my  trembling  way. 

ru  tell  thee,  aa  1  trim  thy  fire^ 

Unseen  but  to  those  worlds  above, 

' 

'^  Swift,  Bwift  liie  tide  of  being  rans, 

And^  k'd  by  thy  mysterious  ray, 

1 

**  And  Tinie^  who  bida  thj  flanie  expire. 

Steal  to  the  night- bower  of  my  love. 

*•  Will  also  queodi  jron  heaven  of  suns/* 

Oh,  then  if  earth*!  united  power 
Can  never  chain  one  featherj  hoar ; 

If  erery  print  we  leave  to-day 

To*morrt>wV  wave  wiU  sweep  away  ; 
Who  pause«  to  inquire  of  heaven 

TO  MRS. 

1 

Why  were  the  fleeting  treasures  given. 

ON  iLER  BKAUnrUIs  TRAKKLATION  01 

1 

The  Bnnny  days,  the  §hady  nighu, 

VOITURE'S  KISS. 

And  all  their  brief  but  dear  delightSf 

Which  heaven  has  made  for  man  to  use. 

Mod  ime  tur  mem  l^vre  6fult  lor*  toute  mtidin^. 

And  man  should  think  it  criuic  to  luse  ? 

Pour  uvoiiri'r  l«  tnltl  qui  %m  U  v^ytre  Ctolt  j 
Idjiii  en  roe  retiront,  cUe  rotu  d^rriidre, 

Who  thai  has  cull*d  a  fresh- blown  rose 

Tant  de  ce  doux  pUUlr  rfttnorrc  Ik  rettolt 

Will  aak  it  why  it  breathes  and  glows, 

VoiTiras 

Unmindful  of  the  blushing  ray, 

How  heav'nly  was  the  pot-t's  doom. 

Id  whieh  it  shines  its  soul  away  ; 

To  breathe  his  spirit  through  a  kiss  ^ 

t'omindful  of  the  scented  sigh, 

And  lose  within  so  sweet  a  tomb 

f 

With  which  it  dies  and  loves  to  die. 

The  trembling  messenger  of  bllaal 

Flettfnre,  thou  only  good  on  earth  I « 

And,  sure  his  soul  rettini'd  to  feel 

One  precious  moment  giv*ii  to  thee  ^ 

That  it  again  could  ravish 'd  be  i 

Oh  !  by  my  Lais*  lip,  'tis  worth 

For  in  the  kiss  that  thoo  didst  steal, 

The  sage*s  immortality. 

His  life  and  soul  have  fled  to  thee. 

Then  Ikr  be  all  the  wisdom  hence. 

That  would  our  joys  one  hour  delay  ! 

Lore  calla  us  to  in  youth*s  bright  day. 

If  not  ioon  tasted,  ^eets  away. 

RONDEAU. 

Necr  wert  Ihou  form'd,  my  Lamp,  ti^  shed 

"  Goon  night  I  good  night !  "  —  And  is  it  so? 

Thy  splendour  on  a  lifeless  page  j  — 

And  must  I  from  my  Hosa  go  ? 

Whaie'er  my  blushing  Laia  said 

Oh  Rosa,  say  **  Good  night ! "  once  oiorej 

Of  thoughtful  lore  and  studies  sage, 

And  I'll  repeat  it  o'er  and  oVr, 

'Twos  mockery  all —  her  glance  of  Joy 

Till  the  &rst  glance  of  dawning  light 

Told  me  thy  dearest^  best  employes 

Shall  find  us  saying,  still,  "  Good  night" 

ductlon,  be  c»lU  Hitn,  "  uti*  nomrfUe  crfiilure,  qui  ponrrii 

1 

mm  «f  fletacllliu  th«  Epitctlan.  utd  with  the  satnr  imago  bj 

emoprendre  l«i  chngcA  le%  pint  »u1>Hmei,  et  en  qui  eit  blen 

^^^ 

Scnecsa,  la  9ham  wt  findi  «  beauUAil  diffViiion  of  the  tbouf  ht 

■u-detiiu^  qui  pourra  ^ik[ltFr  lei  rnfrmf^a  plaJti.Lri."     Si^  h\$ 

^^1 

**  Kcaao  «•(  PMAft.  qui  Tult  prldie-    Corpora  tirjitm  mplunCur 

V^tiiu  Phftique.     Thi»  appear*  to  be  one  of  ihe  eJTaris  nC 

^^B 

FfmttmeUe't  ^lAntr^'  of  manner,  for  which  the  learned  Pr»* 

^H 

ea  hit  que  tidemuj  oiMWi.    Ego  Ipte,  duro  loquor  mutari 

lidtfat  U  10  w<?ll  and  Imtlf  ridkuleil  Ui  the  AkakU  of  Vol- 

^^B 

Ipci^  muuiui  fuiD/'  ^e. 

tatre- 

^^ 

•  AHiiipptii  coo»t£irr«d  motion  ii  the  pHndple  «f  happ!- 

MaupertuU  ma^  be  thought  to  liave  borrovinl  rrom  the  iin- 

neM.  in  wh\ch  kdra  he  dlOl-red  (txtm  the'  EplcureAni^  vrho 

cicnt  AHstljipiiii  that  lnil|»crlmiTiiilc  thtMiry  ofplpasiire*  whitb 

looliiRt  to  «  tute  of  repoM!  lit  the  only  true  TohiptuouineM, 

he  |]lBIi  Mill  forth  In  hli  Esia!  de  Fhllosophiie  Morale,  aiid  Tor 

and  mTMd«d  rvm  Ibe  too  lirctf  atfitatloat  of  pleuurv,  u  a 

wbith  hf  wju  ta  very  juitly  condemned.     A rlilippm,  nccord- 

vtolest  Md  unynci^ful  denangeoai-nt  of  the  tenfei. 

log  to  Lat^rtlilfi,  held  fstf  htt^^tn  n  riimr^  ^h**y;f,  which  irrji- 

tlotisl  lenUmeot  boi  been  adopt<>d  bjr  MaupeituJi  -,  **  T^Jiit 

yhvr*  la  naxking  the  plrajiurt-i  of  »ruw!  Rbori!  the  mhllmeit 

^n'oa  at  coaildftre  que  VittX  pr^ieDt.  totu  lei  pUriin  lont  du 

parmiU  of  mtdom.    Speaking  of  the  mfaiit  maut  In  hli  pro- 

ni#iii«  ffrnre,'*  Ac.  Ac. 
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1 

And  still  **  Good  night,**  my  Rosa,  say  — 

But  whisper  still,  **  A  minute  stay  ;  ** 

WRITTEN  IN  A  COMMONPLACE  BOOK, 

And  I  will  stay,  and  every  minute 

CALLKO 

Shall  hare  an  age  of  transport  in  it ; 

"  THE  BOOK  OF  FOLLIES  ;  " 

Till  Time  himself  shall  stay  his  flight. 

IM    WMICll    BTBIIV   ONB  THAT   OmBO    IT    WAt   TO  CUifTBIBVIK  MiMBTrilVO. 

To  listen  to  our  sweet  "  Good  night.** 

TO  THE   BOOK  OF   FOLLIES. 

**  Good  night !  **  you*ll  murmur  with  a  sigh. 

This  tribute's  from  a  wretched  elf, 

And  tell  me  it  is  time  to  fly : 

Who  hails  thee,  emblem  of  himself.                    I 

And  I  will  vow,  will  swear  to  go. 

The  book  of  life,  which  I  have  trac'd, 

While  still  that  sweet  voice  murmurs  "  No  I  ** 

lias  been,  like  thee,  a  motley  waste 

Till  slumber  seal  our  weary  sight  — 

Of  follies  scribbled  o'er  and  o'er, 

And  then,  my  love,  my  soul,  **  Good  night  I  ** 

One  folly  bringing  hundreds  more. 

Some  have  indeed  been  writ  so  neat,                  | 

In  characters  so  fair,  so  sweet,                            | 

That  those  who  judge  not  too  severely, 

Have  said  they  lov'd  such  follies  dearly : 

Yet  still,  O  book  I  the  allusion  stands  ; 

SONG. 

For  these  were  penn*d  hj  female  hands  : 

The  rest  -—  alas  I  I  own  the  truth  — 

Wht  does  azure  deck  the  sky  ? 

Have  all  been  scribbled  so  uncouth 

•Tis  to  be  like  thy  looks  of  blue ; 

That  Prudence,  with  a  with'ring  look, 

Why  is  red  the  rose's  dye? 

Disdainful,  flings  away  the  book. 

Because  it  is  thy  blushes*  hue. 

Like  thine,  its  pages  here  and  there 

All  that's  fkir,  by  Love's  decree. 

Have  oft  been  stain'd  with  blots  of  care  ; 

Has  been  made  resembling  thee ! 

And  sometimes  hours  of  peace,  I  own. 

Upon  some  fairer  leaves  have  shown, 

Why  is  falling  snow  so  white. 

White  as  the  snowings  of  that  heav'n 

But  to  be  like  thy  bosom  fair  ? 

By  which  those  hours  of  peace  were  given. 

Why  are  solar  beams  so  bright  ? 

But  now  no  longer  —  such,  oh,  such 

That  they  may  seem  thy  golden  hair ! 

The  bhist  of  Disappointment's  touch  !  — 

All  that's  bright,  by  Love's  decree. 

No  longer  now  those  hours  appear  ; 

Has  been  made  resembling  thee ! 

Each  leaf  is  sullied  by  a  tear : 

Blank,  blank  is  ev'ry  page  with  care, 

Why  are  nature's  beauties  felt  ? 

Not  ev'n  a  folly  brightens  there. 

Oh  !  'tis  thine  in  her  we  sec ! 

Will  they  yet  brighten  ?  —  never,  never !          ' 

Why  has  music  power  to  melt? 

Then  shut  the  book,  O  God,  for  ever  1 

Oh  I  because  it  speaks  like  thee. 

All  that*s  sweet,  by  Love's  decree. 

Has  been  made  resembling  thee ! 



TO  ROSA. 

TO  ROSA. 

Sat,  why  should  the  girl  of  my  soul  be  in  tears 

At  a  meeting  of  rapture  like  this. 

Like  one  who  trusts  to  summer  skies. 

When  the  glooms  of  the  past  and  the  sorrow  of 

And  puts  his  little  bark  to  soa. 

years 

Is  he  who,  lur'd  by  smiling  eyes. 

Have  been  paid  by  one  moment  of  bliss  ? 

Consigns  his  simple  heart  to  thee. 

. 

Arc  they  shed  for  that  moment  of  blissful  delight, 

For  fickle  is  the  summer  wind. 

Which  dwells  on  her  memory  yet  ? 

And  sadly  may  the  bark  be  tost ; 

Do  they  flow,  like  the  dews  of  the  love* breathing 

For  thou  art  sure  to  change  thy  mind. 

night. 

And  then  the  wretched  heart  is  lost ! 

From  the  warmth  of  the  mm  that  has  set  ? 

JUVENILE  POEMS. 


(Ni !  sweet  U  the  tear  on  that  langnithing  smile. 
That  CDule,  whieh  if  loreliest  then  ; 

And  if  such  are  the  dropi  that  delight  can  beguile, 
Thoa  shalt  weep  them  again  and  again. 


LIGHT  SOUNDS  THE  HARP. 

LusBT  soonda  the  harp  when  the  combat  is  over, 
When  heroes  are  resting,  and  joy  is  in  bloom  ; 
When  laurels  hang  loose  fh>m  the  brow  of  the 
knrer. 
And  Copid  makes  wings  of  the  warrior's  plume. 
Bat,  when  the  foe  returns. 
Again  the  hero  bums  ; 
High  flames  the  sword  in  his  hand  once  more  : 
The  clang  of  mingling  arms 
Is  then  the  sound  that  charms. 
And  bnien  notes  of  war,  that  stirring  trumpets 

pour;  — 
Then,  again  comes  the  Harp,  when  the  combat  is 
orer  — 
When  heroes  are  resting,  and  Joy  is  in  bloom — 
When  laurels  hang  loose  from  the  brow  of  the 
lover. 
And  Cupid  makes  wings  of  the  warrior's  plume. 


Light  went  the  harp  when  the  War-God,  reclining. 

Lay  lull*d  on  the  white  arm  of  Beauty  to  rest. 
When  round  his  rich  armour  the  myrtle  hung 
twining, 
And  flights  of  young  doves  made  his  helmet 
their  nest 

But,  when  the  battle  came, 
The  hero*s  eye  breathed  flame  : 
Soon  from  his  neck  the  white  arm  was  flung  ; 
While,  to  his  wakening  ear, 
No  other  sounds  were  dear 
But  brazen  notes  of  war,  by  thousand  trumpets 

sung. 
But  then  came  the  light  harp,  when  danger  was 
ended. 
And  Beauty  once  more  luird  the  War-God  to 
rest; 
When  tresses  of  gold  with  his  laurels  lay  blended. 
And  flights  of  young  doves  made  his  helmet 
their  nest 


Emti,  #w  «s^vrff  T»  yXimm  fury'  tfum. 
Kmi  ftm  Ttf  fiftx^trru  /tutfmt  tuu  x^if  mht*, 


FROM 

THE  GREEK  OF  MELEAGER.I 

Fill  high  the  cup  with  liquid  flame. 
And  speak  my  Heliodora*8  name. 
Repeat  its  magic  o'er  and  o*er. 
And  let  the  sound  my  lips  adore. 
Live  in  the  breeze,  till  every  tone. 
And  word,  and  breath,  speaks  her  alone. 

Give  me  the  wreath  that  withers  there. 

It  was  but  last  delicious  night. 
It  circled  her  luxuriant  hair. 

And  caught  her  eyes'  reflected  light 
Oh  I  haste,  and  twine  it  round  my  brow: 
•Tis  all  of  her  that's  left  me  now. 
And  see  — each  rosebud  drops  a  tear. 
To  flnd  the  nj-mph  no  longer  here  — 
No  longer,  where  such  heavenly  charms 
As  hers  sftould  be  —  within  these  arms. 


SONG. 


Fly  from  the  world,  O  Bessy!  to  me. 

Thou  wilt  never  find  any  sincerer  ; 
m  give  up  the  world,  O  Bessy!  for  thee, 

I  can  never  meet  any  that's  dearer. 
Then  tell  me  no  more,  with  a  tear  and  a  sigh, 

That  our  loves  will  be  censur'd  by  many; 
All,  all  have  their  follies,  and  who  will  deny 

That  ours  is  the  sweetest  of  any  ? 

When  your  lip  has  met  mine,  in  communion  so 
sweet. 

Have  we  felt  as  if  virtue  forbid  it  ?  — 
Have  we  felt  as  if  heav'n  denied  them  to  meet  ?  — 

No,  rather  *twas  heav'n  that  did  it 
So  innocent,  love,  is  the  joy  we  then  sip. 

So  little  of  wrong  is  there  in  it. 
That  I  wish  all  my  errors  were  lodg'd  on  your  lip. 

And  I'd  kiss  them  away  in  a  minute. 

Then  come  to  your  lover,  oh  !  fly  to  his  shed. 
From  a  world  which  I  know  thou  despisest ; 

And  slumber  will  hover  as  light  o'er  our  bed 
As  e'er  on  the  couch  of  the  wisest 


AtiM^u  ^XifmrT0p  litv  (Mm,  «v»i«s  muvmw 
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And  when  o*er  oar  pillow  the  tempest  is  driven. 

Then  bid  me  not  to  despair  and  pine. 

And  thou,  pretty  innocent,  fearest. 

Fanny,  dearest  of  all  the  dears  ! 

I'll  tell  thee,  it  is  not  the  chiding  of  heaven, 

The  Love  that's  order'd  to  bathe  in  wine. 

Tis  only  our  lullaby,  dearest 

Would  be  sure  to  take  cold  in  tears. 

And,  oh  I  while  we  lie  on  onr  deathbed,  my  love. 

Reflected  bright  in  this  heart  of  mine, 

Looking  back  on  the  scene  of  our  errors. 

Fanny,  dearest,  thy  image  lies ; 

A  sigh  from  my  Bessy  shall  plead  then  above, 

But,  ah,  the  mirror  would  cease  to  shine, 

And  Death  be  disarm*d  of  his  terrors. 

If  dimm'd  too  often  with  sighs. 

And  each  to  the  other  embracing  will  say. 

They  lose  the  half  of  beauty's  light. 

"  Farewell!  let  ui  hope  we're  forgiven." 

Who  view  it  through  sorrow's  tear  ; 

Thy  last  fading  glance  will  illumine  the  way, 

And  tis  but  to  see  thee  truly  bright 

And  a  kiss  be  our  passport  to  heaven  I 

That  I  keep  my  eye-beam  clear. 

Then  wait  no  longer  till  tears  shall  flow, 

Fanny,  dearest  —  the  hope  is  vain  ; 
If  sunshine  cannot  dissolve  thy  snow. 

I  shall  never  attempt  it  with  rain. 

THE  RESEMBLANCE. 

Donna,  quant'  e  pottibile,  in  altrui 

La  detiata  rostra  forma  Tera. 

Pktraro.  SmmeU.  14. 

' 

Yes,  if  'twere  any  common  love. 

THE  RING. 

That  led  my  pliant  heart  astray. 

TO 

I  grant,  there's  not  a  power  above. 
Could  wipe  the  faithless  crime  away. 

No ~  Lady!  I^idy!  keep  the  ring : 

But,  'twas  my  doom  to  err  with  one 

Oh  !  think,  how  many  a  future  year. 

In  every  look  so  like  to  thee 

Of  placid  smile  and  downy  wing. 

That,  underneath  yon  blessed  snn, 

May  sleep  within  its  holy  sphere. 

So  fair  there  are  but  thou  and  she. 

Do  not  disturb  their  tranquil  dream. 

Both  bom  of  beauty,  at  a  birth. 

Though  love  hath  ne'er  the  myst'ry  warm'd ; 

She  held  with  thine  a  kindred  sway, 

Yet  heav'n  will  shed  a  soothing  beam. 

And  wore  the  only  shape  on  earth 

To  bless  the  bond  itself  hath  form'd. 

That  could  have  lur*d  my  soul  to  stray. 

But  then,  that  eye,  that  burning  eye,  — 

Then  blame  me  not,  if  false  I  be. 

Oh  !  it  doth  ask,  with  witching  power, 

'Twas  love  that  wak'd  the  fond  excess  ; 

If  heaven  can  ever  bless  the  tie 

My  heart  had  been  more  true  to  thee. 

Where  love  inwreaths  no  genial  flower  ? 

Had  mine  eye  pris'd  thy  beauty  less. 

Away,  away,  bewildering  look. 

Or  all  the  boast  of  virtue's  o'er ; 

Go ~ hie  thee  to  the  sages  book. 

And  learn  from  him  to  feel  no  more. 

FANNY,  DEAREST. 

I  cannot  warn  thee  :  every  touch. 

Yes  !  had  I  leisure  to  sigh  and  mourn, 

That  brings  my  pulses  close  to  thine. 

Fanny,  dearest,  for  thee  I'd  sigh  ; 

Tells  me  I  want  thy  aid  as  much  — 

And  every  smile  on  my  cheek  should  turn 

Ev'n  more,  alas,  than  thou  dost  mine. 

To  tears  when  thou  art  nigh. 

But,  between  love,  and  wine,  and  sleep. 

Yet,  stay,  —  one  hope,  one  effort  yet  ^ 

So  busy  a  life  I  live, 

A  moment  turn  those  eyes  away. 

That  even  the  time  it  would  take  to  weep 

And  let  me,  if  I  can,  forget 

Is  more  than  my  heart  can  give. 

The  light  that  leads  my  sool  astny. 

JUVENILE  POEMS. 
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Thoa  say'st,  that  we  were  bom  to  meet. 
That  our  hearts  bear  one  oommon  seal;  — 

Think,  Lady,  think,  how  manli  deceit 
Can  seem  to  sigh  and  feign  to  feeL 


When,  o'er  thy  feoe  lome  gleam  of  thooght. 
Like  daybeams  through  the  morning  air. 

Hath  gradoal  stole,  and  I  hare  cangfat 
The  feeling  ere  it  kindled  there; 

The  sympathy  I  then  betray'd. 
Perhaps  was  bat  the  child  of  art. 

The  guile  of  one,  who  long  hath  play*d 
With  all  these  wily  nets  of  heart 

Oh!  thine  is  not  my  earliest  tow; 

Thoo^  few  the  years  I  yet  hare  told. 
Canst  thoa  beliere  I're  lir'd  till  now, 

^Vith  loveless  heart  or  senses  cold? 

No  —  other  nymphs  to  joy  and  pain 

This  wild  and  wandering  heart  bath  mov'd  ; 

With  some  it  sported,  wild  and  vain. 
While  some  it  dearly,  truly,  lov'd. 

The  cheek  to  thine  I  fondly  lay. 
To  theirs  hath  been  as  fondly  laid; 

The  words  to  thee  I  warmly  say. 
To  them  have  been  as  warmly  said. 

Then,  scorn  at  once  a  worthless  heart. 
Worthless  alike,  or  fix*d  or  free  ; 

Think  of  the  pure,  bright  soul  thou  art. 
And  —  love  not  me,  oh  love  not  me. 

Enoogh  — now,  turn  thine  eyes  again  ; 

What,  still  that  look  and  still  that  sigh! 
Dost  thou  not  feel  my  counsel  then? 

Oh!  no,  beloved,  — nor  do  L 


TO 

THE  INVISIBLE  GIRL. 

Thet  try  to  persuade  me,  my  dear  little  sprite, 
That  you*re  not  a  true  daughter  of  ether  and  light. 
Nor  have  any  concern  with  those  fanciful  forms 
That  dance  upon  rainbows  and  ride  upon  storms  ; 
That,  in  short,  you*re  a  woman  ;   your  lip  and 

your  eye 
As  mortal  as  ever  drew  gods  from  the  sky. 
Bat  I  will  not  believe  them  —  no,  Science,  to  you 
I  have  long  bid  a  last  and  a  careless  adieu  : 


Still  flying  from  Nature  to  study  her  laws. 
And  dulling  delight  by  exploring  its  cause. 
You  forget  how  superior,  for  mortals  below, 
Is  the  fiction  they  dream  to  the  truth  that  they 

know. 
Oh  !  who,  that  has  e*er  enjoyed  rapture  complete. 
Would  ask  how  we  feel  it,  or  wh^  it  is  sweet  ; 
How  rays  are  confused,  or  how  particles  fly 
Through  the  medium  refin'd  of  a  glance  or  a  sigh ; 
Is  there  one,  who  but  once  would  not  rather  have 

known  it. 
Than  written,  with  Harvey,  whole  volumes  upon  it? 

As  for  you,  my  sweet -voiced  and  invisible  love, 
You  must  surely  be  one  of  those  spirits,  that  rove 
By  the  bank  where,  at  twilight,  the  poet  reclines. 
When  the  star  of  the  west  on  his  solitude  shines. 
And  the  magical  fingers  of  fancy  have  hung 
Every  breeze  with  a  sigh,  everj-  leaf  with  a  tongue. 
Oh  !  hint  to  him  then,  *tis  retirement  alone 
Can  hallow  his  harp  or  ennoble  its  tone  ; 
Like  you,  with  a  veil  of  seclusion  between. 
His  song  to  the  world  let  him  utter  unseen. 
And  like  you,  a  legitimate  child  of  the  spheres. 
Escape  from  the  eye  to  enrapture  the  ears. 

Sweet  spirit  of  mystery  !  how  I  should  love, 
In  the  wearisome  ways  I  am  fiited  to  rove. 
To  have  you  thus  ever  invisibly  nigh. 
Inhaling  for  ever  your  song  and  your  sigh  ! 
Mid  the  crowds  of  the  world  and  the  murmurs  of 

care, 
I  might  sometimes  converse  with  my  nymph  of  the 

air. 
And  turn  with  distaste  from  the  clamorous  crew, 
To  steal  in  the  pauses  one  whisper  from  you. 

Then,  come  and  be  near  me,  for  ever  be  mine. 
We  shall  hold  in  the  air  a  communion  divine. 
As  sweet  as,  of  old,  was  imagined  to  dwell 
In  the  grotto  of  Numa,  or  Socrates'  cell. 
And  ofl,  at  those  lingering  moments  of  night. 
When  the  heart's  busy  thoughts  have  put  slumber 

to  flight. 
You  shall  come  to  my  pillow  and  tell  me  of  love, 
Such  as  angel  to  angel  might  whisper  above. 
Sweet  spirit!  —  and  then,  could  you  borrow  the 

tone 
Of  that  voice,  to  my  ear  like  some  fairy-song 

known. 
The  voice  of  the  one  upon  earth,  who  has  twin'd 
With  her  being  for  ever  my  heart  and  my  mind. 
Though  lonely  and  far  from  the  light  of  her  smile, 
An  exile,  and  weary  and  hopeless  the  while. 
Could  you  shed  for  a  moment  her  voice  on  my  ear, 
I  will  think,  for  that  moment,  that  Cars  is  near ; 
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That  she  comes  with  consoling  enchantment  to 

speak. 
And  kisses  my  eyelid  and  breathes  on  my  cheek. 
And  tells  me,  the  night  shall  go  rapidly  by. 
For  the  dawn  of  our  hope,  of  our  heaven  is  nigh. 

Fair  spirit !  if  such  be  your  magical  power. 
It  will  lighten  the  lapse  of  full  many  an  hour ; 
And,  let  fortune's  realities  frown  as  they  will, 
Hope,  fkncy,  and  Cara  may  smile  for  me  still. 


THE  RING.i 


Annulufl  illo  rirl.  —  Ovid.  Amor.  lib.  U.  eleg.  15. 

The  happy  day  at  length  arriVd 

AVhen  Rupert  was  to  wed 
The  fairest  maid  in  Saxony, 

And  take  her  to  his  bed. 

As  soon  as  mom  was  in  the  sky. 

The  feast  and  sports  began  ; 
The  men  admir*d  the  happy  maid. 

The  maids  the  happy  man. 

In  many  a  sweet  device  of  mirth 

The  day  was  pass'd  along ; 
And  some  the  featly  dance  amus*d. 

And  some  the  dulcet  song. 

The  younger  maids  with  Isabel 
Disported  through  the  bowers. 

And  deck'd  her  robe,  and  crown*d  her  head 
With  motley  bridal  flowers. 

The  matrons  all  in  rich  attire. 

Within  the  castle  walls, 
Sat  listening  to  the  choral  strains 

That  echo'd  through  the  halls. 

Young  Rupert  and  his  friends  repaired 

Unto  a  spacious  court. 
To  strike  the  bounding  tennis-ball 

In  feat  and  manly  sport 


I  I  khould  be  torry  to  think  tbftt  my  (Heod  bad  any  lerioas 
intratloiM  of  r^lfhtenlnf  tb«  nurtery  by  this  ttory ;  I  ratber 
hope  — tbouffb  the  manner  of  It  leads  me  to  doubC— that  hb 
dctlgn  waa  to  ridlcole  that  dlMempered  taste  which  preliBn 
tboee  moaitanorthe  fancy  to  the  *'ipedoM  mlracola"  of 


The  bridegroom  on  his  finger  wore 
The  wedding-ring  so  bright. 

Which  was  to  grace  the  lily  hand 
Of  Isabel  that  night 

And  fearing  he  might  break  the  gem. 

Or  lose  it  in  the  play. 
He  look*d  around  the  court,  to  see 

Where  he  the  ring  might  lay. 

Now,  in  the  court  a  statue  stood. 
Which  there  fbll  l^ng  had  been  ; 

It  might  a  Heathen  goddess  be. 
Or  else,  a  Heathen  queen. 

Upon  its  marble  finger  then 

He  tried  the  ring  to  fit ; 
And,  thinking  it  was  safest  there. 

Thereon  he  fhsten'd  it 

And  now  the  tennis  sports  went  on, 

Till  they  were  wearied  all. 
And  messengers  annonnc*d  to  them 

Their  dinner  in  the  halL 

Young  Rupert  for  his  wedding-ring 

Unto  the  statue  went ; 
But,  oh,  how  shock'd  was  he  to  find 

The  marble  finger  bent ! 

The  hand  was  clos*d  upon  the  ring 
With  firm  and  mighty  clasp ; 

In  rain  he  tried,  and  tried,  and  tried, 
He  could  not  lose  the  grasp ! 

Then  sore  snrpris*d  was  Rupert's  mind- 

As  well  his  mind  might  be ; 
**  ni  come,**  quoth  he,  **  at  night  again, 

^  When  none  are  here  to  see." 

He  went  unto  the  feast,  and  much 

He  thought  upon  his  ring ; 
And  marveU'd  sorely  what  could  mean 

So  yery  strange  a  thing ! 

The  feast  was  o*er,  and  to  the  court 

He  hied  without  delay, 
ResolT*d  to  break  the  marble  hand 

And  force  the  ring  away. 


I  find,  by  a  note  in  the  manuscript,  that  he  met  with  this 
story  in  a  German  author,  Fromtmam  mfom  AucAmMns, 
book  ill.  part  rl.  cb.  18.  On  consultinf  the  work,  I  pereHre 
that  Fromman  quotes  It  flrom  Beluaoensia,  amoof  many  other 
stories  equally  diaboUeal  and  iatereetiat.    B. 
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Bat,  mark  a  icnngcr  wonder  still — 

The  ring  was  there  no  more. 
And  yet  the  marhle  hand  nngraqp^d, 

Aikd  open  as  before  I 

He  searehM  the  base,  and  all  the  court. 

Bat  nocbing  oonld  he  find ; 
Then  to  the  castle  hied  he  back 

With  sore  bewiUler^d  mind. 

Within  he  foond  them  all  in  mirth. 

The  night  in  dancing  flew ; 
The  Tooth  another  ring  procnr'd. 

And  none  the  adTentore  knew. 

And  now  the  priest  has  join'd  their  hands. 

The  hoars  of  lore  adrance : 
Rnpert  almost  forgets  to  think 

Upon  the  mom*s  mischance. 

Within  the  bed  ikir  Isabel 

In  blushing  sweemess  lay, 
Like  flowers,  half-open'd  by  the  dawn. 

And  waiting  for  the  day. 

And  Rnpert,  by  her  lovely  side. 

In  yoathfbl  beauty  glows, 
Like  PhcBbos,  when  he  bends  to  cast 

His  beams  upon  a  rose. 

And  here  my  song  woold  leave  them  both, 

Nor  let  the  rest  be  told. 
If  'twere  not  for  the  horrid  tale 

It  yet  has  to  nnfold. 

Soon  Rnpert,  'twixt  his  bride  and  him, 

A  death  cold  carcass  found  ; 
He  saw  it  not,  but  thought  he  felt 

Its  arms  embrace  him  round. 

He  started  up,  and  then  retum*d. 

But  found  the  phantom  still  ; 
In  vain  he  shrunk,  it  clipped  him  round. 

With  damp  and  deadly  chill  1 

And  when  he  bent,  tbe  earthy  lips 

A  kiss  of  horror  gave ; 
'Twas  like  the  smell  from  chamel  vaults. 

Or  from  the  mouldering  grave ! 

Ill  fated  Rupert !  —  wild  and  loud 

Then  cried  he  to  his  wife, 
"  Oh  !  save  me  from  this  horrid  fiend, 

«  My  Isabel  I  my  life  ! " 

But  Isabel  had  nothing  seen. 

She  look'd  around  in  vain  ; 
And  much  she  moum'd  the  mad  conceit 

That  rack'd  her  Rupert's  brain. 


At  length  from  this  invisible 
These  words  to  Rupert  came  : 

(Oh  God  !  while  he  did  hear  the  words 
What  terrors  shook  his  frame  !) 

**  Husband,  husband,  l*ve  the  ring 

•*  Thou  gav'st  to-day  to  me  ; 
"  And  thou*rt  to  me  for  ever  wed, 

*'  As  I  am  wed  to  thee  !  " 

And  all  the  night  the  demon  lay 

Cold-chilling  by  his  side. 
And  strain*d  him  with  such  deadly  grasp. 

He  thought  he  should  have  died. 

But  when  the  dawn  of  day  was  near. 

The  horrid  phantom  fled. 
And  left  th*  affrighted  youUi  to  weep 

By  Isabel  in  bed. 

And  all  that  day  a  gloomy  cloud 
Was  seen  on  Rupert*s  brows  ; 

Fair  Isabel  was  likewise  sad. 
But  strove  to  cheer  her  spouse. 

And,  as  the  day  advanc*d,  he  thought 

Of  coming  night  with  fear  : 
Alas,  that  he  should  dread  to  view 

The  bed  that  should  be  dear  ! 

At  length  the  second  night  arriv'd. 
Again  their  couch  they  press*d  ; 

Poor  Rupert  hop'd  that  all  was  o*er. 
And  look'd  for  love  and  rest. 

But  oh  I  when  midnight  came,  again 

The  fiend  was  at  his  side. 
And,  as  it  strain'd  him  in  its  grasp. 

With  howl  exulting  cried  :  — 

**  Husband,  husband,  I*ve  the  ring, 
"  The  ring  thou  gav*st  to  me  ; 

"  And  thou*rt  to  me  for  ever  wed, 
*'  As  I  am  wed  to  thee  I " 

In  agony  of  wild  despair, 

He  started  from  the  bed ; 
And  thus  to  his  bewilder'd  wife 

The  trembling  Rupert  said : 

^  Oh  Isabel !  dost  thou  not  see 

"  A  shape  of  horrors  here, 
"  Tbat  strains  me  to  its  deadly  kiss, 

**  And  keeps  me  from  my  dear  ?  *' 

**  No,  no,  my  love  I  my  Rupert,  I 

"  No  shape  of  horrors  see ; 
**  And  much  I  mourn  the  phantasy 

"  That  keeps  my  dear  tMm  me." 
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This  night,  just  like  the  night  before. 

In  terrors  pass'd  aw^y. 
Nor  did  the  demon  vanish  thence 

Before  the  dawn  of  day. 

Said  Rupert  then,  **  My  Isabel, 

"  Dear  partner  of  my  woe, 
"  To  Father  Austin's  holy  cave 

"  This  instant  will  I  go." 

Now  Austin  was  a  reverend  man« 

Who  acted  wonders  maint — 
Whom  all  the  country  round  believed 

A  devil  or  a  saint ! 

To  Father  Austin's  holy  cave 
Then  Rupert  straightway  went ; 

And  told  him  all,  and  ask'd  him  how 
These  horrors  to  prevent. 

The  Father  heard  the  youth,  and  then 

Retir*d  awhile  to  pray ; 
And,  having  pray'd  for  half  an  hour 

Thus  to  the  youth  did  say : 

**  There  is  a  place  where  fotir  roads  meet, 

"  Which  I  will  tell  to  thee  ; 
'*  Be  there  this  eve,  at  fall  of  night, 

**  And  list  what  thou  shalt  see. 

**  Thou*lt  see  a  group  of  figures  pass 

"  In  strange  disorder*d  crowd, 
*'  Travelling  by  torchlight  through  the  nwds, 

**  With  noises  strange  and  loud. 

**  And  one  that's  high  above  the  rest, 

•*  Terrific  towering  o'er, 
**  Will  make  thee  know  him  at  a  glance, 

**  So  I  need  say  no  more. 

**  To  him  from  me  these  tablets  give, 

**  They'll  quick  be  understood  ; 
**  Thou  need'st  not  fear,  but  give  them  straight, 

"  I've  scrawl'd  them  with  my  blood  I " 

The  night-fall  came,  and  Rupert  all 

In  pale  amazement  went 
To  where  the  cross-roads  met,  as  he 

Was  by  the  Father  sent 

And  lo  !  a  group  of  figures  came 

In  strange  disorder'd  crowd. 
Travelling  by  torchlight  through  the  rotdi, 

With  Doiaet  stnuige  and  loud. 


And,  as  the  gloomy  train  advanc'd, 

Rupert  beheld  horn  far 
A  female  form  of  wanton  mien 

High  seated  on  a  car. 

And  Rupert,  as  he  gaz'd  upon 

The  loosely  vested  dame. 
Thought  of  the  marble  statue's  look, 

For  hers  was  just  the  same. 

Behind  her  walk'd  a  hideous  form, 
With  eyeballs  flashing  death  ; 

Whene'er  he  breath'd,  a  sulphur'd  smoke 
Came  burning  in  his  breath. 

He  8eem*d  the  first  of  all  the  crowd, 

Terrific  towering  o'er  ; 
••  Yes,  yes,"  said  Rupert,  •*  this  is  he, 

**  And  I  need  ask  no  more." 

Then  slow  he  went,  and  to  this  fiend 

The  tablets  trembling  gave. 
Who  look'd  and  read  them  with  a  yell 

That  would  disturb  the  grave. 

And  when  he  saw  the  blood-scrawl'd  name. 

His  eyes  with  ftiry  shine  ; 
**  I  thought,"  cries  he,  **  his  time  was  out, 

**  But  he  must  soon  be  mine  1 " 

Then  darting  at  the  youth  a  look 
Which  rent  his  soul  with  fear. 

He  went  unto  the  female  fiend. 
And  whisper'd  in  her  ear. 

The  female  fiend  no  sooner  heard 

Than,  with  reluctant  look. 
The  very  ring  that  Rupert  lost. 

She  ttom  her  finger  took. 

And,  giving  it  unto  the  youth. 
With  eyes  that  breath'd  of  hell. 

She  said,  in  that  tremendous  voice, 
Which  he  remember'd  well : 

"  In  Austin's  name  take  back  the  ring, 

**  The  ring  thou  gav'st  to  me  ; 
**  And  thou'rt  to  me  no  longer  wed, 

**  Nor  longer  I  to  thee.** 

He  took  the  ring,  the  rabble  pass'd. 

He  home  retum'd  again  ; 
His  wife  was  then  the  happiest  fiur, 

The  happiest  he  of  I 
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W  MEISIG   HBft  wrra  A  WHm  TUl.  AifO  A  MMOm  OIKOLB. 

^p.  KicxPBOi.  Ai  Oneirocritko. 

Per  off  the  vestal  veil,  nor,  oh  I 

Let  weeping  angels  Tiew  it ; 
Your  cheeks  helie  its  virgin  snow, 

And  blush  repenting  through  it 

Pat  off  the  fatal  xone  yon  wear  ; 

The  shining  pearls  around  it 
Are  tears,  that  fell  firom  Virtue  there. 

The  hoar  when  Love  unbound  it. 


WRITTEN  IN  THE  BLANK  LEAF 

OF 
A  LADY'S  COMMONPLACE  BOOK. 

Here  is  one  leaf  reserved  for  me. 
From  all  thy  sweet  memorials  free  ; 
And  here  my  simple  song  might  tell 
The  feelings  thou  must  guess  so  well. 
Bat  could  I  thus,  within  thj  mind. 
One  little  vacant  comer  find. 
Where  no  impression  yet  is  seen. 
Where  no  memorial  yet  hath  been. 
Oh  !  it  should  be  my  sweetest  care 
To  write  my  name  for  ever  there  I 


TO 

MRS.  BL . 

WRITTEN    IN   HER  ALBUM. 

They  say  that  Love  had  once  a  book 
( The  urchin  likes  to  copy  you), 

Where,  all  who  came,  the  pencil  took, 
And  wrote,  like  us,  a  line  or  two. 

'Twos  Innocence,  the  maid  divine, 
Who  kept  this  volume  bright  and  fair. 

And  saw  that  no  unhallow*d  line 

Or  thought  profane  should  enter  there  ; 

And  daily  did  the  pages  fill 

With  fond  device  and  loving  lore, 

And  every  leaf  she  tum'd  was  still 

More  bright  than  that  she  tum'd  before. 


Beneath  the  touch  of  Hope,  how  soft. 
How  light  the  magic  pencil  ran  ! 

Till  Fear  would  come,  alas,  as  oft. 

And  trembling  close  what  Hope  began. 

A  tear  or  two  had  dropp*d  from  Grief, 
And  Jealousy  would,  now  and  then, 

Ruffie  in  haste  some  snow-white  leaf. 
Which  I>ovc  had  still  to  smooth  again. 

But,  ah  !  there  came  a  blooming  boy. 
Who  often  tum'd  the  pages  o*er. 

And  wrote  therein  such  words  of  joy. 
That  all  who  read  them  sigh*d  for  more. 

And  Pleasure  was  this  spirit's  name. 
And  though  so  soft  his  voice  and  look. 

Yet  Innocence,  whene'er  he  came. 
Would  tremble  for  her  spotless  book. 

For,  oft  a  Bacchant  cup  he  bore. 

With  earth*s  sweet  nectar  sparkling  bright  ; 
And  much  she  fear'd  lest,  mantling  o'er, 

Some  drops  should  on  the  pages  light. 

And  so  it  chanc'd,  one  luckless  night. 

The  urchin  let  that  goblet  fall 
O'er  the  fair  book,  so  pure,  so  white. 

And  sullied  lines  and  marge  and  all  I 

In  vain  now,  touch'd  with  shame,  he  tried 
To  wash  those  fatal  stains  away  ; 

Deep,  deep  had  sunk  the  sullying  tide. 
The  leaves  grew  darker  every  day. 

And  Fancy's  sketches  lost  their  hue, 
And  Hope's  sweet  lines  were  all  effac'd. 

And  Love  himself  now  scarcely  knew 
AMiat  Love  himself  so  lately  trac'd. 

At  length  the  urchin  Pleasure  fled, 
(For  how,  alas  !  could  Pleasure  stay?) 

And  Love,  while  many  a  tear  he  shed. 
Reluctant  flung  the  book  away. 

The  index  now  alone  remains. 
Of  all  the  pages  spoil'd  by  Pleasure, 

And  though  it  bears  some  earthy  stains, 
Yet  Memory  counts  the  leaf  a  treasure. 

And  oft,  they  say,  she  scans  it  o'er, 

And  oft,  by  this  memorial  aided. 
Brings  back  the  pages  now  no  more. 

And  thinks  of  lines  that  long  have  faded. 

I  know  not  if  this  tale  be  true. 

But  thus  the  simple  facts  are  stated  ; 

And  I  refer  their  truth  to  you. 
Since  Love  and  you  are  near  related. 
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TO 

CARA, 

AFTER  AN  INTERVAL  OF  ABSENCE. 

CoNCEAL*D  within  the  shady  wood 
A  mother  left  her  sleeping  child, 

And  flew,  to  cull  her  rustic  food. 
The  fruitage  of  the  forest  wild. 

But  storms  upon  her  pathway  rise. 
The  mother  roams,  astray  and  weeping ; 

Far  from  the  weak  appealing  cries 
Of  him  she  left  so  sweetly  sleeping. 

She  hopes,  she  fears  ;  a  light  is  seen. 
And  gentler  blows  the  night  wind's  breath ; 

Tet  no  —  *tis  gone — the  storms  are  keen. 
The  infimt  may  be  chill'd  to  death  I 

Perhaps,  er^n  now,  in  darkness  shrouded, 
His  little  eyes  lie  cold  and  still ;  — 

And  yet,  perhaps,  they  are  not  clouded. 
Life  and  lore  may  light  them  stilL 

Thus,  Cara,  at  our  last  fiurewell. 

When,  fearful  er'n  thy  hand  to  touch, 

I  mutely  ask'd  those  eyes  to  tell 
If  parting  pain*d  thee  half  so  much  : 

I  thought,  —  and,  oh!  forgive  the  thought. 
For  none  was  e*er  by  love  inspir*d 

Whom  &ncy  had  not  also  taught 
To  hope  the  bliss  his  soul  desir'd. 

Tes,  I  did  think,  in  Cara*s  mind. 

Though  yet  to  ih^i  sweet  mind  unknown, 
I  left  one  infant  wish  behind. 

One  feeling,  which  I  calFd  my  own. 

Oh  blest  !  though  but  in  fancy  blest, 

How  did  I  ask  of  Pity's  care, 
To  shield  and  strengthen,  in  thy  breast. 

The  nursling  I  had  cradled  there. 

And,  many  an  hour,  bcguil'd  by  pleasure. 
And  many  an  hour  of  sorrow  numb*ring, 

I  ne'er  forgot  the  new-bom  treasure, 
I  left  within  thy  bosom  slumbVing. 

Perhaps,  indifference  has  not  chill'd  it. 
Haply,  it  yet  a  throb  may  give  — 

Tet,  DO  —  perhaps,  a  doubt  has  kill'd  it ; 
Say,  dearest  —  doeM  the  feeling  live  ? 


TO 

CARA, 

ON  THE   DAWNING   OF   A   NEW    TEAR's   DAY. 

When  midnight  came  to  close  the  year, 
We  sigh'd  to  think  it  thus  should  take 

The  hours  it  gave  us  —  hours  as  dear 
As  sympathy  and  love  could  make 

Their  blessed  moments,  —  every  sun 

Saw  us,  my  love,  more  closely  one. 

But,  Cara,  when  the  dawn  was  nigh 
Which  came  a  new  year's  light  to  shed, 

That  smile  we  caught  fh)m  eye  to  eye 
Told  us,  those  moments  were  not  fled : 

Oh,  no,  —  we  felt,  some  future  sun 

Should  see  us  still  more  closely  one. 

Thus  may  we  ever,  side  by  side. 
From  happy  years  to  happier  glide  ; 
And  still  thus  may  the  passing  sigh 

We  give  to  hours,  that  vanish  o'er  us. 
Be  followed  by  the  smiling  eye. 

That  Hope  shall  shed  on  scenes  before  us ! 
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To  be  the  theme  of  every  hour 

The  heart  devotes  to  Fancy's  power, 

When  her  prompt  magic  fills  the  mind 

With  fViends  and  joys  we've  left  behind. 

And  joys  return  and  friends  are  near, 

And  all  are  welcom'd  with  a  tear  :  — 

In  the  mind's  purest  seat  to  dwell, 

To  be  remember'd  oft  and  well 

By  one  whose  heart,  though  vain  and  wild. 

By  passion  led,  by  youth  beguird. 

Can  proudly  still  aspire  to  be 

All  that  may  yet  win  smiles  from  thee  :  — 

If  thus  to  live  in  every  part 

Of  a  lone,  weary  wanderer's  heart ; 

If  thus  to  be  its  sole  employ 

Can  give  thee  one  faint  gleam  of  joy. 

Believe  it,  Mary, — ohl  believe 

A  tongue  that  never  can  deceive. 

Though,  erring,  it  too  oft  betray 

Ev'n  more  than  Love  should  dare  to  say,  — 

In  Pleasure's  dream  or  Sorrow's  hour, 

In  crowded  hall  or  lonely  bower, 
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Tike  boiincM  of  my  life  ihatl  be. 
For  vwtr  to  remember  then. 

I  ^h  thai  bemrt  be  dead  to  mineT 
e  IS  life  and  wikes  hoc  Uiioe, 
1  u  UJctf  ihf  image,  m  the  form 
Or<M  viMim  Ixyve  luid  IkiVd  to  mm, 
Wfak^  dtamglfe  it  yield  no  answering  thiill, 
li  aoi  IcM  deer,  is  worshipped  still — 
1*11  lake  it,  wrlieresoe*er  I  etray. 
TW  bHjglit,  cold  bardeD  of  my  way. 
To  keep  Uiis  Bembbmce  fresh  in  blooxii, 
Jfy  heert  shall  be  its  lastitig  tootb, 
AaA  Memory,  with  embelming  csre, 
1  Ibeep  it  fresh  and  fadeifm  there. 


GENIUS  OP  HARMONY 
AM  immwomJLn  oi>k. 

Ad  banaoniuiL  canere  mundum. 


I  lies  a  shell  beneath  the  waveSi 

a  hoUow  winding  wreath'd. 
Such  m  of  old 
L  the  breath  that  warbling  sea-maids  breath'd; 
Thi*  ma^c  shell, 
From  the  white  bo«om  of  a  ijrea  fell, 

I  ahe  wander'd  by  the  tide  that  laves 
gi,eiiia*s  sands  of  gold. 


Kiturelle  de«  ADdUe*,"  there  it  an  ac* 
of  wamm  eortoui  ihslU ,  fouod  ai  Cura^oa,  on  the  tmck 
wtr*  llacs,  filled  with  mutlcal  ehatiu^erf  lo  df  Atlnrt 
mtM pwftrl,  Hut  tlM  viiter  wmitm  iu  a  very  cbanaJng  trio 
«^  «mK  tn/m  aom  of  tiMOi*  **  Oo  le  iMmai^  muiJail*  p«rcc<^ 
(pini  p«t»  ttO'  le  dm  dn  UfM>  n«4fitreft  plelnet  de  note*,  qui 
«Bt  taev  npiM  dm  cl6  pour  l«i  n»«»r«  «o  dtant,  d«  lorto  que 
|>oa  ^Iralt  qu*ll  o«  iiiaiu|u«  que  ta  tettnr  1  cette  tablatur«  a^ 
iMPilliL  Ca  curieuK  geotllboniTnc  (M.du  Hontd)  rapporte 
^H  Mi  «  vS  qoi  avoieat  d»q  Ugn«t^  une  cl£»  et  dei  DiKet,  qui 
parfUt*  QucliiiLi^iiD  y  atalt  ajout^  la 
qa«  la  fucore  avoU  o«il>li6fl,  et  la  faiioU  cliaoter  en 
de  trio,  dfint  Talr  etoit  fort  agr&ible/'-.  Chap.  jiju. 
■Pi.  II.  The  author  addf ,  a  poet  might  tnuiKfne  thai  thesa 
were  ua«d  bj  the  tf  reui  at  their  coocerti. 

ing  to  Cicero,  and  hli  cominetitator,  Hacroblui^ 

me  U  the  graveat  and  rJoteit  on  the  planetary 

Quam  ob  cauiam  fuininiii  Ule  coDil  BteUtfpr 

eu)aa  convenio  ett  coneitattor,  acuta  «(  «xcltMt» 

r  aauM;  graHtrimo  autein  hlo  luuarli  alque  Inflmui."^ 

L  Sdf.     Bfl«aiiae,  mjs  Macrobiut,  "  »plrUu  ut   Eii 

jam  TotvltuT,  et  propter  anguitLu 

orblaarctatur  Impetu  letilore  con?eTtitur." 

—  la  fciiM  Sagv.  lib.  IL  cap.  I,   In  thnr  mmlciU  arrangement 

efdM  lM«irMilj  bodSet,  the  ancient  writer*  ore  not  Ter;  InEeU 

UglMc.—  See  Ptol,rm.  lib.  UL 

Lhnm  Hebrvtt.  In  punning  the  Idea  of  Ariitotle,  that  the 

attribute*  their  hwrmcmf  to  tHH-rect  and 

"  Koo  pen>  manca  fra  lore  11  perretto  et 

la  eauM  prliidpfile»  cbe  no  moitra  fl  laro 


It  bears 
Upon  ita  shining  side  the  mystic  notes 

Of  those  eiitnyicifig  airs,  ■ 
The  genii  of  the  deep  were  wont  to  swell. 
When  heaven's  eternal  orbs  their  midnight  tniisto 
Oh  I  seek  it,  wheresoe'ft  it  floats  ;       [roU'd  I 
And,  if  the  power 
Of  thrilling  numbers  to  thjr  soul  be  dear. 
Go,  bring  the  bright  shell  to  my  bower. 
And  I  will  fold  thee  in  soch  downy  dreams 
As  lap  the  Spirit  of  the  Seventh  Sphere, 
When  Luna's  distant  tone  falls  faintly  on  his  ear!^ 
And  thou  sbalt  own, 
That,  through  the  circle  of  creation's  aone, 
Where  mailer  8luml)ers  or  where  spirit  beams  j 
From  the  pellucid  tides  \  that  whirl 
The  planets  through  their  maze  of  song. 
To  the  small  rill,  that  weeps  along 
Munuuring  o*er  beds  of  peorli 
From  the  rich  sigh 
Of  the  sttti's  arrow  through  an  evening  sky.* 
To  the  faint  breath  llie  tuneful  osier  yields 

On  Afric's  burning  fields  ;  * 
Thoult  wondering  own  this  universe  divine 

la  mine  I 
That  I  respire  in  all  and  all  in  me, 
One  mighty  mingled  soul  of  boundless  harmony^ 

Welcome^  welcome,  mystic  shell  1 
Many  a  star  has  ccaa'd  to  bum,^ 
Many  a  tear  has  Satunia  uro 
0*cr  the  cold  bosom  of  the  ocean  wept, ' 

mntore,  £  la  lor  amidtla  irmonksi  et  la  etmconlaoiia,  che 
perpetuamcnte  ti  trora  In  loro.'*— Dialog.  iU  di  AmoTe» 
p,  h^.  Thli  "  reciproco  amore  '*  of  Leone  li  the  pK*rn<  of 
the  ancient  Empcdciclei,  who  teemt,  tn  hit  Lore  and  Hate  of 
the  Eletnenti,  to  have  git  en  a  gltop*e  of  the  principle!  of 
attrnctlan  and  repultlnti.  See  the  fragment  to  which  I  allude 
In  Laertioit  AWL»rt  j*i»  ^\»n^t,  futttx*t*i'\  »-^*  *■.  lib.  irilL 
cap.  3.  n.12. 

>  Leuclppuft  the  atomlit;,  Imagloedi  a  kind  of  vortlcet  In 
the  heaveitf «  which  he  borrowed  From  Atuxagorai^  and  poi- 
tlblf  luggMted  to  Deicartef . 

•  Heraclldef,  upon  the  ilfegorlet  ef  Homer,  conjeflurei 
that  the  idea  of  the  harmony  of  the  ipheret  orlfioattHl  with 
thif  poet,  wbOf  In  irepreii^nting  the  iolar  beam  a  iu  arrowi, 
»uippofe«  them  to  emit  a  peculiar  ^und  In  the  aJr. 

•  In  the  accoinit  of  Africa  which  D'Ablswcourt  has  trent- 
liated,  there  li  mention  of  a  tree  in  that  pounlry,  whoM! 
liranches  when  thukpn  by  the  hand  produce  rrry  (wect 
»ounid».  "  Le  ititunt-  auteur  (Abenx6g*r)  dit^  qu'il  y  a  un 
certain  arbre,  qui  prodiiJt  de«  gauiei  comm«  d'osler,  et  qu'en 
le«  preaantb  la  main  et  lei  bronlant,  ellei  font  une  e»pdoe 
d'harmonie  fort  agrtable/"  Ac.  he.  —  V Apiqtu  dr  Marmai, 

•  Alluding  ta  thi-  entlDction.  or  at  leut  the  dUapp<"arance, 
f>riome  ortbokc  flxetl  ttari,  which  wo  are  taught  to  conkitlc^r 
IU  ■uti«,  attended  each  by  Iti  lyitemi.  Deacartei  thought  that 
OUT  earth  might  formerly  hate  been  a  iiio,  which  hecatne  ob- 
f cured  by  a  thick  incrustation  over  Iti  lurface,  Thii  probably 
iUggvfted  the  idea  of  a  central  flr& 

'  porphyry  aayi^  that  Pythagorai  held  the  #wi  lo  be  a  tear» 
Tq»  S^mXwrm»  /mi  imuku  utmt  Ittn^m  <De  VllA) ;  and  iowe 
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Smce  thj  aj^rial  fpell 
Hath  ID  the  w«t«n  ttepL 
Now  West  ni  fly 
With  the  bright  treasure  to  mj  choni  sky. 
Where  she,  who  wak'd  it«  early  swell. 
The  Syren  of  the  heavenly  choir. 
Walks  o*er  the  great  string  of  my  Orphic  Lyre  j  * 
Or  guides  oroand  the  bommg  pole 
The  winged  chariot  of  some  hlissfiil  soul :  ^ 
While  thou  — 
Uh  son  of  earth,  what  dreams  shall  rise  for  thee ! 
Beneath  Uifipaoi^i's  sun, 
Thou'lt  9«e  a  Etreamlet  rtia, 
Which  I've  imbued  with  breath Jng  melody  j '' 
And  there,  when  night-winds  down  the  current  die, 
Tlioull  hear  how  like  a  harp  its  waters  sigh  : 
A  li<|uid  chord  is  every  wave  that  flows, 
An  airy  plectrum  every  hrecxe  that  blows** 

There,  by  that  wondrous  streoai. 

Go,  lay  thy  langoid  brow, 
And  I  will  send  thee  such  ii  godlike  dream, 
Ai  never  bless'd  the  Bhirtit>er8  even  of  him,  ^ 
Wh(V  many  a  night,  with  his  primordijiJ  lyre,** 

Sale  on  the  chill  Pimgii^aD  mount,  ^ 

And,  looking  lo  the  orient  dim, 
Walch'd  the  first  flowing  of  that  sacred  founi. 

From  which  his  soul  hod  drunk  its  tire. 


mn  tUft,  If  1  iiibia)i«  not,  hu  iidd«4  lk»  ^tmti  Ssmm  u  the 
KNiree  of  tt.  RnapcdodM,  with  ilmilsr  dllKtAtian .  cjil  I  rd  Lb« 
Ma  '*  tk€  fweai  of  tlift  cartte  t  "*  ilgura  wm  y^r*    Se«  Hifttrrt' 

>  Tho  •)r«l«in  of  the  h«nniMiti«d  orbt  was  atjlod  by  tti« 
I  Uw  Gr««l  hyn  of  Oryihcnu,  tot  which  Lud«n  tbui 

fffst  Aiittttm  rifTiCaAAtr*,  m.  t.  k.  io  jMtnyiag, 

»f0tlM»^Ttf,m^tfAi*U*^'ii:tElJ  OXHMk—*Ui»tTlUitint 
lii«  MHii*  aurcrAtty  mmang  ihv  Hart,  antl  niouoting  each  voul 
open  ■  ttftr  m  an  ll«  chArliit,"  »  Piato,  TtmtrvM, 

*  THit  mtMlcAl  r(v«r  It  mi^Dti^ined  In  thft  roi«Lui«o  or 
Achilla*  TiAlhit,  £«>•«  ^^rmvM  ^  .  n*  h  mM.tvf*i  ^lAur  fmt 
bhrnTH  KmJjtvtrt.  Tho  Lai  In  vcnUm,  In  lUlipl/llipt  the  bLftlU* 
»hk-h  it  In  ihti  uritfiiiat,  h««  pUirrti  th<»  rlrer  tn  HkpanlJL. 
**  In  lllj|janiS  quoqiie  flufiu*  Mt,  <|ii«iii  prlioo  Stfiwetu/* 
ae.  ikt, 

*  Tli4<«#  two  Um*  are  trsiiiUl«a  It^tm  th»  wor^i  of  Aehlltn 
TtiiiiUL  £«»  f«f  $Xjf^  affUMT  m  «wr  Sunt*  litrirv),  t»  fmf 
*|«f    ^    It^t*^    •(«««*«■.    f«    It    «1»«bM*    Tvv    m)*t«c    r>%]«vt»i 

^rtfwi.  n  jiMifiti*  1^1  m  «'S«f«  4LaAi*>  —  Lib«  LL, 

*  Orfiheti*. 

*  Tlwpy  caU«d  liU  Ijrrv  «|^«i«ff««ii«  ft- mxtifttfr  Of^im* 
9^09  a  CBrtotM  vorlll^  a  pntitnatot  Grvrk  At  V>ni»',  entitled 
**  ll«lkdiinia4M.  siv*  WfiUfli  4s  s9|K«iurlo  lU)fl/'-.Uli.  Iv> 

f  RraioMbmM  la  msntloiilat  Cba  citmBa  ftneratioa  of 
OrfilMiua  Utr  AtMilta,  tvfi  thst  Im  ««•  aflcuitonod  lo  fo  to  thm 
PmUMn  mouitulM  nt  'Itf •tjr<>«k«  *ivl  titer*  »aU  th«  liilng  of 
the  •no.  ItNif  (i«  mlshl  b*  thr  Or«t  to  Ititll  Hi  bmmi.    £#*>•«* 

II*»*dw,  •'iivUMr*  WW  fH«mlLa«,  i^«  ti^  vw  *tt*J«»  w^mrt 


Oh  1  think  what  visions,  in  that  londy  hour. 
Stole  o'er  his  musing  breast ; 
What  pious  i*csta«y* 
Walked  hi&  praj  er  to  that  eternal  Power, 
Whose  seal  upon  thi^  new-born  world  imprest* 
The  various  forms  of  bright  divinity  ! 

Or,  doflt  thou  know  what  d re  ami  I  wove, 
'Mid  the  deep  horror  of  Ihat  silent  bower,  *** 
Wliere  the  rapt  Sambn  alept  his  holy  slumber? 
When,  ft-ee 
From  earthly  chain. 
From  wreaths   of  pleasure   and   from   bonds  of 
pain, 
His  Bpirit  flew  throngh  fields  above, 
Drank  at  the  source  of  natun? V  fontal  number ,  t  > 
And  saw,  in  mystic  choir,  around  him  niovc 
The  stars  of  song.  Heaven's  buraiug  minstrelsy  t 
Such  dreams,  so  heavenly  bright, 
I  swear 
By  the  great  diadem  that  twin<»  my  hair, 
And  by  the  seven  gems  that  sparkle  there  *<, 

Mingling  their  beams 
In  a  soft  iris  of  harmoaious  light, 
Ob,  mortal  I  such  shall  be  thy  radiant  dreams. 


*  Thcfft  are  tome  verMt  of  Orpbcm  pr«t#fViid  to  oji,  whirh 
emitiilo  Kubltmo  ideat  of  th«  unitjr  and  maiffnllU«nc« '>f  the 
DclijT.    For  luitance,  thote  which  JtiMlti  Itartir  hit*  pro- 


It  !■  thought  hj  wame, that  tbow arc  lote  reckoniMl  amoofit 
the  fklirlcailoD«,  vhlch  wmn  fraqotnt  in  Clie  'caiXf  time*  o( 
C'hfiitlaiiltr.  Still.  It  appMrt  doubtna  to  whoa  tb«j  are  to 
ha  attHbutwcl^  beiaf  too  ploui  tot  tlm  Pacuu,  taSioo  potllcal 
for  the  Fathert. 

*  III  one  of  (he  ttymnt  of  Orphoui,  ba  aurfbolsi  a  tforid 
■eal  to  K)^AU\  with  whl^h  ha  liascbita  that  iMty  lo  bava 
•tAnit««>d  «  tarlrtjr  of  fortiii  upoa  tli#  valvana. 

■•  AUudins  to  tttr  c4t0  tioar  Samoa,  wharv  Pjrthasnra*  tfa* 
rotad  tha  f  raater  |mrt  or  hU  rf^taod  nIgtiLt  to  roe<lltatl«i«  mA 
th«  njrttarlca  of  bu  philmnphy.  lamMkA,  4«  Vit,  Th)t,ai 
Hohti^nlut  rrni4.:  •litailom  oTtlia  Mafl. 

>  >  T  h  f  IH  r  At '  I  <  I  uaiber  of  tba  Pjthatoreftnt,  oti 

wHleti  thcrj  %iy\.  ^  ,  mn|  whleb  tbvy  callod  wmym* 

■  M^jM  Sw#*ar»  **  ii¥t  tuuut^liii  of  perennial  nature."  Lurian 
hai  ridkulad  ibl*  raltgtoai  aritlioii^ilic  «vr|f  clat eriy  in  bh 
SaUolFhlloM^ar*, 

>*  Thli  diadaa  li  tntendid  to  rapraaeni  the  analofly  ba- 
twaan  Iba  oolei  of  muile  and  tba  |»rli«aaitte  eoloon,  Wa  io4 
In  Pliitarcb  a  tafua  tnttniatlon  of  chU  kindred  barmoaf  In 
colour*  and  MModf.  —  CH'r  n  ««i  mm**^  iMtw  Sm«  n  mm 
dttw  «w  4i»iwai  tnSaiMMi.  —  D*  MmtJ&», 

CsaakNianu,  wboaa  Maa  I  augr  ba  auppoted  to  have  hfor- 
nmad,  atft,  la  a  taller  open  Bnuck  ba  Boetlut,  "  Ut  diadMaa 
oralU*  tarlt  l«ice  samoiJiruRi,  »lc  cftbara  rilvanltala  toal, 
lilandltur  rnidUul/*  Tht«  t*  [im1««41  iba  onl/  tolerahia  tbouf  bt 
(n  th«  l«tier.  —  Lib.  U.  Varlar. 


JUVENILE  POEMS. 


79 


Like  aoMe  dmady  kamcd  pbM» 
And  left  bdoDd  dwir  odoRNH  tnee  I 

b  fth,  M  if  b«  Gpf  kid  Aed 
A  ufj^  unmnd  bcr,  ere  die  lied, 
ing,  as  oa  m  neltiiig  late, 
I  all  the  mHct  diorde  are  ■ale» 
Acre  Ungcn  ttill  a  tiemMing  1»eath 
After  the  iioCe*e  hmricmt  death, 
A  diade  of  mmg,  a  ipirit  air 
Of  Belodice  which  had  been  there. 

I  aaw  die  Teil,  which,  all  the  day. 

Had  floated  o'er  her  cheek  of  roae ; 
I  aaw  the  coach,  where  late  she  Uj 

In  languor  of  dirine  repoee; 
And  I  ooold  tTMC  the  hallow'd  print 

Her  limha  had  left,  as  pore  and  warm 
As  if  'twere  done  in  nqitore's  mint. 

And  Lore  himadf  had  stamp'd  the  form. 

Oh  my  sweet  mistress,  where  wert  thou? 

In  pity  fly  not  thos  from  me  ; 
Thoa  ait  my  lift,  my  essoiee  now. 

And  m  J  sool  dies  of  wanting  thee. 


MRa  HENRY  TIGUE, 

OSr   mBADINO   HER  **  PSYCHE.** 

Tklx.  me  the  witching  tale  again. 
For  nerer  has  my  heart  or  ear 

Hong  on  ao  sweet,  so  pore  a  strain. 
So  pure  to  feel,  ao  sweet  to  hear. 

Say,  Lore,  in  all  thy  prime  of  fame. 
When  the  high  hearen  itself  was  thine; 


>  See  the  Storj  In  Apulelus.  'With  retpect  to  this  beau- 
tiftil  milttorj  of  Love  and  Psyche,  there  it  an  Ingenious  idea 
■ngcwled  xif  the  senator  Boonarotti,  in  his  "  Osserraiioni 
•opra  alciml  fraamentl  dl  tmI  antichi.'*  He  thinks  the  fable  Is 
taken  from  some  very  occult  mysteries,  which  had  long  been 
laisbraitd  hi  bonoar  of  Ixyre  ;  and  accounts,  upon  this  sup- 
poehloo,  fi>r  the  slleoce  of  the  more  ancient  authors  upon  the 
sobleet,  as  It  was  not  till  towards  the  decline  of  pagan  super- 
■rltlaQ,  that  writers  could  renture  to  rereal  or  discuss  such 
eeremoolcft.  Accordingly,  observes  this  author,  we  find  I^idan 
and  Plutarch  treating,  without  reserve,  of  the  Dea  Syria,  as 
wen  m  of  Isis  and  OsirU ;  and  Apulelus.  to  whom  we  are  In- 
dobCed  fsr  the  beantiftil  story  of  CupId  and  Psyche,  has  also 
detailed  aone  of  tbo  mysteries  of  Isis.  See  the  Giomale  dl 
LWcralid'italU.toaa.sxTU.artlcoLl.    See  also  the  obaerv- 


When  piety  eooftard  the  flame. 
And  eren  thy  errors  were  divine  i 

Did  ever  Muse's  hand,  so  &ir, 
A  glory  round  thy  temples  spread  ? 

Did  ever  lip*8  ambrosial  air 
Such  fragrance  o*er  thy  altars  shed  ? 

One  maid  there  was,  who  roand  her  lyre 
The  mystic  myrtle  wildly  wreath'd  ;  — 

Bat  all  her  sighs  were  sighs  of  fire. 
The  myrtle  withered  as  she  breath'd. 

Oh  I  yon,  that  love's  celestial  dream. 

In  all  its  purity,  would  know. 
Let  not  the  senses*  ardent  beam 

Too  strongly  through  the  vision  glow. 

Love  safest  lies,  concealed  in  night. 

The  night  were  heaven  has  bid  him  lie ; 

Oh !  shed  not  there  unhallowed  light. 
Or,  Psyche  knows,  the  boy  will  fly.» 

Sweet  Psyche,  many  a  charmed  hour. 
Through  many  a  wild  and  magic  waste. 

To  the  fiur  fount  and  blissAil  bower  < 
Have  I,  in  dreams,  thy  light  foot  trac*d  I 

Where'er  thy  joys  are  number*d  now. 

Beneath  whatever  shades  of  rest. 
The  Genius  of  the  starry  brow  » 

Hath  bound  thee  to  thy  Cupid's  breast ; 

Whether  above  the  horizon  dim. 

Along  whose  verge  our  spirits  stray, — 

Half  sunk  beneath  the  shadowy  rim. 
Half  brighten'd  by  the  upper  ray^, — 

Thou  dwellest  in  a  world,  all  light. 
Or,  lingering  here,  dost  love  to  be. 

To  other  souls,  the  guardian  bright 
That  Love  was,  through  this  gloom,  to  thee ; 


atlons  upon  the  ancient  gems  in  the  Museum  Florentinum, 
V0I.L  P.1S6L 

I  cannot  avoid  remarking  here  an  error  into  which  the 
French  Encyclop^distes  have  been  iod  by  M.  Spon,  in  their 
article  Psyche.  They  say  **  P^trone  fait  un  r6cit  do  la  pompe 
nuptiale  de  ces  deux  amans  (Amour  et  Psyche).  Diik, 
dit-ll,"  Ac.  &c  The  Psyche  of  Petronius,  however,  is  a  ser- 
vant-maid, and  the  marriage  which  ho  describes  is  that  ofthe 
young  Pannychis.  See  Spon's  Recherches  curleufcs,  Ac 
DisserUt  9i 

s  Allusions  to  Mrs.  Tighe's  Poem. 
'  Constancy. 

^  By  this  image  the  Platonists  expressed  the  middle  state 
of  the  soul  between  sensible  and  Intellectual  existence. 
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Still  he  ttie  BODg  to  P^che  dear, 

The  song,  whose  gvntle  voice  WM  given 

To  be,  on  earth,  to  Diortat  e&r. 
An  echo  of  her  own,  in  bearvn. 


FBOM 

THE  HIGH  PRIEST  OF  APOLLO 

TO 

A  vmcIN  OF  DELPHt.^ 

Cum  dl^o  digiM  .  ,  .  _ 

StLnciA. 

•*  Who  IS  tlie  maid,  with  golden  hnir, 
"  With  eye  of  fifi%  and  foot  of  air, 
»*  Whose  harp  around  mj  altiir  swells, 
**  The  iweeteBt  of  a  thousand  shells  ?  ** 
*Twa»  thus  the  deity,  who  lread« 
Thi!  arch  of  heairfa,  and  proudly  shed« 
Day  fVoni  his  eyelid*  — thus  he  spoke. 
As  through  my  cell  his  glories  broke, 

AphcUa  is  the  Del|ihic  fjiir,* 
With  eye*  of  lire  and  goldf  ii  hair, 
Aphelia's  are  the  airy  feet. 
And  hers  the  harp  divinely  sweet ; 
For  fool  so  light  lia*  never  trod 
The  laart*rd  caverns  ^  of  the  god^ 
Nor  barp  bo  soft  hath  ever  pven 
A  sigh  to  eartb  or  hymn  tu  beavcti, 

•*  Then  tell  tbe  virgin  to  unfold, 
**  In  loos<i'r  pomp,  her  locks  of  gold, 
'*  And  bid  those  eyes  more  fondly  shine 
*•  To  welcome  down  a  Spouse  Divine; 
♦*  Since  He,  who  lights  the  path  of  years  ^^ 
"  Even  from  the  fount  of  morning's  tears 


t  Thl»  poem,  w  w«U  «*  a  few  <rth*r»  that  occur  a/Her* 
irarili,  rorropd  p«rt  of  a  work  which  I  had  giiIjf  projectod, 
mud  tfv«n  aanouorcd  to  tlie  pultlk,  but  whkbi  liirklty  pcr^ 
hap*  Tor  tnjrieir,  had  been  dntcrrupie^l  by  my  tlilt  to  America 
Id  tlM  yrar  IMS. 
AmoDf  tlio«e  tmpoatur^  in  whlcb  tbe  pri«*fU  of  the  pagan 
^^^^  IflBpltti an  knovn  to  tiave  lndu1g«dL  oq«  of  th«  root t  favoarltc 

^^^^  «ai  thM  of  aiifioimdii4{  to  Mnne  Iklr  votary  of  tbe  ihr  toe,  that 

^^^^H  tk9  God  bioMlf  bad  become  etixmoured  of  hrr  beauty,  and 

^^^'^  wouM  detemd  fa  all  hU  f  lory,  to  pay  h«r  «  vUit  wUhio  th« 

^r  fiCMJBi  of  the  I^BO.    A  a  adTeoture  of  thlt  deicrlptioD  forrnedi 

^M  aa  •pfiodc  la  Uio  daaalc  romaoce  wbicfa  I  had  fkctctied  out ; 

^1  and  tlie  thort  fraftracot.  glveit  abote,  bclotif  i  to  An  cpi«tte  by 

H  »Ul4  h  th«  »tory  va*  to  have  been  Liitrodur<vL 

H  *  la  tifc  SPth  Pythk  of  Ptndar,  liher*  Apollo,  In  the  uune 

^m  wmnrnm^  Hfqafrot  of  Chiron  tome  tofonnadoa  rctpectlng  tbe 

^L  illr  Cyrmet  tao  Catitaar,  la  obrylDg,  very  jrrately  apojogit ei 

^^^^^^u     tOi  lellliti  tfaa  Ood  what  blj  omnlacleDce  miut  know  lo  per- 
^^^^■|i  fsellyalraadyi 


"  To  where  bis  settinfl-  Fplendourt  bora 

*'  UpoQ  the  western  sea-maids  urn — 

'*  Dotb  not,  in  all  bis  course,  behold 

*•  Such  eyefi  of  fire,  such  hair  of  gold* 

•*  Tell  her,  he  cfinies,  in  blissful  pride, 

"  His  lip  yet  sparkling  wtih  tbe  tide 

**  That  mantlefl  in  Olympian  bowls, — 

**  The  nectar  of  eternal  souls  1 

*♦  For  her,  for  her  he  quits  the  skies, 

"  And  to  her  kiss  frtmi  nectar  dies;. 

"  Oh,  he  would  quit  bis  star-throa*d  height, 

*•  And  leave  tbe  world  to  pine  for  light, 

"  Might  he  but  pass  the  hours  of  ibade, 

**  Beside  hia  peerless  Delphic  maid, 

**  She^  more  than  earthly  woman  blest, 

"  He,  more  than  god  on  woman's  breast  I  '* 

There  is  a  cave  beneath  the  atcepf  * 
Where  living  rills  of  crystal  weep 
O'er  herbage  of  ibe  loveliest  hue 
That  ever  spring  begemm'd  with  dew  : 
There  oft  the  greenswanrs  glos»y  tint 
Im  brigbten'd  hy  the  recetit  print 
Of  many  a  faun  and  naiad's  feet, — 
Scarce  touehing  earth,  tbeir  step  so  fleet,— 
That  there,,  hy  mooalight*s  ray,  had  trod, 
lo  light  dance,  o'er  the  verdant  sod. 
"  Tbe  re,  tbere/*  the  god,  impassion'd,  said, 
**  Soon  OS  the  twilight  tinge  \h  fled, 
•*  And  the  dim  orb  of  luoar  souls  ^ 
•*  Along  its  shadowy  pathway  rolls  — 
♦*  There  shall  we  meet, — and  not  ev'n  He, 
"  The  God  who  reigns  bnmortally, 
"  W^hcre  Babtrrs  turrets  paint  their  pride 
"  Upon  th*  Euphrates*  shiuiiig  tide*, — 
"  Not  ev'n  when  to  his  midnight  loves 
'*  In  mystic  majesty  he  moves, 
"  Lighted  by  many  an  odorous  fire, 
*♦  And  hymn'd  by  all  Cbaldjiyi*s  choir, — 


£fi«. 


tmi  mif  0tHf  «rn»4Nf<|«i, 


Evaipio.    tem,r.7(k 

*  The  Corydaa  Care,  which  Paiuaulai  mentloiiiu  The 
inhabitants  of  ParnaMUi  hekt  It  tacred  to  tbe  Coryclan 
nyropbi,  who  were  children  of  the  Hirer  Pltttiu. 

>  See  aprccedinff  aiHe,  p.  'i&r  ti,  i.  It  thould  M^eni  that  liuuir 
iptrlti  wete  of  a  purer  order  iban  tpiriii  In  general,  ai 
I*yt3iBgoirai  was  said  by  hii  foUowen  Da  have  dMoended  Atocb 
tbe  nfkMit  of  tbi<  uiooo.  The  bertwiarch  HanoB,  la  dMaMe 
nmnaer.  Imagined  that  the  tun  and  moon  are  the  reeldeoee  of 
ChrUt.  and  thai  the  aaceticioa  wai  nothing  more  than  bit  flight 
to  thoM  orbi. 

*  The  temple  of  Jupiter  Belua,  ai  Babylon ;  la  octe  of  who«e 
toweri  there  wai  a  large  chapel  tet  apart  for  th<>§e  oetefttl*! 
asalgnattonui  "  No  man  li  alkwed  to  tiewp  bere/*  nyt  Hero> 
4otu*  i  '*  but  tbe  apartneot  Is  appiroprLated  to  a  feiaale,  whom, 
if  we  bellete  the  Chaldean  prlMU.  the  dolly  leleeU  f^on  tbe 
w^naoii  of  tlM  oDontry,  ai  hit  IkTOurlt*."    LU>.I.  ea{i. ISU 
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*  ETcr  ywt,  ate  vorld  teov,  tel  i 

*  8th  dahimti  cf  Lore  Divine^ 

*  As  ihan  to-wg^  UMt  maid,  o'er  Oine." 

Hqppj  tke  ayndy  whom  haiYCB  aUowt 
To  hnak.  ftr  hwirfn  ker  Tirgin  tows! 
Hapiiy  the  mid  I — hernbeofthuM 
If  whitni*d  hf  a  hesvcBlj  flame, 
Whoae  glorj,  with  a  lingViiig  tnee, 
fihinefl  dntmgVi  aad  daiftes  her  noe  1 1 


FRAGMENT. 

PnTme,krre!  FUpity  thee^ 
If  thoa  indeed  baa  mt  like  me. 
AD,  all  mj  boMm*f  peaee  ii  o'ert 
At  night,  whieh  was  mj  hour  of  calm. 
When,  fteoi  tiie  page  of  clamic  lore. 
From  the  pore  Ibmit  of  ancient  lay 
My  aonl  has  d^rawn  the  placid  balm, 
Wluch  chann'd  its  CTery  grief  away. 
Ah !  there  I  find  that  balm  no  more. 
Tboae  apella,  which  make  as  oft  forget 
The  lleedng  troables  of  the  day. 
In  deeper  sorrows  only  whet 
The  stings  they  cannot  tear  away 
When  to  my  pillow  raek'd  I  fly, 
With  wearied  lense  and  wakefVil  eye: 
While  my  brain  maddens,  where,  oh,  where 
Is  that  serene  consoling  pray'r, 
Which  once  has  harbinger'd  my  rest. 
When  the  itill  soothing  yoice  of  Heayen 
Hath  seem'd  to  whisper  in  my  breast, 
•*  Sleep  on,  thy  errors  are  forgiven ! " 
No,  though  I  still  in  semblance  pray, 
My  thoughts  are  wand*ring  fiu*  away 
And  er'n  the  name  of  Deity 
Is  mnrmor'd  out  in  sighs  for  thee. 


A  NIGHT  THOUGHT. 

How  oft  a  clood,  with  enyioas  yeil, 
Obscures  yon  bashful  light. 

Which  seems  so  modestly  to  steal 
Along  the  waste  of  night  I 


*  FoBteoelle,  In  hb  plafful  r^admenio  of  the  learned  ma- 
terials of  Van-Dale,  baa  related  in  his  own  inimitable  manner 
am  adventiire  of  this  kind  which  was  detected  and  exposed  at 
tee  L'HIsCflire  des  Oracles,  dissert.  2.  chapi  Til. 


"Tis  thus  the  world's  obtruslre  wrongs 

Obscure  with  malice  keen 
Some  timid  heart,  which  only  longs 

To  liye  and  die  unseen. 


THE  KISa 

Gaow  to  my  lip,  thou  sacred  kiss, 
On  which  my  soul*s  beloyed  swore 
That  there  should  oome  a  time  of  bHss, 
When  she  would  mock  my  hxapes  no  more. 
And  fancy  shall  thy  glow  renew. 
In  sighs  at  mom,  and  dreams  at  night. 
And  none  shall  steal  thy  holy  dew 
Till  thou*rt  absoIy*d  by  rapture's  rite. 
Sweet  hours  that  are  to  make  me  blest. 
Fly,  swift  as  breezes,  to  the  goal. 
And  let  my  loye,  my  more  than  soul 
Come  blushing  to  this  ardent  breast 
Then,  while  in  eyery  glance  I  drink 
The  rich  o*erflowings  of  her  mind. 
Oh  I  let  her  all  enamour*d  sink 
In  sweet  abandonment  resign'd. 
Blushing  for  all  our  struggles  past. 
And  murmuring,  **  I  am  thine  at  last  I** 


SONG. 


Think  on  that  look  whose  melting  ray 
For  one  sweet  moment  mix*d  with  mine. 

And  for  that  moment  seem'd  to  say, 
**  I  dare  not,  or  I  would  be  thine ! " 

Think  on  thy  ey*ry  smile  and  glance. 
On  all  thou  hast  to  charm  and  moye ; 

And  then  forgiye  my  bosom's  trance. 
Nor  tell  me  it  is  sin  to  loye. 

Oh,  not  to  loye  thee  were  the  sin ; 

For  sure,  if  Fate's  decrees  be  done, 
Thou,  thou  art  destined  still  to  win. 

As  I  am  destin'd  to  be  won  I 


Creblllon,  too,  In  one  or  bis  most  amusing  little  stories,  has 
made  the  GMe  Mange-Tkupes,  of  the  Isle  Jonquillc,  assert 
this  priTllege  of  spiritual  beings  in  a  manner  rather  formidable 
to  the  husbands  of  the  island. 
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THE  CATALOGUE. 

"  Come,  tell  mc/*  says  Rosa,  as  kissing  and  kist, 

One  day  she  recUu*d  oo  my  breast ; 
**  Come,  tell  me  the  number,  repeat  me  the  list 

"  Of  the  nymphs  you  have  lov*d  and  carest" — 
Oh  Rosa  I  'twas  only  my  fancy  that  roved, 

My  heart  at  the  moment  was  free  ; 
But  ril  tell  thee,  my  girl,  how  many  Tre  loved, 

And  the  number  shall  finish  with  thee. 

My  tutor  was  Kitty ;  in  infancy  wild 

She  taught  me  the  way  to  be  blest ; 
She  taught  me  to  lore  her,  I  lov*d  like  a  child. 

But  Kitty  could  fancy  the  rest 
This  lesson  of  dear  and  enrapturing  lore 

I  have  never  forgot,  I  allow : 
I  have  had  it  by  rote  very  often  before, 

But  never  by  heart  until  now. 

Pretty  Martha  was  next,  and  my  soul  was  all  flame. 

But  my  head  was  so  full  of  romance 
That  I  fancied  her  into  some  chivalry  dame. 

And  I  was  her  knight  of  the  lance. 
But  Martha  was  not  of  this  fimciful  school. 

And  she  laugh*d  at  her  poor  little  knight ; 
While  I  thought  her  agoddess,  she  thought  me  a  fool. 

And  ril  swear  »he  was  most  in  the  right. 

My  soul  was  now  calm,  till,  by  Cloris*s  looks, 

Again  I  was  tempted  to  rove  ; 
But  Cloris,  I  found,  was  so  learned  in  books 

That  she  gave  me  more  logic  than  love. 
So  I  left  this  young  Sappho,  and  hasten'd  to  fly 

To  those  sweeter  logicians  in  bliss. 
Who  argue  the  point  with  a  soul-telling  eye, 

And  convince  us  at  once  with  a  kiss. 

Oh  !  Susan  was  then  all  the  world  unto  me. 

But  Susan  was  piously  given  ; 
And  the  worst  of  it  was,  we  could  never  agree 

On  the  road  that  was  shortest  to  Heaven. 
**  Oh,  Susan  !*'  I've  said,  in  the  moments  of  mirth, 

"  What's  devotion  to  thee  or  to  me  ? 
"  I  devoutly  believe  there's  a  heaven  on  earth, 

"  And  believe  that  that  heaven's  in  thee  I  ** 


IMITATION  OF  CATULLUa 

TO  IIIMSKLF. 

Miser  Catitlle,  detinu  inrptlre,  kc 

CsAf  R  the  sighing  fool  to  play ; 
Cease  to  trifle  life  away; 


Nor  vainly  tliink  those  joys  thine  own. 
Which  all,  alas,  have  falsely  flown. 
What  hours,  Catullus,  once  wore  thine, 
How  fairly  seem'd  thy  day  to  shine, 
When  lightly  thou  didst  fly  to  meet 
The  girl  whose  smile  was  then  so  sweet  — 
The  girl  thou  lov'dst  with  fonder  pain 
Than  e'er  thy  heart  can  feel  again. 

Ye  met — your  souls  seem'd  all  in  one, 
Like  tapers  that  commingling  shone; 
Thy  heart  was  warm  enough  for  both, 
And  hers,  in  truth,  was  nothing  loath. 

Such  were  the  hours  that  once  were  thine  ; 
But,  ah  !  those  hours  no  longer  shine. 
For  now  the  nymph  delights  no  more 
In  what  she  lov'd  so  much  before ; 
And  all  Catullus  now  can  do. 
Is  to  be  proud  and  frigid  too ; 
Nor  follow  where  the  wanton  flies. 
Nor  sue  the  bliss  that  she  denies. 
False  maid !  he  bids  farewell  to  thee. 
To  love,  and  all  love's  misery  ; 
The  heyday  of  his  heart  is  o'er. 
Nor  will  he  court  one  favour  more. 

Fly,  perjur'd  girl  I — but  whither  fly? 
Who  now  will  praise  thy  cheek  and  eye? 
Wlio  now  will  drink  the  syren  tone, 
Mfliich  tells  him  thou  art  all  his  own? 
Oh,  none  : — and  he  who  lov'd  before 
Can  never,  never  love  thee  more. 


"  Neither  do  I  condemn  the* ;  go,  and  tin  no  more  ! " 

St.  John,  cba|i.  viii. 

Oh  woman,  if  through  sinful  wile 

Thy  soul  hath  stray'd  from  honour's  track, 

'Tis  mercy  only  can  beguile. 

By  gentle  ways,  the  wand'rer  back. 

The  stain  that  on  thy  virtue  lies, 

Wash'd  by  those  tears,  not  long  will  stay ; 
As  clouds  that  sully  morning  skies 

May  all  be  wept  in  show'rs  away. 

Go,  go,  be  innocent,  —  and  live ; 

The  tongues  of  men  may  wound  thee  sore  ; 
But  Heav'n  in  pity  can  forgive. 

And  bid  thee  **  go,  and  sin  no  more  I " 
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HOHflBHBEi 


G<MDreadarl  ifyoae'erliaTeMen, 

When  FluBliaf -iHHteiis  to  hit  piUow, 
The  mennaidi^  with  their  trcnee  green* 

Dwieiiig  upon  the  veetem  MUow : 
If  joo  have  eeen,  al  twilight  dim. 
When  the  lone  qtirit't  Teeper  hymn 

Floats  wild  nloiig  the  winding  ihore, 
If  jon  hare  eeen,  throng^  mist  of  eve, 
The  fiuiy  train  their  ringlets  weaTe, 
Glancing  along  the  span|^  green  :-^ 

If  yea  have  seen  all  this,  and  more, 
God  blcM  me,  what  a  deal  yoa've  seen ! 


EPIGRAM, 

FBOX  THE  FBKHCH* 

**  I  KKTsm  gire  a  kiss  (says  Pme), 
*^  To  nanghty  man,  for  I  abhor  it** 

She  will  not  give  a  kiss,  'tis  true ; 

Shell  take  one  thoogh,  and  thank  yon  for  it 


OH  A  SQUINTING  POETESS. 

To  no  oae  Mose  does  she  her  glance  confine, 
Bat  has  an  eye,  at  once,  to  all  the  Nine  I 


To 


MorU  par  quandf)  ruol,  non  h  bUogna  mutar  nl  faccU  ni 
voce  per  etaer  un  Angela^ 

Die  when  you  will,  yon  need  not  wear 
At  Heaven's  Court  a  form  more  fair 

Than  Beanty  here  on  earth  has  given ; 
Keep  bat  the  lovely  looks  we  see  — 
The  voice  we  hear — and  you  will  be 

An  angel  ready-made  for  Heaven ! 


TO  ROSA. 

A  Cur  conserva,  e  cumiilo  d'amantL       Pa$l.  Fid. 

Akd  are  you  then  a  thing  of  art, 
Seducing  all,  and  loving  none ; 

The  ironis  addrrttcd  bj  Lord  Herbert  of  Chcrbury  to 
a  at  Murana  —  8re  kf§  Life. 


And  hare  I  strove  to  gain  a  heart 
Which  every  eoxeomb  thinks  his  own  ? 

Tell  me  at  onee  if  this  be  true, 
And  I  will  calm  my  jealous  breast ; 

Will  learn  to  join  the  dangling  crew. 
And  share  your  simpers  with  the  rest 

But  if  your  heart  be  nof  so  free, — 
Oh  1  if  another  share  that  heart, 

Tell  not  the  hatcfhl  tale  to  me. 
But  mingle  mercy  with  your  art 

rd  rather  think  you  **  false  as  heU," 
Than  find  you  to  be  all  divine, — 

Than  know  that  heart  could  love  so  well. 
Yet  know  that  heart  would  not  be  mine  I 


TO  PHILLia 

Phillis,  you  little  rosy  rake. 
That  heart  of  yours  I  long  to  rifle : 

Come,  give  it  me,  and  do  not  make 
So  much  ado  about  a  tr\fle  / 


TO  A  LADY, 

ON   HER   SINGING. 

Tht  song  has  taught  my  heart  to  feci 
Those  soothing  thoughts  of  heavenly  love. 

Which  o*er  the  sainted  spirits  steal 
When  listening  to  the  spheres  above  I 

When,  tir*d  of  life  and  misery, 

I  wish  to  sigh  my  latest  breath, 
Oh,  Emma !  I  will  fly  to  thee, 

And  thou  shalt  sing  me  into  death. 

And  if  along  thy  lip  and  cheek 

That  smile  of  heav*nly  softness  play. 

Which, — ah !  forgive  a  mind  that's  weak, — 
So  oft  has  stol'n  my  mind  away  ; 

Thoult  seem  an  angel  of  the  sky. 
That  comes  to  charm  me  into  bliss : 

I'll  gaze  and  die  —  Who  would  not  die. 
If  death  were  half  so  sweet  as  this? 


r 

J 
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But  now  T  mourn  thai  e'er  I  knew 

SONG. 

A  girl  so  fair  and  ao  deccivuig*                         i 

OS  THE  BlIlTimAV  OF  MRS ^ 

Fare  thee  well. 

WRITTEN    IN    IRELAXD,    1790, 

Few  have  ever  lov'd  like  me, — 

Or  til  roy  liappiett  hours  of  Joy, 

Yes,  I  have  lov'd  thee  too  sincerely ! 

And  evim  I  have  had  luy  measure. 

And  few  have  e'er  deceiv'd  like  thee, — 

When  hearts  were  full,  and  evVy  eye 

Alas  !  deceiv'd  me  too  severely. 

Uiith  kimlltHl  will*  the  %ht  of  pk*siaujv» 

An  hour  Tike  this  I  ne*cr  wa*  given, 

Fare  thee  well  I^yet  think  awhile 

So  ftill  of  fneodahip'i  purest  hli&sos  ; 

On  one  whose  hoaom  bleeds  to  doubt  thee ; 

Yfjung  Love  hiindelf  looks  down  fruni  heaven, 

Who  now  would  rather  trust  that  smile, 

To  smile  tm  such  a  day  m  this  is. 

And  die  with  thee  than  live  without  thee. 

Thi'ti  come,  my  friends,  this  hour  improve!, 

Let*8  feel  lu  if  we  ne  er  couid  sever  j 

Fare  thee  ttcH  !   Til  thiok  uf  t!j«M?, 

At»d  may  the  birth  of  her  we  love 

Thou  leav'&t  me  iiiiiiiy  a  bitter  token  t 

Be  thus  With  joy  remembered  ever  I 

For  see,  distracting  woman,  see, 

My  peace  b  gone,  my  heart  ia  broken  !  — 

Oh  I  banish  evVy  thought  to-night, 

Fare  thee  well ! 

Whieh  could  disturb  our  iJOul*s  communiou ; 

Abamlon'd  thus  to  dear  delightt 

Well  ev'n  for  once  forget  the  Unioo ! 
On  that  let  statesmen  try  their  pow'rSt 

And  tremhle  o'er  the  rights  they'd  die  for; 

The  unioQ  of  the  90ul  be  oars. 

MORALITY. 

And  evVy  union  else  we  sigh  for. 

A   FAMILIAR   tl'li^TLE. 

1 

Then  come,  my  frtendsi  8iC 

ADDOtUKD   TO 

1 

In  ev*ry  eye  around  I  mark 

J.  AT— NS_S\  ESQ.  M.  R,  l.A. 

1 

The  feelings  of  the  henrt  oVrflowmg ; 

TSOI7GII  long  at  school  and  college  dosing. 

1 

From  ev'ry  soul  I  catch  the  £|mrk 

OVr  books  of  verse  and  books  of  prosing. 

L 

Of  sympathy^  in  friendship  glowing. 

And  copying  from  their  moral  pages 

H 

Oh  I  could  such  moments  ever  fly  ; 

Fine  recipes  for  making  sages  ; 

V 

Oh  !  that  we  ne'er  were  doom'd  to  lose  'em ; 

Though  long  with  those  divines  at  school, 

w 

And  all  as  bright  as  Charlotte's  eye. 

Who  think  to  make  ti*  goo*l  by  rule  j 

1 

And  all  as  pure  aa  Chmrlotte's  bosom. 

Who,  in  methodic  forms  advancing, 

1 

Then  come,  my  CHends,  flee. 

Teaching  morulity  like  dancing. 
Tell  us,  for  Heaven  or  tnoney*s  sake. 

1 

Far  me,  whate'er  my  span  of  years. 

What  steps  we  are  through  life  to  tiike : 

1 

Whatever  sun  may  light  my  roving; 

Though  thus,  my  friend,  so  long  employed, 

1 

Whether  I  waste  my  life  in  tears, 

With  so  much  midnight  oil  dettroy^dt 

1 

Or  live,  aji  now,  for  mirth  and  loving; 

I  mitS't  eotifei^fl,  my  searches  past. 

1 

This  day  shall  come  with  aspect  kind. 

Fve  only  leam'd  to  douU  at  last 

1 

Wherever  fate  iBay  cast  your  rover; 

I  And  the  doctors  and  the  sagei 

^■i 

,  He'll  think  of  those  he  k-ft  Whmd, 

Have  differ'd  in  all  climei  and  ages, 

^H 

And  drink  a  health  to  bliss  that's  over  I 

And  two  in  fifty  scarce  agree 

Then  come^  my  friends,  &c. 

On  wbftt  ii  pore  morality. 

*Tis  like  the  rainbow*t  shifting  zone, 

And  every  vision  makes  Its  own. 

SONG. « 

The  doctors  of  the  Porch  advise, 
As  model  of  being  great  and  wise. 

Mahy,  I  bcliev'd  thee  true. 

That  we  sbotild  ceaae  to  own  or  know 

And  1  WAS  hlojtt  in  thus  helieving} 

Tl»c  lujiurics  that  from  feeling  flow ;  — 
"  lleason  alone  must  claim  direction. 

1  Thmm  word*  wwrm  written  to  thv  }MClMtlc  Scotrti  sir 

*'  OmiU  Wftl»r,** 

**  And  Apathy'i  the  soul's  perfection. 

1 

1 

■ 

1 
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1 

'*  Like  a  dull  lake  the  heart  must  He ; 

That  Epictetus  hlum'd  that  tear, 

■ 

"  Nor  passion's  pale  nor  pkasare's  si;?li, 

By  Heaven  approv'd,  to  virtue  dear  I 

^^ 

*•  Tliough  Heav'n  the  hreere,  the  breath*  Buf»plicd, 

^H 

"  Mu&t  curl  the  wave  or  swell  the  tide  1 " 

Oh  i  when  I've  seen  the  morning  beam 
Floating  within  the  dimpled  stream  ; 

■ 

Such  was  the  iigid  Zeno'a  phm 

While  Nature,  wuk'ning  from  the  night, 

^1 

To  form  his  philosophic  man  ; 

Has  Just  put  on  her  robes  of  light. 

^1 

Such  were  the  modes  A*?  taught  mankind 

Have  I^  with  cold  opticiaii*s  gaze. 

^H 

To  weed  the  garden  of  the  mind ; 

Explored  the  ditctrinc  of  those  rays? 

^H 

They  tore  from  tbenco  ftoroe  weedn,  'lii  true. 

No,  pedaots,  l  have  left  to  you 

^H 

Bui  all  the  flow*r»  were  mvag'd  too  I 

Nicely  to  sepVate  hue  fVom  hue* 
Go,  give  thftt  moment  up  to  art, 

I 

Now  Uffteo  to  the  wily  Btrains, 

When  Heaven  and  nature  claim  the  heart ; 

^1 

Which,  on  Cyrene's  sandy  plainSt 

And,  dull  to  all  their  best  attraction, 

^1 

When  Pleswure,  nymph  with  loosened  zone, 

Go — measnre  antfles  of  refraction. 

^1 

rfsurp^d  the  philosophic  throne, — ► 

While  f,  in  feeling's  sweet  romance. 

^1 

Hear  what  the  courtly  stkge'i^ '  tongtie 

Look  on  each  day  be  am  as  u  glance 

^H 

To  his  surrounding  pupils  sung:-^ 

From  the  great  eye  of  Him  above, 

^1 

**  Plea^ore's  the  only  noble  end 

Wak*nifig  his  world  with  looks  of  love  1 

^H 

**  To  which  all  human  pow'r*  should  tend,          , 

^1 

•*  And  Virtue  give*  her  heavenly  lore. 

H 

••  But  to  make  Pleasure  please  us  more. 

^H 

*»  Wisdom  and  the  were  both  designed 

^^1 

•*  To  make  the  senses  more  refin'd. 

TSE 

^^^H 

■ 

•*  That  man  might  revel,  free  from  cloy  iog, 

^^^^H 

L 

1        •*  Then  most  a  sage  when  most  enjoying !  ' 

TELL-TALE  LYEE. 

^H 

^Fi '          h  this  moralKr  ?— Oh,  no '. 

FvE  heard,  there  was  in  ancient  days 

■ 

w 

Ev'n  I  a  wiser  path  could  show. 

A  Lyre  *»f  most  niflodinus  spell ; 

^H 

m 

The  flow*r  within  this  vase  confin'd, 

'Twas  heaven  to  hear  its  fairy  lays, 

^H 

■ 

The  pure,  the  unfading  flow'r  of  mind, 

If  half  be  true  that  legends  telL 

^1 

F  i 

Must  not  throw  all  its  sweets  away 

^H 

Upon  a  mortal  mould  of  clay  : 

'Twas  play*d  on  by  the  gentlest  sighs, 

^H 

No,  no,  —  ita  richest  breath  should  rise 

And  to  their  breath  it  breath 'd  again 

^1 

la  such  entranciug  melodies 

As  ear  had  never  drtiuk  till  then ! 

1 

But  thus  it  is,  all  sects  we  sec 

^H 

Have  walchwortls  of  morality  : 

Not  harmony's  serenest  touch 

^H 

Sotne  cry  out  Venus,  others  Jove ; 

So  stilly  could  the  notes  prolong; 

^1 

Here  'tis  Religion,  there  *tis  Love. 

They  were  not  heavenly  song  so  much 

^1 

Ilut  while  they  thus  so  widely  wander, 

As  they  were  dreams  of  heavenly  song  1 

^H 

While  mystics  dream,  and  doctors  ponder ; 

^H 

And  some,  in  dialectics  6nn, 

If  sad  ihi^  heart,  whose  munn'ring  air 

^H 

Seek  virtue  in  a  middle  term  ; 

Ahnig  the  chords  in  languor  stole. 

^H 

While  thus  they  strive,  in  Heaven's  deHonce, 

The  nmiit>ers  it  awakeii'd  there 

^H 

h 

To  chain  morality  with  science; 

Were  eloquence  from  pity's  soul. 

^H 

■ 

The  pUin  good  man,  whose  actions  teach 

^^1 

r 

More  virtue  than  a  sect  can  preach. 

Or  if  the  sigh,  serene  and  light. 

^^^^^ 

Pursues  his  course,  unsagcly  blest. 

Wiis  but  the  breath  of  fanriinl  woes, 

^^^H 

ii 

His  tutor  whispVing  in  his  breast; 

The  string,  that  felt  its  airy  flight. 

^^^^H 

I 

Nor  could  he  act  a  purer  part. 

Soon  whisper  d  it  to  kind  repose. 

^H 

■ 

Tbough  he  had  Tally  all  by  heart 

^1 

■ 

And  when  he  drops  the  tear  on  woe. 

And  when  yomig  lovers  talk'd  alone, 

^H 

1 

fie  little  knows  or  cares  tf»  krow 

If,  mid  their  bliss  that  Lyre  was  near, 
It  made  their  accents  all  its  own. 

■ 

^L    1                                           i  AH»l\pv»*^ 

And  sent  forth  notes  tliat  Heaven  might  bear* 

J 

1 

k 
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There  was  a  nymph*  vrho  lonp  had  1ov*d, 

But  dar'd  not  lell  the  world  how  well : 

PEACE  AND  GLOllY. 

The  8hjidc«,  where  she  nt  evening  mv'd. 

WRITTHI*    OH   THK   APPROACH    OF    WAR. 

Alone  coold  know,  alone  conld  tell. 

WHEitr  is  now  the  amile,  that  lighteo'd 

'Twaii  there*  at  twilight  time,  ihe  Rtole, 

Every  hero*s  coueh  of  rest  ? 

When  the  first  star  anooune'd  the  night, ^ 

Where  is  now  the  hope,  that  brigbten'd 

With  him  who  claim'd  her  iiimost  »oul» 

rionour^fi  eye  and  Pity's  breast  ? 

To  winder  by  that  soothing  Light. 

Have  we  lost  the  wreath  we  braided 
For  our  weary  warrior  men  ? 

If.  chanced  that,  id  the  fairy  bower 

Where  blest  they  woo*d  each  other's  smile, 

Is  the  faithless  olive  faded  ? 

Must  the  bay  be  pluck'd  again? 

Tbi«  L}  re,  of  strange  and  magic  power, 
Hung  wlnBp*ring  o*er  their  heads  the  while. 

Passing  hour  of  sunny  weather 

Lovely,  in  yonr  light  awhile, 

Peace  and  (J  lory,  wed  togelher. 

And  fts,  with  eyes  commingling  fire, 

Wander'd  through  our  bli<&sed  isle. 

They  listen 'd  to  each  other's  vow. 

And  the  eyes  of  Peace  would  glisten, 
Dewy  as  a  morning  sun. 

The  youth  full  oft  would  make  the  Lyre 

A  pillow  for  the  maiden's  brow  : 

WTien  the  timid  maid  would  listen 
To  the  deeds  her  chief  had  done. 

And,  while  the  melting  wordA  she  breathed 

Were  by  it*  eehoca  wafted  round. 

Is  their  hour  of  dalliunee  over? 

Her  locks  had  with  the  corda  so  wreath'd. 

Must  the  maiden's  trembling  feet 

One  knew  not  which  gave  forth  the  sound. 

Wsift  her  from  her  warlike  lover 
To  the  desert's  still  retreat  ? 

Alas*  their  hearts  but  little  thought. 

Fare  you  well  3  with  sighs  we  banish 

While  thus  ihey  talk'd  the  houra  away. 

Nymph  so  fair  and  gnesta  so  bright ; 

That  every  sound  the  Lyre  was  taught 

Yet  the  araile,  with  which  yo'i  vanish. 

Would  linger  long,  and  long  betray. 

Leaves  behind  a  soothing  light', — 

So  mingled  with  its  tuneful  soul 

Soothing  light,  that  long  shall  sparkle 

Were  all  their  tender  niurraurB  grown, 

OVr  your  warrior's  ftftogiiin'd  way, 

That  other  sighs  unanswered  stole, 

Through  the  field  where  horrors  darkle. 

Nor  words  it  breath'd  but  theirs  alone. 

Shedding  hope's  consoling  ray. 
Long  the  smile  his  heart  will  cherish, 

Unhappy  nymph !  thy  name  was  sung 

To  its  absent  idol  true  ; 

To  every  breeie  that  wander'd  by ; 

While  around  him  myriads  perish, 

The  secrets  of  thy  gentle  tongue 

Glory  stilt  will  sigh  for  you  i 

Were  breath'd  in  song  to  earth  and  sky. 
The  fatal  Lyre,  bv  Envy's  hand 

Hung  high  amid  the  whiupVing  grores. 

SONG. 

To  every  gale  by  which  *twa«  fano*d, 

Proclaim'd  the  mysl'ry  of  your  loves. 

Tak£  back  the  sigh,  thy  lips  of  art 
In  passioti's  moment  breath'd  to  me  ; 

Nor  long  thus  rudely  was  Iby  name 

Yet,  no —  it  must  not,  wiil  not  part, 

To  eajth't  derisiTe  echoet  given  \ 

*Tis  now  the  life-breath  of  my  heart. 

Some  pitying  spirit  downward  came. 

And  has  become  too  pure  for  thee. 

And  took  the  Lyre  and  thee  to  heaven. 

Take  back  the  kiss,  that  faithless  sigh 

There,  freed  fh>m  earth's  unholy  wrongi, 

With  all  the  warmth  of  truth  imprest ; 

B<jth  happy  in  Love's  home  shall  W; 

Yet,  no—  the  fatjil  kiss  may  Vh% 

Thou,  uttering  nought  but  seraph  songa. 

Upon  thtf  lip  its  sweets  would  die» 

And  that  sweet  Lyre  stiU  echoing  theet 

Or  bloom  lo  make  a  rival  bksl. 

i    . 

^^^ 
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Take  back  the  vows  that,  tiipht  and  diij% 

But  now  the  sun,  in  pomp  of  noon, 

My  heart  recetv'd,  I  thought,  from  thiue  ; 

Look'd  blazing*  o'er  the  sultry  plains ; 

^^ 

Yet,  no  —  allow  them  still  to  stay. 

Alas  I  the  boy  grew  languid  soon. 

^H 

Thej  might  some  other  heart  betray, 

And  fever  thrill'd  through  all  his  veins. 

^1 

As  sweellj  u  tbejVe  rtiln^d  mine. 

The  dew  forsook  his  baby  brow. 

No  more  with  healthy  bloom  h*'  srail'd  — 
Oh  I  where  was  tramtnil  Reason  now. 

To  cast  her  shadow  oer  Ihe  child? 

1 

Beneath  a  green  and  aged  palm. 

H 

LOVE  AND  REASON. 

His  foot  at  length  for  nhelter  laming, 
He  saw  the  nymph  reclining  calm. 

■ 

'^  Quu>d  t^hoaim*  commencv  i  raikonnor,  t1  oetse  tleHtttSr." 

J.  J,  ROLtllBAtl.t 

With  brow  as  cool  as  his  was  burning. 

1 

*TwA8  in  the  summer  time  to  Kweet, 

*•  Oh  1  take  me  to  thai  bo«om  cold," 

H 

When  heart!  and  flowers  are  both  in  seas<»o, 

In  murrunrs  at  her  feet  he  said ; 

^H 

That  —  who,  of  all  the  world,  should  meet* 

And  Reason  op'd  her  garment'ei  fold, 

^H 

One  early  dawn^  but  Love  and  Heasoo  I 

And  flung  it  round  his  fever*d  bead. 
He  fek  her  bosom's  icy  touch. 

■ 

LoTc  told  bis  dreain  of  yestemigbt. 

And  st>4>n  ii  lull'd  his  pulse  to  rest; 

^H 

^Vhile  Reason  talk'd  about  the  weather  ; 

For,  ah  !  the  chill  was  quite  too  much. 
And  Love  expir'd  on  Reason  s  breast  1 

^H 

The  morn,  in  sooth,  was  fair  and  bright. 

^H 

And  tMi  they  took  their  way  to^ither. 

^1 

The  boy  in  many  a  gambol  flew. 

H 

While  Reaiioo,  like  a  Juno,  stnlk'd, 

And  from  her  portly  figure  threw 

Nat,  do  not  weep,  my  Fanny  dear  \ 
While  iu  tbesi*  arms  you  lie^ 

A  lengthened  shadow,  as  she  wulk'd. 

This  world  hath  not  a  wish,  a  fear, 

Ho  wonder  Lore,  as  on  they  passed, 

Shoold  ftnd  that  snnny  morning  chill. 
For  iliU  the  shadow  Reason  cast 

That  ought  to  cost  that  eye  a  tear, 
That  heart,  one  single  sigh. 

FcU  o'er  the  boy,  and  coord  him  still. 

The  world  !  —  ah,  Fanny,  Love  mnst  shun 

The  pat  lis  where  many  rove  j 

In  rain  he  tried  his  wings  to  warm, 

One  bosom  to  recline  upon. 

^1 

Or  find  a  palhwa>  not  so  dim. 

One  heart  to  lie  his  only -one, 

Por  ftill  the  maid's  gi^ntic  form 

Are  quite  enough  for  Love. 

Would  stalk  between  the  son  and  him. 

Whnt  can  we  wish,  that  is  not  here 

**Thb  most  not  be,"  said  little  Love  — 

littween  your  arras  and  nrme? 

1 

*'  The  sun  wai  made  for  more  than  you-** 

Is  there,  on  earth,  a  space  s*i  dear 

So,  turning  through  a  myrtle  grove. 

As  that  within  the  happy  sphere 

He  bid  the  portly  nymph  adieu. 

Two  loving  arms  entwine  ? 

Now  gaily  roves  the  laughing  boy 

For  me,  there*s  not  a  lock  of  jet 

Ccr  many  a  mead,  l>y  many  a  stream  j 

Adown  yoor  temples  currd. 

£n  every  breeie  inhaling  joy, 

Within  whose  glossy,  tangling  net. 

And  drinking  bliss  in  every  beam. 

My  soul  doth  not,  at  once,  forget 

1 

All,  all  this  worthless  world. 

Frnm  all  the  gardens,  all  the  bowers. 

He  eoJl'd  the  many  sweets  they  ihaded. 

Tis  in  those  eyes,  so  full  of  love. 

And  ate  the  fruits  and  smeird  the  flawen. 

My  only  worlds  1  see  ; 

Till  taale  wis  gone  and  odour  fisded. 

I^t  but  thrir  orbs  in  fiunshine  move. 
And  earth  below  and  skies  aliove, 

L 

May  frown  or  smile  for  me. 

■- 
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ASPASIA. 

*TwA8  in  the  feir  Aapasia'a  bower, 
That  Love  and  henm'mg^  nmny  on  hour, 
fa  dullumce  met  ^  and  learning  siiiird 
With  pleasure  on  llie  pkyful  child. 
Who  often  stole,  to  dud  a  nest 
WithiD  the  folds  of  Learn iug'^  vest. 

There,  as  the  lijct'ning  statesman  hnug 
In  tmnsport  on  Asposia's  tongnc. 
The  destinies  at'  Athens  tiKik 
Their  colour  from  A  spas  la's  look, 
i  )h  hftppy  time,  when  laws  of  state. 
When  all  that  ml'd  the  country's  fate,, 
Its  glory,  quiet,  or  alarms. 
Was  plann'd  between  two  saow'-white  arms  I 

Blest  limes  1  thoy  could  not  ftlwEjs  last  — 
And  yet,  ev'n  now,  they  tire  not  past* 
Though  we  have  lost  the  p^iant  mould, 
In  which  their  men  were  caM  of  old* 
Woman,  dear  woman,  still  the  same. 
While  heauty  breathes  through  soul  or  frame, 
'VVhiJe  man  possesses  heart  or  eyes, 
Woiiian*8  bright  etnpire  never  dies  I 

No,  Fanny,  love,  they  neVr  nhall  say. 
That  l>eanty's  charm  hath  passed  away  ; 
Give  but  the  universe  a  soul 
At  tun  "d  to  woman's  soft  control. 
And  Fanny  lialh  the  charm,  the  skill. 
To  wield  a  universe  at  wilL 


t  ti  w>i  1ma|Hn«d  bf  *omt  of  ttie  and^^nt*  tli«L  thnra  !•  aa 
rthrrp^l  nCf«n  abo^o  ui,  jiihI  ihint  ttir  f  un  aad  moriii  m«  two 
fla«tlii||,  tumlociiiu  liJ»Ti4l».  In  *fUSch  tht  tplntm  of  thr  Mcrt  n- 
ildr.  Aeroniltifljr  mt-  nod  thxt  thr  word  QmimmH  W4i  •omc- 
tlivi<^  «ynonjini>iM  with  s^,  iml  death  woa  iMt  (infri^qui-ntlf 
Call4^  li«««#M«  w*f*4,  f'>r  "  ttiQ  p^.tBiajl^  of  the  occvi." 

*  Kiiti«|>tu*,  !»  h\a  Ufa  of  iMRitiUrhtu,  irtU  tit  of  two  Uiau- 
Htul  Uttic  tp'rltt  tir  Iovm,  which  trimhUcUiH  ^lil4^rJ  lij  en- 
rh«iitmipnt  fr»m  Ih*  w*rm  •pHI»ijr«  ♦»  (**«Iara  i  **  dlcm'  wil«n* 
tll>ui  U4f*  thn  •ulhrrr  of  lite  Dii  »-»tMkU  p.  I(MJ  Uhn 
•u«  kw4  Griiloi :  "  which  woftda,  hovtv^r,  tuf  net  to  Bwia- 

I  And  (rvm  On«rtui,  UiM  AaMtki,  lo  tli«  wlflklMMfliood 
9i  Glfl4«r«,  w&*  thocrltfbratmt  far  Itt  m Mrm  t print*!  «n<l  I  h^ave 
pfifcrrttd  it  *•  *  mor*  po*tl4^l  n*n%v  Ihmn  G«idMra<  CHliirliM 
^uatcs  llUroaimitt.    '*K*|  m  ilk  villa  In  vtd«it«  C«4&r» 


TIJK 

GRECIAN  GIIILS  DREAM 

OF    TlIK     tiLKSSED    ISLANDS.! 
TO   HKtl   U>YER. 


Ub1fmy(nt,  imt  n  x*f  •**Tf*e«*  ((Wf«r. 

Opg<tp,  cotitcta. 

Was  it  the  moon,  or  was  it  morning's  ray, 
Thmt  caird  tljee,  dearest,  from  thc&e  arms  uway  ? 
Scaree  had'st  thou  left  me,  when  a  dream  of  night 
Came  o'er  my  spirit  so  distinct  and  bright. 
That,  while  I  yet  can  vividly  recall 
Its  nitcbing  wooders,  thou  shalt  hear  ihera  alt. 
Met  bought  I  saw,  upon  the  lunar  beam, 
Two  winged  boys,  such  as  thy  muse  might  dream, 
Descending  fVom  above,  at  that  still  hour. 
And  gliding,  witb  smooth  step,  into  my  bower. 
Fair  as  the  beauteoui  spirits  that,  all  day, 
In  Amatha's  warm  founts  imprison'd  stay,  * 
But  rise  at  midnight,  frtjui  tb*  enchanted  rill. 
To  cool  their  plymes  upon  some  mcx>ntight  bill. 

At  once  1  knew  their  mission ;  —  'twas  to  bear 
My  spirit  upward,  llirough  the  paths  of  air, 
To  that  elytfiian  realm,  from  whence  stray  beams 
So  oft,  in  sleep,  had  visited  my  dreams. 
Swift  at  their  touch  disaolv'd  the  ties,  that  clung 
All  earthly  round  me,  and  aloft  I  sprung ; 
Wliile,  heav'nward  guides,  the  little  genii  flew 
Thro*  paths  of  light,  refreshed  by  heaven  sown  dew, 
And  fann*d  by  airs  still  fragrant  with  the  breath 
Of  cloudless  climes  and  worlds  that  know  not  death, 

Thou  koow'st,  that,  far  beyond  our  nether  sky. 
And  shown  but  dimly  to  man's  erring  eye, 
A  mighty  ocean  of  blue  ether  rolls,  ^ 
Gf  mm'd  with  bright  islands,  w  here  the  chosen  stiulx, 
Who\"e  pass'd  in  lore  and  love  their  earthly  hours, 
Repose  for  ever  in  unfading  bowers. 

nomlnt^  AmAtha.  ubl  caltdK  aqus  erumpunt." — Gmffrm^* 
dtHkf.  lib  in.  up.  13. 

*  Thii  bclkr  of  an  ocnui  In  tbc  liittrMt,  or  **  w«tcr«  Above 
thp  OriTiJMnent,"  wta  otie  of  lb*  miUlf  pb|St»)  erron  In  whJrh 
the  rjirJjr  f»theri  U-wildrrrtl  thPiOKlv«*.  La  P.  R«ltiu,  in  his 
"  D«renw  det  Sjiinu  F^m  occiiiM  de  PlBliiolnii#/*  uUitff  tt 
tar  cmntn]  th«t  thr  Aiictentt  w^rc mote  eormt  In  IbdriiotkiNnt 
( wh'l'rh  ti^  no  m«*An»  apiif^Tn  Trnm  what  I  tiare  idreadf  qiinC)eid>, 
•tkluceB  the uhttlnAtjr  nf  the fathr r».  In  thU  whiroflcal  o|iiid(fa, 
»»  %  proof  of  thflr  repumiAiic«  to  rrcn  truth  from  the  h4iult 
vf  th(«  phUrMophpri.  Thli  U  a  ararnf^^  wmy  of  defeftiUQt  lh« 
r^ihrrt,  ami  iittr1but«^  miM^h  inorr  than  chcf  4atwv«toth« 
phjlovophrr*.  Fur  an  alutrart  <if  ibti  work  of  BaUui,  (tlkc 
op|Ki«#T  «r  Fontvnrtle,  Van  Dal#,  Ac.  tn  the  Ckmoiu  Oradt 
eontfnv er*Y,}  mm  "  lliUlotblqtM!  de*  Aui»ure  Kccl^flait,  4a 
IS*  »l^ele."  iMTt  1.  loin.ll. 
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Thiit  very  moon^  whose  solitary  IjVht 
So  often  guidec  thee  to  my  bower  at  night, 
It  no  chlU  planet,  but  an  isle  of  \qyq^ 
Floating  in  splendour  throtigh  those  &ea5  aboTe, 
And  peopled  with  bright  furms,  aerial  f^rown, 
Nor  knowing  anght  of  earth  but  love  alone. 
Thither,  I  thought,  we  wing'd  our  airy  way  i  — 
Mild  o*er  it»  Talleys  streamed  a  tsilvery  day. 
While,  all  around,  on  lily  beds  of  rest, 
Rcelin*d  the  spirits  of  the  iuimortiil  Blest  J 
Oh  !  there  I  met  those  few  congenial  maids. 
Whom  lore  hath  wartti'd,  in  philosophic  shades  ; 
There  «till  Leon ti  urn  ^,  on  her  sage  »  breast^ 
Found  lore  and  lore,  was  tutor'd  and  carest ; 
And  there  the  chusp  of  Pytbia's  ^  gentle  amis 
Kepaid  the  ;ical  which  deified  her  cliarmfi. 
The  Attic  Master*,  in  Aspasia'^  eyes, 
Forgot  the  yoke  of  less  endearing  tif'S, 
l^liile  fair  Theano  **  innocently  fair. 
Wreathed  playfully  her  SaniiEin*fi  flowing  hair,  • 
Whose  Boul  now  fix'dj  its  transniigrationM  past, 
Found  in  those  arms  a  restirtg-place,  at  last ; 
And  imiling  own'd,  whale  er  his  dreamy  thought 
In  mystic  numbers  long  liad  rainly  sought. 
The  One  that's  formed  of  Two  whom  love  hath 

bound, 
la  the  best  number  god«  or  men  e'er  found. 

Bui  thiuk,  my  Theon,  with  what  Joy  I  thriird, 
When  near  ft  fount,  which  through  the  ralley 
riU*d 


*  Thtn  wore  varioui  opinion*  anions  tb«  andcntt  witli 
fi«|Mel  lolbctr  Iw&ar efttablifhment ;  some ro«de  it  mi  <*ljr»luii], 
md  *Hbmn  «  pnr^Urrj ;  wtille  tonw  tnppoMd  It  to  1j«  a  kind 
«f  tmtrtpdt  b>Hn>CB  bMiv«u  and  fsartb,  wbcfra  iouli  wbkh  bad 
Mfc  Cb«lr  Sidles,  ud  tboie  tbat  were  on  their  way  Im  join 
CbffB,  ««re  d«p(M(l«d  In  the  Taller  of  llecato,  and  remained 
llll  foflhrr  ordan.  Tm*  ••«*  #tJii|Hi»  iitei  Xij^ur  «vn<  s*r«f- 
««i».  »af  mw  mvrvt  aatfw  xafut  <jf  r^t  w^tyntt  jrinrir.  —  Sf<»6. 

*  Ttn  ,  ,  <  of  f'.pfcurui,  who  caUnd  her  hit 
** 4aftf  i  '  "tTm^t**),  Af  Kffpearf  by  a  fritginunt 
«loii»"i  (iltm^  Thii  I^^mUmn  wiUB  woman 
of  ttlltnt  *  '  *i%b  HmU  ih«  Ifnpu(i4>nce  (layt  Cicero)  to  write 
wmlntt  Tti««f>brA*(u*  C*  and  Ctcrro,  at  the  %amit  'Ime,  gfvei 
l^__  . .  ..,  .  k  I  _  rjp||},^r  polUff  nor  tranilatablt?.  '•  Mere- 
'■■  KM  contra  Thcoi^tirnjtum  tcribore  atiaa 

.-or.     Sho  left  a  iL)i(i|ihti;r  calletX  Danae, 
I  in  Kpkurfian  a»  brr  mother  ;  iomtthiniir 
<  -  In  Afathon. 

i unich  brtli-r,  I  think,  U  the  natne  wcrt- 

f.^<mt|a,  a»  ii  ixyur*  th*  (Irtt  tlrno  In  Lomtitia  ;  but  M.  U4- 
iMjffr  will  iMl  h<'ar  of  I  HI*  ri^nHIti;?. 

■  fjtWi  Ha*  a  Willi  ^  .ind  f o  whom 

ill*r  Ihv  daath  he  f. .  >  >i\t\^  h4<r  mc* 

P'  bf  Ilia  aamc'  &«*    :  MiT>T<d  to  the 

I  Cerra^     Tot  thU  in»|4itU4  ^idiUuiiry  the  plnloiophrr 
^  tttrntrv^^^ton^Ht^l ;  but  (t  w^iuh*  bp  wf.|Ji  irct^rtaln  ot  our 
I  ftiAfjrUet  tbowed  a  (lltle  of  thU  fupervtltlon  about 
v*ry  of  fhelf  fnlitrrate*. 

*  ftotratea.  who  lucd  lo  rnniole  hlroaclf  In  the  tnciHjr  of 
*U*%  ciideartng  tlea**  whicb  be  found  at 


My  fancy's  eye  beheld  a  form  recline, 

Of  lunar  race,  but  ho  resembling  thine 

That,  oh  I  'twas  but  fidelity'  in  me, 

To  fi\\  ti>  clasp,  and  worship  it  for  thee. 

No  aid  of  words  the  unbodied  poul  requires. 

To  waft  a  wish  or  embassy  desires; 

But  by  II  power,  to  spirits  only  given, 

A  deep,  mute  impulse,  only  felt  in  heaven, 

Swilter  than  meteor  shaft  through  summer  skit-s, 

From  soul  to  soul  the  glaoc'd  idea  flies. 

Oh,  my  beloved,  how  divinely  sweet 
Is  the  pure  joy,  when  kindred  spirits  meet  I 
Like  him,  the  river-god  7,  whose  watere  flow, 
With  love  their  only  lights  through  care«  below, 
Wafting  in  triumph  all  the  flowery  hnudsi 
And  festal  rings,  with  which  Olympic  maids 
Have  deck'd  his  current,  as  au  offering  meet 
To  lay  at  Arethusa's  shining  feet 
Think,  when  he  meets  at  last  his  fountain-bride, 
AVhflt  perfect  love  must  thrill  the  hknded  tide  1 
Each  lost  in  each,  till,  mitigling  into  one, 
Their  lot  tl*e  same  for  shadow  or  for  sun, 
A  type  of  true  love,  to  the  deep  ihey  run. 
*Twas  thus  — 

But,  Theon,  'tis  an  endless  theme, 
And  thou  grow'et  weary  of  my  half-tokl  dream. 
Oh  would,  my  love,  we  were  together  now. 
And  I  would  woo  sweet  patience  to  thy  brow, 
And  make  thee  smile  at  all  the  mugic  tales 
Of  starlight  bowers  and  planetary  valis, 


wHh  XantJppe.  For  an  account  of  thU  extraordinarf 
creature.  An>«^ka,  and  her  »cboo)  oferuditeluiLuryat  Atheni, 
ice  t^'lllttolri!  de  rArjulomle,  ikc,  tooi^  xxxL  p.  69.  Scgur 
rather  fuilk  €n  the  tniplrln^  tuhject  of  A»paaia. —  "Lei 
Frmmci,"  torn,  t  p.  12'J. 

The  Author  of  the  "  Voyaifc  du  Monde  de  Dcicartoi "  bu 
at«Q  placed  theftephllosoi>herf  la  the  moon,  and  ha«  HUnited 
»elgrneiiirle«  to  ihem,  a«  well  a>  to  the  aatronomeri  (part  M. 
p.  143.) ;  but  he  ou||ht  nol  to  hare  forgotten  their  wlret  and 
mUtreiseft;  "curar  oon  \^k  In  inoric  rellnquunl/* 

*  There  are  Kime  teniihie  letters  extjunt  under  the  name  of 
thit  fair  fytha^reon.  Tbej  arc  addressed  to  Iter  teinalv 
frlendj  upon  the  edutatjon  of  thlldreu,  the  treatment  of  fcr- 
vanta,  &c  One,  In  particular,  to  Niooatrata,  wboaa  huihand 
h4d  ghen  l>er  reaKMia  fur  Jealoiuy,  cotitMlui  inch  truly  eon- 
•Idenueand  ratl^mal  advice,  that  It  ought  lo  be  trantlated  for 
the  edincatkKi  of  ill  married  ladlej,  See  Gale'i  OputcuL 
Myth.  Fhyi.  p,T4L 

'  Pyihagoraa  va«  remarkable  for  fine  hair,  and  Poctor 
'lliten  (in  hU  HLtioire  dea  Pcrruque»)  teemi  to  take  for 
granted  tt  wa«  all  hi*  own  i  aa  he  hai  not  mentioned  him 
amnitf  tbo»e  anclenta  who  were  obliged  to  have  recourM 
to  the  "  coma  appotititia.'^  L*I-li«toirc  dci  Perruquat,  cba* 
pjlro  i, 

'  The  river  Alpbeua,  which  flowed  by  Pba  or  Olyropta, 
and  Into  which  U  wa*  cuitomary  to  throw  oflVrtngt  of  dif- 
ferent kindi,  during  the  eelebratloa  of  the  fil^mplc  gamea, 
tn  the  pretty  romance  of  CtMophoo  and  Leuclptie^  the  river 
if  «i«ppo»ed  to  curry  tbote  offering*  as  bridat  glfli  to  the  foun* 
tain  Arethiiia<  K«i  iwf  n*  A^iftMwt  ti/rm  ttt  Axf%t9t  t^- 
gacrftitM.  jr«*  Miv  4  fw  •Xn^trtm  ii««i|^  m,  t^  kt    Lilt.  L 


r 
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Which  my  fond  snnl,  iiispird  t»y  tlicc  and  love. 

Ah  !  —  if  there  were  not  somefhiuf?  wrong, 

In  BJtimber's  loom  Imth  funcifullv  wove. 

The  world  would  see  them  blended  of\j 

But  no  ;  no  more^ — loon  hb  to-morrow^i  ray 

The  Chain  wi^uld  raivke  the  Wreath  ^o  strong! 

OVr  soft  IlliBaus  ghatl  have  died  away, 

The  Wreath  would  make  the  Chain  so  soft  I 

I'll  come,  and,  -while  love's  planet  in  the  west. 

TUen  miiL'ht  the  gold,  the  tlow'rets  he 

Shmca  o*cr  our  meeting,  tt'U  thee  all  the  rest 

Sweet  fi'ttere  for  my  love  aod  me. 

Buf,  Fanny,  so  unhlest  they  twine, 

That  (Heavin  alone  can  tell  the  reason) 

When  mingled  thus  they  cease  to  GhinCi 

TO  CLOE. 

Or  shine  but  for  a  transient  season. 

IHITATED  FROM    SiAaTIAU 

Whether  the  Chain  may  press  too  much, 
O  that  the  Wreath  is  slighily  braided^ 

I  coui.i>  resign  that  eye  of  hlue 

Let  but  the  gtjJd  the  liow'rete  touch. 

i  low  e'er  ]i&  splendour  used  to  ihriU  me  j 

And  all  tlielr  bloom,  their  glow  is  faded! 

And  ev'u  thut  eheek.  of  ro&eute  hue,  — - 

Oh!  better  to  be  always  free, 

To  lose  lU  Cloe»  scare*  would  kill  me. 

Tlian  thus  to  bind  my  love  to  me. 

That  snowy  neck  I  ne'er  should  mis*, 

TriE  timid  girl  now  hutig  her  head, 

However  mueh  I've  rnv'd  nhout  it  j 

And,  as  she  turned  an  upward  glance. 

And  sweetly  as  that  lip  enn  kiss, 

I  saw  a  doubt  its  twilight  spread 

I  think  I  could  exist  without  it. 

Acmss  her  brow*8  divine  expanse,                             t 
Just  then,  the  garland's  brightest  rOM 

In  short,  to  well  Tyc  leiim*d  to  fiut. 

Gave  one  of  its  love -breathing  sighs  ^ 

That,  sooth  my  love,  I  know  not  whether 

Oh  I  who  can  ask  how  Fanny  chose. 

I  ntight  not  hring  myself  at  hwt. 

That  ever  lookM  in  Fanny's  eyes? 

To — do  without  you  altogether. 

"The  Wreath,  my  lift',  the  Wreath  shall  be 
"  The  tie  to  bind  my  soul  to  thee.'* 

Tm 

WREATH  AND  THE  CHAIN. 

^ 

I  BRING  thee,  loTe,  a  golden  chain, 

TO 

I  bring  thee  too  a  flowery  wreath  *, 
The  gold  shall  never  wear  a  itain. 

The  0ow*rets  long  shall  sweetly  hreathe. 

Ani>  host  thou  mark'd  the  pensive  shade. 

Come,  tell  me  which  the  tie  shall  be. 

That  many  a  time  ob^riires  my  brow. 

To  bind  thy  gentle  heart  to  me. 

Midst  all  the  joys,  beloved  maid. 

Which  thou  canst  give»  and  only  thou  ? 

The  ehain  is  form'd  of  golden  threads, 

• 

Bright  as  Minerva's  yellow  hair, 

Oh  !  'tis  not  that  I  then  forget 

When  the  hiSt  beam  of  evening  sheds 

The  bright  look^  that  liefure  me  shine; 

Its  caUn  and  sober  lustre  there. 

For  nevt'r  throbb'd  a  bosnm  yet 

^^H 

The  Wreath's  of  brightest  myrtle  wove, 

Could  feel  their  witchery,  like  mine. 

^^B 

With  sun-lit  drops  of  bliss  among  it. 

^^^^ 

1      And  many  a  rose-leaf,  cuird  by  Love, 

When  bash  fill  on  my  bosom  hid. 

^^^H 

1         To  heal  his  lip  when  bees  have  stung  it 

And  blush  tog  to  huve  felt  so  blest. 

^^^^^ 

'      Come,  tell  me  wfaieh  (he  tie  shall  be, 

Thofi  dost  but  lift  thy  languid  lid, 

■ 

To  bind  Uiy  gentle  heart  to  me. 

Again  to  close  it  on  my  breast ;  — 

■ 

Yes,  yes,  I  read  tliat  ready  eye, 

Yes,— these  are  minutes  all  thine  own, 

Which  answer*  when  the  tongue  is  loath. 

Thine  own  to  give,  and  mine  to  feel  ; 

■ 

Thou  rik*st  the  form  of  either  tie. 

Yet  ev'n  in  them,  my  heart  has  known 

L 

And  apread'st  thy  playful  hands  tor  both. 

The  sigh  to  rise,  the  tear  to  steal* 

1 

1  ^ 

^ 

JUVENILE  POEMS. 


91 


For  Ibswl 

Ukmmmwmlan'4,1SktwmwmUttL 

rrpoo  Aw  BMM  fSkj  ■arrn'riiig  tongoe 
Pevii^B  hatk  all  at  tveetly  dwdt ; 
UpoB  lus  worfi  tluBB  car  liatli  Imnc^ 
!  Wkk  traaaport  all  at  pordy  feH. 


Far  him— yet  why  tW  pait  reeall. 
To  daanp  aad  witber  pretest  blia? 

ThoB'rt  BOW  my  ova,  heart,  iphit,  all, 

Aad  HeacvcB  eoald  gtwH  no  man  than  this! 

Forgire  nae*  deareat,  oh!  Ibtghre; 

I  woold  he  ftnt,  be  sole  to  thee, 
ThoB  abooMit  have  hot  began  to  lire. 

The  hour  that  gave  thy  heart  to  me. 

Thy  book  of  life  till  then  eiEie'd, 
Ixn^  ahoold  bave  kept  that  leaf  alone 

Od  vhieh  he  int  ao  bri^^tly  trac'd 
Thai  fSbam  wert,  tool  and  all,  my  own. 


TO 

.  •S  PICTURE 


Go  then,  if  she,  whose  sbade  thoa  art. 
No  more  will  let  thee  sooth  my  pain  ; 

Tet,  tell  her,  it  has  cost  this  heart 
Some  pangs,  to  gire  thee  back  again. 

Tell  her,  the  smile  was  not  so  dear. 

With  which  she  made  thy  semblance  mine. 

As  bitter  is  the  homing  tear. 

With  which  I  now  the  gift  resign. 

Tet  go — and  conid  she  still  restore, 
Aa  some  exchange  for  taking  thee. 

The  tranquil  look  which  first  I  wore. 
When  her  eyes  found  me  calm  and  free ; 

Coold  she  gire  back  the  careless  flow. 
The  spirit  that  my  heart  then  knew  — 

Tet,  BO,  *tis  Tain — go,  picture,  go — 
Soule  at  me  once,  and  then  — adieu! 


>  Love  ami  Pfyche  mn  ber«  considered  as  the  actiTe  and 
fatafra  prfaadplca  of  craatkm,  and  the  unWerse  Is  supposed  to 
kava  rceaivad  Ha  Ant  hannonUing  impulse  from  the  nuptial 
BjMpartij  bctvaao  these  two  powers.  A  narriafe  Is  gene- 
twBf  tba  irac  Map  ia  cosaaogoay.  Tlmaras  held  Form  to  be 
tha  Mker,  and  Matter  the  mother  of  the  World ;  Ellon  and 


FRAGMENT 


or 


A  MYTHOLOGICAL  HTMN  TO  LOVBJ 

Blest  in&nt  of  eternity  1 
Before  the  day-star  leam*d  to  more. 
In  pomp  of  fire,  along  his  grand  career. 

Glancing  the  beamy  shafts  of  light 
From  his  rich  quiver  to  the  fiuthest  sphere. 
Thou  wert  alone,  oh  Lore  I 
Nestling  beneath  the  wings  of  ancient  Night, 
Whose  horrors  seem*d  to  smile  in  shadowing 
thee. 

No  form  of  beauty  sooth*d  thine  eye, 

As  through  the  dim  expanse  it  wandered  wide ; 

No  kindred  spirit  caught  thy  sigh. 
As  o>r  the  watery  waste  it  ling*ring  died. 

Unfelt  the  pulse,  unknown  the  power. 
That  latent  in  his  heart  was  sleeping,  — 

Oh  Sympathy !  that  lonely  hour 

Saw  Lore  himself  thy  absence  weeping. 

But  look,  what  glory  through  the  darkness  beams! 
Celestial  airs  along  the  water  glide  :  — 
What  Spirit  art  thou,  moving  o'er  the  tide 
So  beautiftd?  oh,  not  of  earth. 
But,  in  that  glowing  hour,  the  burth 
Of  the  young  Godhead*8  own  creative  dreams. 

*Ti«  she ! 
Psyche,  the  firstborn  spirit  of  the  air. 
To  thee,  oh  Love,  she  turns. 
On  thee  her  eyebeam  bums  : 
Blest  hour,  before  all  worlds  ordain*d  to  be  I 

They  meet  — 
The  blooming  god — the  spirit  fair 

Meet  in  communion  sweet 
Now,  Sympathy,  the  hour  is  thine ; 
All  nature  feels  the  thrill  divine. 
The  veil  of  Chaos  is  withdrawn. 
And  their  first  kiss  is  great  Creation's  dawn  I 


Derouth,  I  think,  are  Sanchonlatho*s  first  spiritual  loreri,  and 
Manco-capac  and  his  wife  introduced  creation  amongst  the 
Peruvians.  In  short,  llarlequbi  seems  to  have  studied  cos- 
mogonies, when  he  said  "tutto  11  moodo  d  fiiUto  ooma  la 
nostra  fkmiglia.'* 


MOORE^S  WORKS, 


TO 

HIS    SEREME    UIGIINltJiS 

THR    DIJKK    OF    MONTPENSIER, 

PORTRAIT  or  rUK  LADY  ADELAIDE  rOEAES. 

Dtminftan  Pari,  1*02, 
To  catcli  the  though t»  by  paintiagV  Bptll, 

Howe'er  remote,  however  refin'd, 
Aod  o'er  the  kiDdllog  cAnTSAS  tell 

The  silent  story  of  the  miiidj 

O'er  nnture'g  form  to  gUince  the  eye, 
And  fix,  hy  mimic  light  and  shade. 

Her  morning  tinges,  ere  they  fly, 

Her  evening  hUtshcs,  ere  they  fade  j  — 

Ye*,  the«e  are  Pain  ting's  pnnidest  power* ; 

The  gill^  by  which  her  art  divine 
Above  all  others  proudly  towel's,— 

And  these,  oh  Prince !  arc  richly  thine* 

And  yet,  when  Friendship  see*  the«  trace. 

In  almost  living  truth  exprest, 
ThiJi  bright  memorial  of  a  face 

Oq  which  ber  eye  delights  to  re^t ; 

While  o*cr  the  lovely  lool  serene, 

The  smile  of  peace,,  the  bloom  of  youth, 

The  cheek,  that  bliinlies  to  be  seen. 
The  eye  tJiat  tells  the  bosom's  tnilh ; 

Willie  o*er  each  line,  so  brightly  true, 
Onr  eyes  with  lingVing  pleasure  rove. 

Blessing  the  touch  whose  various  hoe 
Thuj  hriygs  to  mind  the  form  we  love ; 


I  TlKMigli  1  bav»  ttyM  Iht*  po«ni  ■  Dith>  ramble  Ode.  t 
ouMwl  pmumt  to  lay  that  It  po«f<c«>et,  fa  anj-  dogrr«,  lh« 
ehMtarterittlc*  of  th«t  tpccin  of  poHtf.  The  nature  of  the 
«nckr«t  DithyrmmhU'  ii  tfrry  Imperfectly  ktiovn,  AccordJDf 
lo  M.  Bufette,  «  licentloui  Irfrgularlly  of  in«t«?,  on  cjitraira- 
pmt  rwfarcb  of  thought  and  exprrktiDn,  and  «  rudv  ernhnr- 
nsMd  ciNUitrurtlon,  we  mmong  ita  muil  dUttOiruUhlnif  fea- 
fciiraa ;  and  In  aU  thcfa  reftp«ct»,  t  hnvi"  but  too  closely ^  t 
temt,  follow«4  my  modfjt.  Burc*it«  a4d9,  "^  C««  CKraddm 
dot  dUhf  ramlwt  *c  font  mt^ntir  ^  ceux  i}ut  livsai  attcntlvvmeot 
km  odn  da  Pindarr."  —  U^m&trts  4^  FAatA,  vol.  x,  p.  3136, 
Tk#IHM«^kon  tnay  \im  c«UecU>cl  from  Schmldri  ilUfrcr- 
I  Vht-  luljjecL  1  think,  howcTer.  If  the  Dtthy- 
I  of  Ftmtar  wprr  In  our  ftoMCMloii.  noihould  ftnil  ilmi^ 
vlldand  lkn«ifiil,  they  arerv  hy  no  maani  thi>  iwXv^ 
liTM  Jargon  thar  mnt  rvprun'tiiieHj,  and  that  evsn  their  irrcRij* 
ItttHy  wni  HhNi  Dollcviu  caIU  ''uo  Immu  d6tordr&"  Clila- 
hrvra,  wh«  Km  hcvn  ^lyli^  the  Pindar  of  Italy,  ao<1  from 
irhoro  all  lU  poetry  upMi  Iha  Grttth.  uodal  vaa  called  Chla- 
IvriHvtro  (at  Crw«ctni1ieBl  Inltamt  M,  llln  I.  cap.  .^),  hai 
fffrfui,  a«nofi]r*t  hU  VandtfitnttJ*.  a  Dlthynunhlc,  *'  air  u«o  de' 
Orvcl  \  '*  tuit  of  Ihotc  cooapound  ^HUfU^  which,  wc  arc  biUi, 
wer«  a  chief  cHamcterlttkr  of  the  ityVa  (r»*4krfK  h  ti^*i 
i««M»9.  —  Stuil  AAt^^*>«l.>  i  nieli  aa 


We  feel  the  magic  of  thy  art, 
And  own  it  with  a  Ee*t,  a  zeal, 

A  pleauure,  nearer  to  the  heart 
Than  critic  taste  can  ei7er  feel. 


THE 

THE  FALL  OF  HEBR 

A   DCTUVHAVatO  ODK»l 

'TwAB  on  fl  diiy 
When  the  imuiortals  at  their  banquet  lay  j 
The  1m>wI 
Sparkled  %vith  starry  dew. 
The  weeping  of  thone  my  rind  urnfi  of  light, 
AVithin  whose  orbs»  ihe  almighty  Power, 
At  nature's  dawning  hour, 
Stored  the  rich  fluid  of  ethereal  sotiL* 

Around, 
Soft  odorous  clouds,  that  upward  wing  their  flight 

From  eastern  isles 
(Where  they  have  bath'd  them  in  the  orient  ray, 
And  with  rich  fragmnce  all  their  InDsoms  fiird), 
In  circles  Hew,  and,  melting  as  they  flew, 
A  liquid  daybreak  o'er  the  board  dktiird« 

All,  all  v,m  luxury  J 
All  mujit  be  luxury,  where  L)  leus  smiles. 
II  is  locks  divine 
Were  crowned 
With  a  bright  njeteor-braid. 
Which,  like  an  ever-springing  wreath  of  vine. 

Shot  into  brilliant  leafy  shapes. 
And  0  er  his  brow  io  lauibeot  tendrils  play'd  : 


Brlj^liitdorato  I'cgwo 

Nuh^calpMtator. 
But  I  cannot  ttttTpoce  thjit  Ftodar,  oven  imid<|«Uthe  lirtim 
t\(  dlthyrainblai,  iaduM  ever  baT«  de«ccii4cd  to  balliul-iun- 
gwkgv  Uk.e  the  fMlltiwIti^ : 

BtillaFjllLebrllaClurU 
Sun  pi 0  d«r  |>rc(ri»  a  tiH>  b*<lleiia  e  tac4, 
Cbti  >»  Bareo  fa  iretxl  atle  tule  l^blm 
Fo  1«  tlcho  a*  Tuftrl  had. 

^      ^  c«*er  Torrel  Capfiiar, 
R  w  trrjppij  d««lra 
Deh  foiil  *o  Bottlslter, 

Bime  tlet  CmaauiA,  part  it  p.  3^1. 

•  Thlt  1»  a  Ptatonk  fancy.  Th©  phflou>plier  ruppoica,  In 
hli  Ti(ii«u>.  that,  when  the  Deity  bad  formed  tha  10111  of  Uw 
ivnrld,  he  proceedrd  to  the  covpoflltion  of  other  toida,  In 
which  proee*ft,  t*}i  Plato,  be  made  u**  of  tha  aana  ctip« 
tboafh  llwr  hi|^r9dl«nt«  he  nilnfl«d  were  not  qtihi^  •»  pur#  a* 
tor  tb«  foroMr  \  and  Imrinir  rcilneil  the  mixture  with  a  lliila 
of  bit  own  natiBW,  he  dlrirlbuted  It  arnon^  the  iiari.  which 
»ervfd  a*  mervoLr*  of  Iba  Huld.  —  T«»e'  tiwt  mat  v«A#»  mt 
¥»»  vfenetr  afweafA  u  *  vwt  «•*  wmrtH  ^¥xn*  aKC«»*i>r  Mwya* 


^^^^^ 
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1 

While  mid  the  foliage  hxiag, 

Gush'd  forth  into  the  cup  with  mantling  he&t^ 

Like  lacid  grapes, 

Her  watchful  care 

■ 

'    A  thooasnd  clostenng  bods  of  light. 

Was  Biill  to  cool  its  liquid  fire 

■ 

OiiU*d  firom  the  gardeod  of  the  galaxy. 

With  SDOw-wbite  sprinklings  of  that  feathery 

1 

Uprm  hSs  botom  Cythereft's  head 

The  children  of  the  Pole  respire, 

I 

1    l^y  larely,  as  when  first  the  Syrena  tnng 

In  those  enchanted  lands,  ^ 

■ 

1                     Her  beauty  fi  dawn. 

Where  Life  is  all  a  spring,  and  north  winds  never 

■ 

^U^Dd  ill  the  curt&ins  of  the  deep,  imdrawn, 

blow. 

■ 

^^nU^r«al'd  her  ftleeping  in  its  axure  bed. 

■ 

^F                       The  captire  deity 

But  oh ! 

■ 

H               Hong  lingering  on  her  eyes  and  lip, 

Bright  Hebe^  what  a  tear, 

1 

■                       With  looks  of  ecitasy. 

And  what  a  bluah  were  thine. 

^V                            Now,  on  his  arm. 

When,  as  the  breath  of  erery  Grace 

H                          In  blujihi'S  she  rcpos'd^ 

Wafled  thy  feet  along  the  studded  sphere. 

1            And,  whilt!  be  gaz*d  on  each  bright  charm. 

With  a.  bright  cup  for  Jove  himself  to  drink, 

1       Toslndehisbaniingeye^  her  hand  in  daUiance  stole. 

Some  star,  that  shone  beneath  thy  tread, 
Raising  its  amorous  head 

1            And  now  the  raia'd  her  ro^y  mouth  to  stp 

To  kiss  those  matchless  feet, 

H                         The  nectar'd  wuve 

Check'd  thy  career  too  fleet  j 

1                         Lyteus  gave, 

And  all  heaven's  host  of  eyes 

■             And  from  her  eyelid*,  half*way  cloa'dy 

Entranc'd,  but  fearful  all, 

1                 Sent  forth  a  melting  gleam, 

Saw  thee,  sweet  Hebcp  prostrate  fail 

1                 Which  fell,  like  son-dew,  in  the  bowl  t 

I  pon  the  bright  floor  of  the  azure  skies  j* 

■             While  her  bright  hair,  in  raozy  flow 

Where,  mid  its  stars,  thy  beauty  lay, 

1                 Of  gold  descending 

As  blossom,  shakeo  from  the  spray 

1             Adown  her  cheek's  luxiiriaus  glow. 

Of  a  spring  thorn, 

W                 Hung  o'er  the  goblet^s  side. 

Lies  mid  the  liquid  sparkles  of  the  mom« 

AjmI  wag  reflected  in  it«  crystal  tide, 

Or,  as  in  temples  of  the  Paphian  shade. 

1                         Like  a  bright  crocus  t5ower» 

The  worshippers  of  Beauty's  queeu  behold 

Who«e  sunny  leaves,  at  evening  hour 

An  image  of  their  rosy  idol,  laid 

With  ro«es  of  Cyrene  blending,  i 

Upon  a  diamond  shrine* 

&iig  a'er  the  mirror  of  some  silvery  itream. 

The  wanton  wind. 

The  Olympian  cup 

Which  bad  pursu'd  the  flying  fair. 

Shone  in  the  hands 

And  siXJrted  mid  the  tresses  nuconfin'd 

Of  dimpled  fiel)e,  as  she  wing*d  her  feet 

Of  her  bright  hair, 

ITp 

Now,  as  she  fell, — ^oh  wanton  breeze  I 

The  empyreal  mount. 

Ruffled  the  robe,  whose  graee^l  flow 

To  drain  the  soul-drops  at  their  stellar  fount  \^ 

Hung  o'er  those  limbs  of  unsnnii^d  snow, 

And  mill 

Purely  as  the  Eleusiniao  veil 

1                     As  the  resplendent  rill 

Oangs  o*er  the  Mysteries!^ 

I  We  laarn  rroin  Th^ophraJtua,  th&t  the  ^«m  of  Cyrvfie 

_  Hnitoixrr.  liti.  W.  cap.  31.    OrU  lelli  the  falile  otberwlta : 

ace  MetomorplL  lib.  xv. 

S  Bcrwditufl  (Fhyiicut)  h^lJ  iho  foul  to  be  a  tpark  of  the 

Mr.  0'l!aJ,liorim.  and  loroe  other  Irlah  antfquatrlanj,  have 

itelUr«t«eac«  — "  J^dntilUileUariseuenUK."—  Uacroulta, 

bef^n  at  great  expend  of  learning  to  prore  that  the  ft t range 

fai  Stfom,  Scif.  Jib.  L  c«p,  14. 

ccjunlry,  whert*  tlxej  took  atiov  far  feather*,  irai  Ireland,  and 

*  Th*  coontrj  of  th«  Iriyperlxtnuns^     Tb0*o  people  vrere 

thai  the  famoui  Abarta  w»*  an  Irlih  Druid,     Mr,  Howland„ 

iN|ipOM(l  to  b*  placed  k>  far  north  thiit  thci  north  wind  tuuld 

bowcTer,  will  bat-o  It  thai  Abarta  woi  a  W«»|ibman,  atid  tha* 

act  afliMt  tban ;  th«j  11  red  1ong«r  tlinn  any  other  morul«^ 

hka  name  l»  «iily  »  eorrtipUoii  of  Ap  Keea  t 

*  U  It  Serviu»,  I  bellere,  who  mentions  thii  tjiduckv  trip 

tkm  moM  etttniTainnt  fiction  rttated  of  thrni  It  that  to  which 

vlHflch  Uebe  made  in  her  occufiatlon  of  cup  bearer ;  and  HolT- 

tSw  two  Wuet  preceding  Allnd^.    It  wju  Imair^nedi  thnt.  Instead 

man  t4^1]i  It  after  him  :  *'  Cum  Ht'befKJCuia  Juiri  adtnlnlktrona. 

of  oormiilfrar  atmotphcrf,  theHypprlMjreHiis  brcallicd  nothins 

pcrque  lubricum  mbkui  caut§  focedena,  cecyjaaet,"  ^c 

bail  feaChcM^  \    According  to  Ht^roJolui  and  PVniy.  tbia  Idea 

s  Tlie  arcane  lymbolt  of  lhl»  ceremony  were  depot!  teil  In 

mmt  augfofcd  by  thcquantltj  of  maw  whicli  wofl  o1]«erv«I  to 

the  data,  where  tliey  lay  religioualy  rfinccajed  frtiw  th«  ejea 

|«||  lo  ||io*«  regloiu;  tbut  the  (ormrr  :  T«  it  rrt;*  ijjc»f**. 

cif  the  i«rofAne.  They  were  gi-netally  curried  In  the  proceijiion 

bjoaua-,  and  hetice  the  prorerb,  which  one  ma j  to  unen 

• 
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The  brow  of  Juuo  fliifih*d^^ 

The  yonthful  Day, 

Love  blcssM  the  breeze ! 

Within  hh  twilight  bower, 

1 

The  Museablufih'dj 

Lay  sweetly  sleeping 

And  every  chetk  wo*  hid  behind  a  lyre. 

On  the  flitsb*d  bosom  of  a  lotos^flowcr ;  > 

k 

Wkile  every  eye  look*d  l&iighing  thruogli  tbe 

When  round  him,  in  profusion  weeping, 

■ 

strings. 

Dropped  the  celestial  shower, 
Steeping 

But  the  bright  cup  ?  the  nectar'd  dnmght 

The  rosy  clouds,  that  eurl'd 

Which  Jove  hluist'lf  was  to  have  quaff 'd  ? 

About  his  infant  head. 

Alas,  alaJi»  upturned  it  lay 

Like  myrrh  upon  the  Ux^ks  of  Cupid  shed. 

By  the  rall'n  Hebe's  side ; 

But,  when  the  waking  boy 

While^  in  slow  lingering  drops,  th'  ethereal  tide. 

Wav'd  his  exhaling  tresses  through  the  sky, 

A^  consciofu  of  its  own  rich  essence,  ehh'd  away. 

O  morn  of  joy  f  — 
The  tide  di%'sne, 

Wbo  was  the  Spirit  that  remembered  Man, 

AH  glorious  with  the  vermil  dye 

In  that  hlesl  hoar, 

It  drank  beneath  his  orient  eye. 

And,  with  a  wing  of  love. 

Distill*d,  in  dews,  npon  the  world. 

Druiih'd  off  the  goblet's  scattered  tear*. 

And  every  drop  was  wtne,  was  heavenly  wire  I 

As,  trenihling,  near  the  edge  of  heaven  they  ran, 

Blest  be  the  sod,  and  blest  the  flower 

And  sent  ihem  floating  to  t>ur  orb  below  ?  i 

On  which  descended  first  that  shower, 

Essence  of  immortal  it  j  ! 

All  fresh  from  Jove's  nectnreous  springs  j  — 

The  shower 

Oh  fitr  less  sweet  the  flower,  the  aod. 

Fell  glowing  through  the  spheres; 

O'er  which  the  Spirit  of  the  Rainbow  flinga 

While  all  nround  new  tints  of  bliss, 

The  magic  mantle  of  her  solar  God  I  * 

New  odours  and  new  light, 

Enrich'd  its  radiant  flow. 

Now,  with  a  liquid  kiss. 

It  stole  along  the  thrilling  wire 

Of  HeaveQ*6  luminoos  Lyre. « 

Stealing  the  soul  of  music  in  its  flight : 

RINGS  AND  SEALS. 

And  now,  amid  the  breezes  bland, 

That  whisper  from  the  planeis  as  they  roll* 

AcmviMa  TATiet,  lib.  Jl. 

The  bright  libatiou,  softly  fanned 

By  all  their  sighs,  meandering  stole. 

"  Go  1 "  said  the  angry,  weeping  maid. 

They  who,  from  Atlas  height, 

**  Tlie  chanii  is  broken  I — once  betray 'd, 

Beheld  this  rosy  flame 

"  Never  can  thi*i  wroiig*d  heart  rely 

Descending  through  the  waste  of  night. 

"  On  word  or  look,  on  oath  or  sigh. 

Thought  'twas  some  planet,  whose  empyreal  frame 

**  Take  back  the  gifts,  so  fondly  i^^ven. 

Hud  ki[idledt  as  it  rapidly  revolv'd 

**  With  promised  faith  and  vows  to  heaven ; 

Around  Its  fervid  axle,  and  disi^olv^d 

**  That  little  ring  which,  night  and  morn, 

Into  a  flood  so  bright ! 

"  With  wedded  truth  my  hand  hath  worn  ; 

Afiptf  tn  the  world,  ••  uinut  pctrtat  mjtierU."   Ste  tb#  Divlue 

bof  M^AU  J  upon  «  \alm.    Esrt  Aiyt,trtMti  l^tfrnnm  ^tx^»  **** 

Li^iton,  l>ook  a  tret.  L 

r»Aw  r«<)in  n*yp»w  yim^rr*i  iwt  Xinr*  ••Ai^,u«^t>.  —  Pht' 

*  tn  tlie  GraponicA,  till  11.  rsfi.  17..  tbrr«  It  a  fnhtu  tonii- 

larcJk  ml^it  r*u  inn  xf  imAUt;.     .Sre  nho  hii  TrrAtl*o  do  UUL 

what  Kke  IbU  dc««eiit  of  lh«>  netUt  to  e«rth.    Et  tttfrntp  tw 

et  0*it.     Obvprvjni;  that  the  lotm  tho»'«Hl  Itj  hoAd  ahove 

3Mf*  Hf»%mniu*it,  Mm  rtv  ti«T«<«r  r*AA««i  m^mtifsttM',  ■»«- 

i»«tf  r  at  iMnrite.  And  Mitk  niraln  at  ltt«  tctlins.  lh<<y  r«nf^lvi  d 

the  IdrA  r^ir  coni<^r.itliig  thkt  Aower  to  Oiirit,  or  the  tun. 

ff^fit  ffV  jB«rf»,  *»i  rtftrfi'^mt  mr  ^vr*?*  **  >i  ttmnf  ttt  r^t 

ThU  iyTnl*ot  of  a  jfouth  ttltinjf  n\mn  n  1oto»  U  frrjr  rrnjucnt 

f^«  »mx*9m,  m,  t.  A,     ViU.  Autur.  de  It*  Uml.  edit.  C^Ub 

an  ihe  AtirAXMci^  or  BaiMlill.tu  iton^M.      Site  MotiifAiaeon, 

iroi. 

torn.  11,  |>lai»c[it  1M.»  siid  tt>r  "  Supplement,"  *c,  tooi.  II. 

>  THe  c(mtt4ili«tlon  Ljrrs.    The  aatrolnfon  jiUtlbutc  ktvoI 

llt»,HI.  tlMp.S.                                                                                  1 

*  The  Ancletitt  ^iiecmrd  thuip  tlowm  and  Ircti  lb*  iweet- 

l*atiUtia.  In  Ui«  UrmnlA; 

iMt  upMin  wbtrh  the  rAlnluw  bjid  jippr arrd  lu  ml ;  snd  l,h« 

■ 

M          Kmodului*,  mulc^tquo  aoto  YK^n  iid#rft  eojifu. 

wnod  tti«>jr  chlrfly  t>urn<Nl  In  tkiriiflcfi.  nai  thnt  n-htch  lb* 
•mile  of  IrU  h4d   fnfn^rratrd-      HluUfeh.  Sympoi,  ttb.  It* 

it  undonbtcdij'  tbf  foQuin*  rvMlint-    Sfp  Vo^iiui.  for  Mrtii* 

cftrt<wi  piftrt1cu1«rltieA  of  tbe  rAlnbow,  Va  Origin.  H  Frogr«w. 

1 

lilnUilBt.  i\^  m.  etp.  n. 

p 

^ 

1 
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»  TlHfc  ted  vliidi  oft,  in  moDieiiti  Uest, 

I  knew  not  then  that  Heaven  had  sent 

«*  Thou  liaft  upon  my  lip  imprest. 

A  voice,  a  form  like  thine  on  earth. 

**  A  Ibantain  teal'd  >  fat  only  tbee : 

And  yet,  in  all  that  flowery  mase 

^  Tike*  take  them  Inusk,  the  gift  and  tow, 

Through  which  my  path  of  life  has  led. 

•«  A  n  rallied.  k»t  and  haleftil  BOW ! " 

When  I  have  beard  the  sweetest  Uys 

From  lips  of  rosiest  lustre  shed ; 

I  toi^  the  ring^tfae  teal  I  took. 

While,  oh,  her  erery  tear  and  kx>k 

When  I  have  felt  the  warbled  word 

Were  such  as  angels  kxdL  and  shed. 

From  Beanty*s  lip,  in  sweetness  vying 

When  nun  is  hy  the  worid  mided. 

With  music's  own  melodious  bird. 

Gendy  I  whispei'd,  •«  Fanny,  dear  I 

When  on  the  rose*s  bosom  lying ; 

**  Not  half  thy  lorer's  gifts  are  here: 

*•  Say,  where  are  all  the  kisses  giTen, 

Though  form  and  song  at  once  combin'd 

**  From  mom  to  noon,  fh>m  noon  to  eren, — 

Their  loveliest  bloom  and  softest  thriU, 

My  heart  hath  sigh'd,  my  ear  hath  pin'd 

•*  Tlmii  Sokmion'a  own  seal  of  yore,— 

For  something  lovelier,  softer  still : — 

«  Where  are  those  gifts,  so  sweet,  so  many? 

«•  Cosne,  dearest,— gire  back  all,  if  any.'* 

Oh,  I  have  found  it  aU,  at  last. 

1 

In  thee,  thou  sweetest  living  lyre. 

j            While  thos  I  whispered,  trembling  too. 

Through  which  the  soul  of  song  e'er  pass'd. 

1       Lest  all  the  nymph  had  sworn  was  tme. 

Or  feeling  breath'd  iu  sacred  fire. 

1        I  saw  a  smile  relenting  rise 

1       *Mld  the  moist  aznre  of  her  eyes. 

All  that  I  e'er,  in  wildest  flight 

Like  daylight  o'er  a  sea  of  blue. 

Of*fimcy's  dreams,  could  hear  or  see 

While  yet  in  mid-air  hangs  the  dew. 

Of  music's  sigh  or  beauty's  light 

1       She  let  her  cheek  repose  on  mine. 

Is  realized,  at  once,  in  thee  1 

She  let  my  arms  aroond  her  twine  ; 

One  kiss  was  half  allowed,  and  then— 

The  ring  and  seal  were  hers  again. 

W^V^W«   ,^V«.^W^#M^V 

IMPROMPTU, 

ON   LEAVING    SOME   FRIENDS. 

TO 

O  dulces  comltum  ralete  ccetus  I         CATULLrs. 

MISS  SUSAN  B— CKF— D  « 

OM    HER    SIMGIKG. 

No,  never  shall  my  soul  forget 

The  friends  I  found  so  cordial-hearted ; 

I  MORE  than  once  have  heard,  at  night. 

Dear  shall  be  the  day  we  met, 

A  song,  like  those  thy  lip  hath  given. 

And  dear  shall  be  the  night  we  parted. 

And  it  was  sang  by  shapes  of  light. 

Who  looked  and  breath'd,  like  thee,  of  heaven. 

If  fond  regrets,  however  sweet. 

Must  with  the  lapse  of  time  decay. 

But  this  was  all  a  dream  of  sleep. 

Yet  still,  when  thus  in  mirth  you  meet. 

And  I  have  said,  when  morning  shone. 

Fill  high  to  him  that's  far  away  I 

••  Why  should  the  night-witch.  Fancy,  keep 

•*  These  wonders  for  herself  alone  ?  " 

Long  be  the  light  of  memory  found 

Alive  within  your  social  glass ; 

I  knew  not  then  that  fate  had  lent 

Let  that  be  still  the  magic  round. 

Such  tones  to  one  of  mortal  birth  ; 

O'er  which  Oblivion  dares  not  pass. 

>  ■*  There  are  sardens,  lappoccd  to  be  those  of  King  Solo- 

h»  signet  upon  the  door,  to  keep  them  for  hit  own  drinking.'* 

-  MaundrtlTB  TrawHM.    See  aUo  the  notes  to  Mr.  Good's 

•  fiMuitaln.  whiai.  they  »7. 1«  the  *  waled  founUin'  to  which 

Translation  of  the  Song  of  Solomon. 

tto  haif  spoiue  In  the  Canticles  !•  compared ;  and  tbejr  pre. 

*  The  present  Duchess  oTIIamilioo. 

^ 
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Oh  I  thou  bceom*st  each  moment  dearer  j 

A  WARNING, 

Every  chance  that  brings  me  nigh  tiiee, 
Brings  my  ruin  nearer,  nearer, — 

TO 

I  ani  lost,  unless  I  iiy  thee. 
Nay,  if  thou  dost  not  scorn  and  hale  me. 

Oh  Aur  u  beaten  and  chaste  ns  light! 

Doom  me  not  thus  so  9oon  to  tall ; 

Did  nature  mould  thee  aU  so  bright^ 

Duties,  fame,  and  hopei  await  roe, — 

That  thoti  filiouldst  i;*er  be  brought  to  weep 

But  that  eye  would  blast  them  all ! 

O'er  kaguid  Tirtue's  fatal  ski^p* 

OVr  shame  extinguish'd,  honour  fled. 

For,  thou  hast  heart  as  false  and  cold 

PeOiCe  lost^  heart  withered,  feeling  dead? 

As  ever  yet  allur'd  or  sway'd, 

And  couldst,  without  a  sigh,  behold 

No,  no !  a  star  was  bom  iritli  thee. 

The  ruin  which  thyself  had  made. 

Which  sheds  eternal  purity. 

Thou  hiwt,  within  those  sainted  eyes. 

Yet,  —  could  I  think  that,  truly  fond. 

S<5  fair  a  transcript  of  the  skies. 

That  eye  hut  once  would  smile  oo  me. 

In  lines  of  light  such  heavenly  lore. 

Ev'u  as  thou  art,  how  far  beyond 

That  man  should  re«d  them  and  adore* 

Fame,  duty,  wealth,  that  smite  would  he ! 

Yet  have  I  known  a  gentle  maid 

Whosi?  mind  and  form  were  both  array 'd 

Oh  !  but  to  win  it,  night  and  day. 

In  nalure*s  purest  light-,  like  thine  ;--^ 

Inglorious  at  thy  feet  reclin'd. 

Who  wore  that  clear,  celestial  sigrn. 

Vd  sigh  my  dreams  of  fume  away. 

lr\Tiich  seems  to  mark  the  brow  that's  fair 

The  world  for  thee  forgot,  resign 'd. 

For  destiny's  peculiar  care  : 

Whose  bosom  too,  like  Dian's  own. 

But  no,  *tis  o'er,  and  ^  thus  we  part. 

Was  ^anled  by  a  sacred  zone, 

Never  to  meet  again,— no,  never. 

Where  the  bright  gem  of  virtue  shone  ; 

False  woman,  what  a  mind  and  heart 

Whc«e  eyes  had,  in  their  light,  a  chami 

Thy  treachVy  has  undone  for  ever  1 

Against  all  wron^,  and  guile,  and  harm. 

Yet,  hapless  maid,  io  one  «ud  huur. 

These  spells  have  lost  their  guardian  power; 
The  gem  has  been  beguifd  away  i 

Iler  eyes  have  lost  their  chaat'uiug  rayj 

The  modest  pride,  the  guiltlese  shame, 

WOMAN. 

The  smiles  that  from  n-flection  came. 

All  all  have  fled,  and  lefl  her  mind 

A  fuded  monument  l)ehind  ; 

Away,  away — you're  all  the  same, 

The  ruins  of  a  once  pnre  thrinet 

A  amiliDg,  fluttVing,  jilting  throng; 
And,  wise  too  late,  1  burn  with  slumie. 

No  longer  fit  for  griest  divloe. 

To  think  Vve  been  yotir  slave  so  long. 

Oh  !  *twiu  a  sight  I  wept  to  Bee—* 

Heaven  keep  the  lost  one**  fate  from  thee  ! 

Slow  to  be  won,  and  quick  to  rove^ 

From  folly  kind,  from  cunning  loath. 

Too  cold  for  bliss,  too  weak  for  love, 

Vet  feigning  all  that's  best  in  both  ; 
Still  panting  o*er  a  crowd  to  reign, — 

llore  joy  it  gives  to  woman*h  breast 

TO 

To  niiike  ten  frigid  coxcombs  vain. 

Than  one  true,  manly  lover  blest 

TlS  time,  I  feel,  to  leave  tliee  now. 

Away,  away  — your  smile's  a  curse— - 

WhiJc  yet  oiy  soul  iti  something  free  j 

Oh  !  blot  me  from  the  race  of  men. 

^  K^ile  yet  those  dangerous  eyes  allow 

Kind  pitying  Heavea,  by  death  or  worse, 

f       One  minute^s  thought  to  stray  from  tliee. 

If  e'er  I  love  such  things  again. 
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Cone,  take  tb j  harp  —  *ds  Tain  to  mose 

UpoD  the  gatheriog  Ills  we  sec  ; 
di  I  take  thy  harp  and  kt  me  lose 

AU  tUoughtfl  of  ill  ID  heariDg  Ihee* 

Sing  10  me,  love  !  — though  death  were  near. 
Thy  smig  could  make  my  $ouJ  forget  — 

Nay.  najt  m  pity,  dry  that  tear, 
All  may  he  well,  be  happy  yet* 

Let  me  but  see  that  snowy  arm 

Onoe  more  upon  the  dear  harp  lie. 

And  I  will  cease  to  dream  (if  harm. 
Will  smile  at  fate,  while  thou  art  nigh. 

GiTe  me  that  strain  of  mournful  touch. 

We  urM  to  iove  long,  long  ago, 
BeScfre  our  hearts  had  known  as  much 

Ai  now,  alai  I    they  bleed  lo  know. 

Sweet  notes  I  they  tell  of  former  peace. 
Of  all  that  look'd  io  smiling  then. 

Now  Tanish'd,  lost  —  oh  pray  thee^  ceafle^ 
I  cannot  bear  those  sounds  igaiti. 

Art  thtm^  too»  wretched?  yes,  thou  art  j 
I  see  thy  tears  flow  fast  with  mine^ 

Come,  come  to  this  devoted  heart, 
'Tia  breaking,  but  it  still  ts  thine  I 

•  ta  Ptutsrcb'c  Em9J  on  th*  Decline  of  the  Oraclei, 
OrOfikhrotut,  one  or  the  tnterlocutora,  dE>«er|bM  aii  extra- 
oHIlMry  m«o  wbom  h«  li«d  met  with,  nftcr  long  reacArch, 
i^on  tbe  tumki  ot  thu  Rad  Sea,  Once  In  evcrj  ye>wr  Ibli 
M^Mir natural  pencoac*  appeajred  ta  morUtU,  and  oynirericd 
villi  tham  ;  Uie  re*t  ot  hi*  time  he  pasted  among  tlie  GeiiU 
and  the  Xjinphi,  Hi^  nt*  i^fi^M  B^mXttrrai^  tuftr,  ttt^ti*t*i 
<■«  OTVt  ivat  JtffSif  t9WV]rX*'*'**'  f«J^Aj«  2i  #vt  ^mt  tvftj^f, 
ia»ia»»  JMM  Immm««  »t  i^mtimM,  He  tpoke  Id  a  tone  not  far 
■■■hjiilJ  froai  itnitlJic,  MXid  whenever  be  opened  hU  Itpt,  a 
frlfrano*  filled  tlw  place :  fkyytft****'  ^  »'  t«***  ii^*a 
mmwtijfl,  «w  tr^fun^m  iiiit0T§9  mwtwnm'm*  Frimi  him  Cleom- 
1>nMna  learned  the  doctrine  o(  a  plurahty  of  worldt. 

B  Tlie  celebrated  Janua  Dauaa,  a  IJttle  be  Tore  tds  death, 
1  thai  he  heard  a  ttralo  of  muilc  Ho  tbe  air.  See  the 
1  of  H^dnalua,  "  lo  harmoDlam  quam  paulo  anie  obitum 
otidlit*  aDkl  liiiu  eat  Douta/*    Page  &0L 


9^^»m  2i  x^^*^"**  (M-iyii. 


Pjwti*ft,  Olffwp^  11. 

«  OuUR,  the  mtt  of  Noah,  U  titppoaed  to  have  taken  with 
Ifelfla  into  the  ark  the  principal  doctriiiei.  of  ma(rk:a.l,  or  rather 
of  nalvral.  wlence,  «hkh  be  had  IntcritK-d  upon  tome  very 
t  ftubviancei,  in  order  that  the^'  Tnlght  rejiUt  the  ravage* 


VISION    OF    PHILOSOPHY, 

*Twas  on  the  Red  Sea  coast,  at  morn,  ire  met 
The  venerable  maD  '  ;  a  healthy  bloom 
BUngled  its  softness  with  tht*  vigorous  thought 
That  tower'd  upon  his  brow  ^  and,  wheti  he  spoke, 
'Twaa  language  sweeten 'd  into  song — such  holy 

sounds 
As  oft,  they  lay,  the  wise  and  virtaoiis  hear. 
Prelusive  to  the  harmooy  of  heaven, 
When  death  is  nigh  ^  ;  and  still,  as  be  unclos*d 
His  sacred  lips,  an  odour ^  oil  as  bland 
As  ocean-breezes  gather  from  the  flowers 
That  blossom  in  elysium:\  breath 'd  around. 
With  silent  awe  we  listened,  while  he  told 
Of  the  dark  veil  which  many  an  age  had  hung 
O'er  Xaiure^s  form,  till,  long  eiplort^d  by  man, 
The  mystic  shroud  grew  thin  and  Itimiuous, 
And  glimpses  of  that  heavenly  form  shooe  thro*: — 
Of  magic  wonders,  that  were  ktiown  and  taught 
By  him  (or  Cham  or  Zoroaster  nam*d) 
M-lio  miis'd  amid  the  mighty  cataclyBm, 
O'er  his  rude  tablets  of  primeval  lore  ;  * 
And  gathering  round  him,  in  tbe  sacred  ar, 
The  mighty  secrets  of  that  former  globe, 
Let  not  the  living  star  of  science^  sink 
Beneath  the  waters,  which  ingulph'd  a  world  !!^* 
Of  visions,  by  Ctilliope  reveal'd 
To  him  ^,  who  trac'd  upon  his  typic  lyre 
The  diapason  of  man*5  mingled  frame, 
And  the  grand  Doric  heptachord  of  heaven. 
With  oil  of  pure,  of  wondrous  and  arcane, 
Which  the  grave  sons  of  Mochtis,  many  a  night, 

of  the  dvlug'e^  and  trantcnlt  the  leereti  of  aQtedltuTlai]  know- 
ledge to  Ids  poiterlty.  See  the  extracli  made  by  Bayle,  in 
hit  article,  Cba^cn,  The  Identity  of  Cham  and  Zoroajter  de- 
pend* ypon  the  aulhorttj  oT  Beroiiii  <or  rather  the  Impoitor 
Annlui},  and  a  few  more  »uch  respectable  teailmonki.  See 
Naude'f  Apologie  pour  le«  Grandt  Homm^tr  Sec.  chap.  vilU. 
where  he  istktA  mure  trouble  than  U  noceiiar}'  bi  refuting  thU 
gralultoui  iuppobltiooK 

a  CUaraum  A  poiterti  hujui  artli  adrolralorlbiti  Zaro- 
aatruskt  **^  vivum  ait  rum,  propterea  futise  dl<:tum  et  pro 
Deo  habitum.  ^  Bockart.  Geograpk.  Smt.  lib.  iv,  cap.  L 

«  Orphput.  ^  Fiiulinut,  In  bit  HelidoiMde*,  cnp.3,  lib.  ill. 
hiu  endeavoured  to  ibow,  alter  tha  PlatontiU,  that  m»n  U  s 
diapaton,  or  octJi  re,  made  up  of  a  dUte»»iTon,  mhicb  li  hti 
soul,  and  a  dlapente,  which  Li  hli  body.  Tha«e  freqitent  atlu. 
tioni  to  muilc,  by  wbkb  the  ancient  pb3]ci4oph«ri  Ulujtrated 
tbeir  jublEme  tbeorlei,  muit  hai^e  (4>ndril  vary  iDuvh  to  elevate 
the  character  of  the  art,  and  to  enrich  It  with  aaiocLatloni  *f 
tbe  gronJect  and  mo«t  Interrftln^  nature.  See  a  precedtnf 
note,  for  their  Ideof  u^ton  the  harmonf  of  the  Apherei.  He* 
raclltuf  compared  the  tnixture  of  good  and  evil  hi  thi*  world 
to  the  blended  rarletiea  of  harmonj  In  a  fnu4ical  ioftrLunrnt 
(Flutorch.  de  Anlm«  Procreat.),  and  Rurypbantui,  tbe 
PythafToreon.  to  a  ttMgamtt  pnsMnrad  by  Stc4Mrus,  de»critH>t 
btinian  itfo,  in  Iti  perfrctloii,  at  a  ««e«t  and  well  tuned  lyre, 
Sumv  of  the  anctoati  w«re  lo  jknctfiil  ai  to  luppoae  that  the 
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Told  to  tbe  jotiiig  and  bright-hair'd  visitant 
Of  CarmeVA  sacred  mounL  <  —  Then,  in  a  flow 
Of  calmer  converse^  he  beguii'd  its  on 


D.I  or  the  Ta«mory  wen  r«gukt>Hl  by  a  kind:  of  muilical 
,  «nd  that  IdcNU  occurred  t.t>  It  '*  pi?r  tinin  ci  Lbeilo^** 
white  flUaen  ctinrrrted  the  w]iui-1e»yin  into  mmete  hwmonltMl 
marhtne,  whote  motion  depFoded  irpoD  m  nstttlB  tensloQ  of  thn 
body,  juMlofotu  to  ttiAl  of  tbe  ttrlnj;*  )n  an  iimmokent'  Qoero 
toftMNl  ridlruln  Ar1»toirnu»  Tor  thli  fiincy.sndi  imyi,"  Let  him 
tench  iln^njf,  und  leave  phHotophy  to  Aiiitotla  j"  bat  Arli- 
totlehlmfcir  ihmigh  diMridedlj  opposed  to  the  bansoDlic  ipc- 
eulatfooi  of  tho  Fythafruri'Mi]*  and  Platociitt*,  could  tomctline* 
coodrtcrod  to  enliven  hli  doctiine*  bj  rerrnmw  to  the  beau* 
Ui*t  of  oiuf  Loil  tcimce  ;  aa,  in  the  tnatlae  Htfi  m^rpMt  attri- 
bttled  to  hlro,  K.«tf*cii*  U  u  XH!^*  «ifif  tw  a^n^^iimc, 
«.  r.  A. 

The  Alib£  Batteut,  fn  hl»  enqinrj  Into  ibe  doctrine  of  the 
Sto(ct,aitrtbutc«  to  Ihote  p1»[|oaopl)«ri'  the  aaroe  mode  of  illua- 
trcti«a.  *'  L'Ame  #tolt  cai»(!  art  ire  wt*utm4tm  ;  1«  cotpt  cau»« 
4)i  r««  ««r:t"*  =  —  l'uii<*  agitaaot  dana  I'autre;  ct  jr 
t,  par  toil  artlon  nitme,  un  caract^e,  de«  for  met,  dea 
modlAcationit  quVUe  n'avoli  paa  pax  oUft-m^tme  ;  k  p»u  prj^t 
coimni"  I'air,  qui,  chaM>6  daoi  un  Laitrumpnt  An  mutlqui^,  fait 
cotiiiiu1ire»  par  lei  dilKreni  loni  qu^il  prodult,  ki  dlHerentct 
mndlllcatlotH  qu'tl  f  rt^alt.'*  &e«  ft  One  lim  lie  founded  upon 
tlili  notion  in  Cardinal  PoUj^iac't  poem,  lib.  R.  r.7^. 

*  PytliaiEDrw  1*  ref)re•eotl^d  In  lamblkhu*  ai  df^cendln^r 
witb  gre«t  ftotcianltT  Arona  Mount  Carmet,  for  which  rpaton 
tiM  Cttrmetltiet  kare  elalmod  him  «•  one  of  their  fraternity. 
TbU  Modiua  or  Moi^biu,  with  tli«  deimtdaatt  of  whom 
P]rtlui|ona  eonvcrtcd  in  ^ha^nJcia,  sod  fNnn  whom  b*  do- 
rtwd  th«  doctrluei  of  atomic  philoti>phy,Urappoted  hf  aoiCM 
to  ba  the  ianie  with  Muwt.  tliiett  hat  adopted  tlilf  Idea, 
Billion itrat Ion  Eirang^Uque,  Prtip.  U.  chap,  2.  |  7- }  and  Le 
Clerc,  asnongtl  dther*,  hai  refuted  it^  See  BiUiloth,  CboLtiei. 
ttrm.  i  p.  76.  It  la  certain,  iiotiever,  that  the  dortrine  of 
atom  I  waj  known  atid  prciii]idgAti*d  iofif  ticfore  Cplturui. 
"  With  the  fountaioi  of  tJetnricrim*.'*  m)»  Cicero,  "the  ^ar- 
deti«  of  EpicuruA  were  watered  ;"  and  the  leaimed  author  of 
the  Inteliectual  SyAt«>m  ha>  fhovn.  that  ail  the  ear]iy  philofto* 
pheri,  till  the  time  of  Plato,  were  atumlitt.  We  fimi  Epicuma, 
howerer,  1>oaatlng  that  bii  teneti  were  new  and  nnboTirowed« 
and  |M  rltap4  few  aiooof  the  oiirlt^iUi  iiod  aiij  tironfer  claim  to 
nrljfHinllty  Intruth,  if  wecKKmloc  thf'lr  ichooliof  philo*ophy„ 
notwiU»tanding  the  peculiarlti«»  which  •eeni  to  di^tin^iih 
tiMiB  from  each  other,  wo  may  gancrally  observe  tlial  the  dlf- 
tatoot  U  but  vetbal  aiid  triAlog ;  and  that,  amonf  tbcwe 
Mjiooa  and  learned  herealiH,  there  it  acarceljr  ooe  to  be  fo- 
lietid,  vbow  oplnlana  art  lt«  own,  orlglna]  ajid  exciutive. 
tine  doctrltio  of  the  world*!  eternity  may  be  traced  through 
all  the  iccta.  The  conllnuai  metempiychotli  of  Pytbaionu, 
lh«  grand  periodic  year  of  the  Stolca,  (at  the  cooctuakm  of 
which  the  universe  |«  ftuppo««<d  to  return  tolta  orij^inal  order, 
aiid  commencv  a  new  revolution  J  the  tuccetclve  dlitoiutlon 
Wbl  comblnaUoo  of  atom ■  maimtalovd  by  the  Epicurtant  — 
■II  ihete  tenets  are  but  dUTerent  ititiroationa  of  the  faine 
general  belief  In  the  eternity  of  tho  world.  Ai  nplaJned  bj 
Hi,  Auitln,  tiM!  prriodic  year  of  the  Stolci  dlaagreei  only  ao 
5^*iih  th«  toloa  «f  the  \*jxUn$on^t,  that  inatead  of  an  md' 
^^ **««».,„ I, ,^,w  nr  the  toul  through  a  vartety  of  bodiea,  U 

<.*  .    .**  ^^  ...rkl  *n  HKn*at  llijilr  fttrmitr  miiiut 


*ala,  4., 


twbltia  r«e«  t^„. 
«•'*!.,  *t  id*r    -       •*"**' 


til  to  repeat  thcLr  former  round 

•  itlcal  PtatOvwho  lovturrd  In  the 

.  iim  and  agftln,  at  certain  inter- 

'  '^•.rfdty,  appear  in  the  Mm*  Academy 

i****.*?*^"^' •"* • — ••*  oailem  lempora 

It  T,f.  *lcut  in  i»to 
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Through  many  a  maze  of  Gurden  and  of  Porch, 
Through  many  a  system,  where  tlie  scattered  light 
Of  henTeaty  truth  lay,  like  d  broken  heam 

repelendl  alnt.  —  Dr  Cmtat.  Dti,  lib.  xU.  cap.  13  Vanlnl.  In 
hij  dlalogi»ea,  hoi  given  U4  a  lijioilar  etpllcatkm  of  the  pe- 
riodic revolutiona  of  the  world  '"  EA  de  cauiA,  qui  nunc 
mnt  in  uiu  rltui,  rentlei  mUllea  ftierunC,  totletque  reoaaGen- 
tur  quoti*^  eeckieruat/*    b± 

The  paradoxleal  EKitlona  of  the  Stoiea  upon  the  Iteauty,  the 
richei,  tba  doiDlnloii  of  their  Imagiiiary  tage,  are  among  the 
moftt  dfitt^ruifthlnt  cbaracteriftk!*  of  tbetr  achool,  andt  ae« 
cording  tci  their  advocate  Lipelui*  were  peculiar  to  thai  eect. 
*'  Friora  ilia  (dftcretJi)  qua  paaatia  to  phUoaophuMitnn  adMlli 
ferd  otntioent,  iiU  qii«  peculiaxta  bulc  «ectr  et  halrent  eoO'* 
tradictkmena  :  i.e.  paradoxa/' —  AfaAH^/iir^  nd  Sio*f-.  PkOoi. 
lib  lit.  dl**erUt.  t.  But  tt  It  evident  (ai  the  Ahb«  GartiJer 
hai  remarked,  ftUnwIraa  de  I' Acad.  torn,  xxsv.)  tliM  even 
thete  abiurdltlei  of  the  Stolct  are  borrowed*  and  thai  Plato 
U  the  lource  of  all  their  extravagant  paradoxes.  We  And 
their  dogma, '^difcf  qui  uplen»,'M«h1ch  Cli'ment  of  Alex- 
andria lia«  traniferred  from  the  Philo*Qf>ticr  to  the  Chrliti4n, 
Pwdagog.  lib-  iil^cap.  6.)  expre««ed  In  the  prayer  of  Sorratea 
at  the  end  of  the  Ph«dru«,  Q  |«A4  II«t  n  sm  aAAm  irw  n^l 
^%u,  dwwvi  ju*r  *uXm  YitAtr^mt  rmritfiw  rmimStt  it  irm  i^i** 
wms  ivr*r  titmt  ft*f  ^Xim'  'VXcttrtH  9<  r»j(u^*tpu  vit  raft*.  And 
many  otl>er  hittancca  might  be  adduced  fk^mi  the  Atn^mrrm, 
the  UtXiftmH.  Ac.  to  prove  that  tbeae  weed*  of  paradox  were 
an  gftthiTcd  amoTig  the  bovCTl  of  the  Academy.  Hence  It  l« 
that  Cicero,  in  the  prefkoe  to  hti  Paradoxet.  calli  tlu»m  So. 
cratica  ;  and  Llpilux,  exulting  In  the  patrooace  of  Socralei^ 
uyi,"  Ule  to(u«  est  notter."  Thij  \»  Indeed  a  coalition,  which 
etiacea  ae  laucb  ju  can  be  wL»hcd  the  confuted  •Imilttudeof 
■ndenl  pUlcwDplileal  opinioni  t  the  father  of  iceptldtm  i* 
hei«  enrolled  ajoonftt  the  foupdcrt  of  th*"  Portko  \  he,  whu«« 
beat  knowledge  waa  that  of  hit  own  Igoormcei  U  called  in  to 
autharlte  the  proteniioni  of  the  most  otwtlnate  dogmailtta  in 
all  ontlqujty. 

Rutillui,  in  bli  lUoerarlum.  hai  ridiculed  the  tablijitri  <*f 
the  Jew*,  at  "  laiiwtl  molUi  imago  Del  \ ''  but  Eplcunii  g^^  r> 
an  eternal  holiday  to  hia  goils,  and,  ralher  than  dijturt>  thv^ 
»)umbeTt  of  Olympu*,  denied  at  once  the  inlcrfert-nce  of  a 
Providence.  He  doea  not,  however,  ao«m  to  have  buen  iln- 
guiar  in  thla  opinion*  Theophllut  of  Antlocb,  If  hedeaerve 
any  credit,  Impotea  a  atmliar  bciief  to  Pythagoraa :  —  fi^rr 
(nyimy*fmt)  n  vw»  WKtrwv  .^tMiir  titifmwtn  ftmiu  ffMrnCliit. 
And  Plutarch,  thotiglt  ao  hEUtlle  to  the  fuilowcra  of  Eplcurui, 
haa  unaccaimtablj  adopted  the  very  same  theological  error. 
Thus,  alter  quoting  the  oploioua  ^^if  Anaxagora«  and  Plato 
upon  djrinlty^  he  adda,  Kei»wr  mm  «,a«fT«t«t>n*  atft^rn^v,  irt 
Ttw  ^*t  i^-Mfinat  tyjrrtig«#<i  u*t  ttn  mtt^Mwirm. — iJrf  Ptaeit.  Fki- 
iotopk.  lib.  1.  cap.  7.  Plato  himielf  haa  attrlhtited  a  degree  of 
Indifliprence  to  the  goda,  which  ia  not  far  removed  from  the 
apathy  of  Kplcurua*»  heaven  :  a*  thua,  in  hl«  PbllvLou,  where 
Ptotarchiia  aika^  Ovttmn  um*s  y%  mtrt  ):«'<>»  SUmtt,  m,^  v* 
ttwvwf ;  and  Socratea  antwora,  Umtv  fur  •»  «l»k.  m^x^M** 
>«vi  mtrfmn  f«4r<f**  ^ry*tm»t*  trfJt ;  —  while  Arletotle  tiiii- 
poaet  a  atiU  more  abaurd  neutrality,  and  concludca,  hf  no  very 
fiallerlag  analogy,  that  tha  deity  ia  aa  iocap^le  of  virtue  aa 
of  rice.  Hmt  ymf  ahnrif  mihr  ^^tftm/  irvr  a Aa*«^  m^*  *f  i*^t  ^ *^<** 
mIi  ^%m.  — Ethic.  Siet/mi^ch.  Ilb.vtl.  cap.  1.  la  truth.  Arlt- 
totle,  upon  tlio«Bli|eet  of  Provldcntce.  waa  little  more  correct 
than  BplftinUi.  He  aup(i>u«^d  thr  wtwn  tn  ite  the  limit  of 
divine  InterfWrcitee,  evrludiog  nrcourie  tUi«  tuhlvinary  world 
from  Ita  inHurfvnce.  The  ilrat  defioitiun  of  tlie  world,  lu  hia 
treatiae  Ilifi  tL*ff^v  (If  thia  (rentlae  be  really  the  work  of 
Ariatotle),  agreea.  iilmoat  verbum  verho,  with  that  in  the  letter 
of  Epicurua  to  Pythnt  tat  i  «nd  both  emit  the  iMBtkm  of  ft 
deity,  tn  hia  P.thlca,  too,  be  intlmalae  ft  doubt  wbdhiv  the 
foda  (eel  any  llilereal  !■  the conewrna  of  maiiynd.-  R  ym^ 
f«f  irf<ri*'f  eaw  m»9^mm\m  iee  jl^iei*  ytntmt.  It  la  true,  be 
add*  4e«H  >«■*<*  ^'^  ^*°  ^^^  ^  ^*^^  •cepttcaL 
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■dh,  wliich,  tboo^  refracted  all 
I  hues,  11  fonihiiie  still,  ^ 
i  tbrooglk  every  cluuige  I  —  he  ipoke  of 
IfiflW 

me  9,  etenal  One^  who  dwellt  above, 
Aad  of  the  tooTB  imtneeable  defccsl 
VromL    tiuft    high  fount  d  apiiit,  thraiigh   the 


I 


Of  imelleetiial  hetag,  till  it  mix 

Willi  ittOMM  vvae,  corruptiblcf,  and  dark  ; 


of  Ariitot1«»  we  tr«ce  tb« 

«f  tlut  fpoeral  nqlecl  wMrh  hU  pfi  llocophy  ejiperl«iiccd 

■>  ita*  Mily  ChrlflUiiit.    Plato  U  telilani  much  ttore 

^m.  lilt  olMeuN  MithtulAJEm  of  bU  «(;  le  allowed 

all  bU  fbiMHi««  to  their  own  porpofe. 

wmt  eailly  moukled,  and  PlAlonUin  bccama 

da  o#  tbc  fathera. 

of  tbe  Stoics.  K  iraunlfld  In  their  acboot, 
«■■  a  yoiiT  aa  mutemptlblj  ioeAciirat  aa  the  real.  All  wai 
iiiB  la  tibaTflfiCnii  of  th«  Portico.  The  chaina  ot  dettlnjr  were 
ttawwii  o««r  loplCer  hhsaelf^  and  tbelr  ddty  wu  lik«  the 
Bav«teorKtecFl|nmiBfltiit,''elCwar«lnllifl.**  Notcrcn 
fte  lan^we  of  Smmc*  cui  recondk  thla  dKgndatkm  of  dl- 
9M|f -  *  Dl*  iv»*  onmluiB  coodltor  ac  rector  certfalt  qiiJdea 
faa^  0i4  aaqnitur;  atmper  pant,  aetiutl  Jtiaalt."  h^ZtiBi.  ^ 
■,  cap. ». 

lo  the  dlJfef«oc«  batweeo  tlie  Stoici,  Pcrlpa' 
i,  the  following  word*  of  Ckero  prore 
Ik  miw  toot  Iktle  to  dljtlniultb  them  frutn  etch  other :  ^ 
et  Acadttmleoi,  namlnlbuB  dUATnmtaa,  re  cod- 
t  a  fiulboa  Sulci  it»t  verbla  mafta  <iuain  lentimtiij 
aadiowcc.  lib*  11.  ft. ;  and  perhaps  what  Held 
oovof  Iheir  pointi  of  coDtroreri;  rolfhC 
to  the  WMJoncMement  oC  all  ihe  rett. 
*■  TiM  dIapQta  batwaen  the  Stoka  and  Peripatcticf  woa  pro- 
iMbljf  all  for  want  of  JeAnltioD.  The  one  »aid  they  wet «i  good 
oidMr  tfto  omtrol  of  reaaoa*  tbe  other  ittat  thejr  ihouJd  be 
r,  rot,  iii.  In  ihort,  it  apipeari  a  no  le*« 
to  catabtifh  the  bouodarief  a(  uplnion  betwenn 
^if  two  of  tb«  plillofophical  lecti.  than  U  would  be  to  6 1  the 
of  thoae  cstarea  In  ifao  moon,  whir4i  Riccioliu  so 
allotted  to  bU  brother  aatroaomen.  Accordingly 
•ome  of  the  greate«t  fn«o  of  antiquiijr  pajilog 
le  (tarn  school  to  tchool^  acconlini  to  the  fancy 
of  thtf  iDcxnvat.  Cicero,  the  father  of  Homao 
,  la  aotBctiiiMa  an  Acedemlciaa,  lonietlmei  n  Stoic  ; 
•ad.  mam  tban  oooe,  he  aduioirtedgea  a  conformtty  with 
Bpleaiva  ;  "  voa  ilae  caoaa  Igilur  Cplcuriu  au«ut  ect  dkere 
MH^er  te  plUflbiia  boola  ««*»  laplentem,  quia  lemper  kit  in 
fOlniitoiteag/*  -^TViam^aw.  Quttit.  lib,  v .  Tb uu jgh  o  (ten  pu  re 
la  bJla  thaotoKyp  Cicero  aometimiis  tmllei  at  l^turity  a*  a  fie- 
tli«(  Ibua,  In  hii  Oration  for  Cluentlui^  vpeaklng  of  punifh- 
In  the  life  to  coiae,  be  «ay»,  **  Quw  ■!  falui  f  unt,  id  quod 
Intelllfront,  quid  rl  taodcni  aHad  niori  crlpuit,  prwter 
doluria  ?  *'  —  though  here  wa  ihould,  pcrhapi,  do  hlin 
bf  afredfiir  with  hirt  oonuirtentator  Sfklui,  who 
ihia  pauaire,  *'  Utfic  autem  dixit.  uL  caui«  «uk 
THc  poet  Horace  roves  tike  a  btitterJSy  throuj^h 
the  iictooola,eaid  tsam  wingi  along  tbe  walli  of  tbe  Porch,  nnw 
aaonf  thir  flower*  ol  the  Garden  ;  wIiM«  Virgil,  with  a 
of  VBlfld  iCrongly  phlloaofibkal.  hat  yet  left  ui  wholly 
■•  to  the  t«ct  which  ba  «ipo«ued.  The  balance  of 
him  to  hava  been  an  Eplcarean,  but  the 
author  ol  hU  life  aiterta  that  he  wai  an  Ac4*dcmlcLati ; 
and  we  traee  through  hit  poetry  the  t«netf  of  almott  all  th« 
aeeta.  The  aame  kJtid  of  eclectic  indlflToreQce  It  oh- 
la  moat  of  the  Kornan  wHtcri.  Thu*  Properttus,  In 
tbe  ftnr  elegy  to  CyDthla,  on  hh  departure  for  Atb  vni , 


_ 


Nor  fit  even  then,  tbou^  fuok  in  earthly  dross, 
Corruiited  all,  oor  ita  etherial  touch 
Quite  lost,  but  tastiDg  of  the  iboiiCaiii  still. 
As  tome  bright  river,  which  has  roU*d  along 
Through   meada  of  flowery   light  and  mities  of 

gold, 
When  [»iir*d  at  length  into  the  dusky  deep, 
Disdaiits  to  take  at  once  iu  briny  taint. 
But  keeps  unchanged  avhilv  the  lustroas  tinge. 
Or  balmy  freshness,  of  the  scenes  it  left.  > 


fllic  Tfl  fttudiit  anliBUm  cmendaiw  Plaioiila* 
Incipiam,  aut  hortii,  docto  EplenrB,  titii. 

Ub.  UK  Klec.ll. 
Ttiougti  Broeckliiithai  bere  reoda,  **  dux  Epicure/'  which 
•eenia  to  fli  the  post  ooder  the  bannen  of  Epicuru*.  Ereo 
the  Stole  Scoaea,  wlioae  doctrine*  have  been  coiuldcred  to 
orthodox,  thai  St  Jerome  hai  ranked  him  afnotigit  the  eccle> 
■tactical  writer! ,  wlille  Boccaccio  daubti  (in  oontlderatloQ  of 
hia  Auppoied  cnrrespondence  witki  St.  Fuil)  whether  Dante 
■houid  have  placed  bloi  In  Limbo  wltli  the  reft  of  the  Pagana 
—  rveii  the  rigid  Seocca  hat  bestowed  *uch  cosiaiendatiooa 
oa  EpicuFoa,  that  if  only  Ummo  pajisag<^t  of  hi*  works  were 
pmarved  to  ua,  we  could  not  hesitate,  I  thlok.  In  prooounclng 
hliD  a  confirmed  Epicurpan.  With  rimitar  IncooslxteDcy.  we 
Bad  Porphyry,  In  his  work  upon  abstinence,  referring  to 
Epkurua  as  an  example  of  the  most  strkt  Fythagoreajn  tcm,- 
perauce  i  and  LanceloLtl  (the  author  of  "  Farfallunl  degli 
anticl  litorlci")  baa  been  seduced  by  this  grave  reputaUim  of 
Epicumi  Into  the  absurd  error  of  asioclating  him  with  Chrj. 
iippus.  as  a  chief  of  the  Slotc 'school.  There  Is  no  doubts 
Indeed,  thoJL  however  the  Epleureaci  sect  might  hate  relaxed 
from  its  original  purity,  the  morals  of  it*  founder  were  aa 
correct  as  those  of  any  among  the  ancient  pfailosaphers  ;  and 
his  doctrines  upon  pleasure,  as  explained  in  the  letter  to 
HentBceua,  are  rational,  amiable,  and  coniutenl  with  our 
nature.  A  lata  writer,  De  Smbicini,  in  hit  Grandi  llnmmes 
veog§s,  expresses  strong  iudlg7ia.tJc»n  agnioj^t  the  Encyclo* 
pldistcs  for  thek  just  and  animated  praU^^s  of  Epicurus,  and 
discussing  the  question,  '*  tl  re  phllosopbe  Ho\t  verlueux," 
denies  it  upon  no  other  nuLliorlty  than  the  calumnies  rollerted 
by  Flutarch,  who  bimself  confesses  that,  on  this  particular 
subject,  he  consulted  only  opinion  and  report,  without  iiausing 
to  investigute  theUrfruth.— AAA*  t^  A»^*'.  tit  r^w  ttXn9imt 
rmtrtttfitt.  To  ihc  Cactiout  sfol  of  bin  IllibPriti  rivals,  the 
Stoics.  Epicurus  chiefly  owed  these  grois  misreprcsentaiLlant 
of  tbe  life  and  opinions  of  hiinself  and  his  associates,  whieh, 
nocwithstanding  tbe  learued  exertions  of  Gassendl,  have  itlll 
left  an  odium  on  tine  name  ol  his  philosophy  ;  and  we  ought 
to  ex4mlne  the  ancient  accounts  of  thfi  philosopher  with 
about  the  same  degree  of  cautious  belief  which,  in  reading 
ecdeslastkeal  history » we  yidd  to  tbe  invectives  of  the  fathers 
■faliktt  tba  beretka*— trusting  as  little  to  Plutarch  upon  a 
dogma  of  Epteoma.  ai  ve  would  to  the  vehement  St.  Cyrii 
upon  a  tenet  of  If  aitortus .    ( ]^  ^  IJ 

The  preceding  renuurks,  I  wish  the  reader  to  oi>sen'e,  were 
wrlttri\  at  a  time,  when  I  thought  the  studies  to  which  they 
refer  much  naorp  important  as  well  as  more  amusing  thaUt  I 
freely  cunfess.  Lhey  appi'or  to  me  at  present. 

1  Loctantlus  asserts  lh<it  ail  the  truths  of  Christianity  may 
be  found  dlsperifd  through  the  ancient  philosopbiciLl  sects, 
and  that  any  one  w  hf>  wi»uiii  coiloct  these  scan errd  fraumt'ots 
of  orthodoxy  might  form  a  code  In  i»  respe^'t  differing  from 
that  of  the  Chrittixm.  *'  SI  extittiset  allquii.  qui  verltatem 
•parsam  per  itn;;uio<  per  secla«|ue  diOUsam  colllgeret  In 
unum,  ac  redigerH,  In  corpus.  Is  profi-cio  non  dlsscntlret  a 
noWs-"  — /us/,  Uu.  vl.  c.  7. 

•    Ts  ^tflf  mm*  (fRM4*^» 

^  Tills  bold  Platuidc  Image  t  have  taken  drooia  petgagetn 
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And  here  the  old  man  ceased — ft  wing^  train 
Of  nymphs  and  genii  bore  him  from  our  eyes. 
The  fair  illusion  fled !  and,  a»  I  wak'd, 
*Twas  clear  that  my  npt  soul  had  roam*d  the  while, 
To  that  bright  realm  of  dreams,  that  spirit* world. 
Which  mortals  know  by  its  long  track  of  light 
0*er  midnighfa  tky,  and  cal  the  Galaxy,  ^ 


MRS. 


To  see  thee  every  day  that  came, 
And  find  thee  still  each  day  the  fame; 
In  plea9are*s  smile,  or  Borrow ^s  tear 
To  me  still  e?er  kind  and  dearj  — 
To  meet  thee  early,  leave  thee  latei, 
fla»  been  so  long  my  blisa,  my  Ihte, 
That  lifi-s  without  this  cheering  ray, 
>^1iich  came,  like  sanshine^  every  day» 
And  all  my  patn,  my  sorrow  chaa'd, 
Is  now  a  kme  and  loveless  waste. 

Where  are  the  chords  she  us*d  to  touch  ? 
The  airs,  the  iongi  she  loT*d  so  much  ? 
Thoee  songs  are  hush'd,  those  chords  are  still, 
And  so,  perhaps,  will  every  thrill 
Of  feeling  soon  be  tuird  to  rest, 
Which  tate  I  wak'd  in  Annans  breaat 
Yet,  no  —  the  simple  notes  I  play'd 
From  memory's  tablet  soon  may  fade  ; 
The  songs,  which  Anna  lor*d  to  hear, 
May  vanish  from  her  heart  and  ear  j 
But  friendfihip'f  voice  shall  ever  find 
An  echo  in  that  gentle  mind, 
Nor  memory  loae  nor  time  impair 
The  sympathiea  that  tremble  there. 


LADY   HEATHCOTE, 


OLD  KDSQ   WOUVT>   AT  TCTKDBIDOE- WELLS. 


oit  i  Is  mia}«  dUtxnee  de  Loodret,  que 
rontsinalitima  1^1  d«  Paris.  Ce  iju'il  jr  a  da  beau  il  d«  ga- 
lant  dani  t'un  «C  dani  1'autre  w&e  i'jr  ruMmble  an  Umi  dei 
MU 1-     La  eutn  p«fiil«,"  Stirkt. 

a^  Mtmoiret  4i  Qr»mmtmi^  Bwood  Part,cha|i.  lU. 

_  Tuabridf*  Walk. 

I  Whkw  Oranunont  grac'd  these  happy  tpnngt, 
And  Tonbridge  saw,  upon  her  F^til«B« 

Fatliar  Boucliat**  kctar  upon  tha  MsCiHpsyehoilt,  InssrlMd 
In  Flc«rt*i  Cirftn.  Il«llf .  Vom  k. 
I  Aeeordhii  to  Pithayoraa,  tlitf  ytaapU  M  Draaau  ata  loalt 


/ 


The  merriest  wight  of  all  the  kings 
That  ever  rul'd  these  gay,  gallant  isles ; 

Like  us,  by  day,  they  rode,  they  walk'd. 
At  eve,  they  did  as  we  may  do. 

And  Grammont  Just  like  8pencer  talked. 
And  lovely  Stewart  vw^A  tike  yotu 

The  only  different  trait  is  this, 

That  woman  then,  if  man  beset  her, 

Was  rather  given  to  gaying  *♦  yes,**  I 

Because, — as  yet,  she  knew  no  better. 

Each  night  they  held  a  coterie, 

Where,  every  fear  to  slumber  charm'd. 

Lovers  were  all  they  ought  to  be, 
And  husbands  not  the  least  alarm'd 

Then  caird  they  up  their  school*day  pranks. 
Nor  thought  it  much  their  sense  beneath 

To  play  at  riddles^  ()uip.%  and  craaks, 
And  lords  show'd  wit.  and  ladies  teetlL 

As  —  **  Why  are  husbands  like  the  mint?*' 
Because,  forsooth^  a  husband's  duty 

Is  but  to  set  the  name  and  print 
That  g^ve  a  currency  to  beauty. 

"  ^Miy  is  a  rose  in  nettles  hid 

"  Like  a  young  widow,  fresh  and  fair?  *' 
Because  ^is  sighing  to  be  rid 

Of  wtcdsf  that  "  have  no  business  there  1 " 


And  thus  they  miss*d  and  thus  they  hit. 
And  now  they  struck  and  now  they  parried ; 

And  some  laid  in  of  full  grown  wit. 
While  others  of  a  pun  miscarried. 

*Tw]is  one  of  those  facetious  nights 
That  Grammont  gave  this  forfeit  ring 

For  breaking  grave  conundrum-riCea, 
Or  punning  ill,  or — some  stich  thing !  — 

From  whence  it  can  be  fairly  trao'd. 
Through  many  a  branch  and  many  a  bough, 

From  twig  to  twig,  until  it  grac'd 
Tlie  snowy  hand  that  wears  it  ncrw. 

All  this  1*11  prove,  and  then,  to  yon. 
Oh  Tunbridge  !  and  jour  springs  irtmical^ 

I  swear  by  Heathcote*s  eye  of  blue 
To  dedicate  the  important  chronich!. 


cdlaelad  taavtiwr  la  tHa  Galaxf.— Am««  h  m%i^,  whs 
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Ijon^  mMj  joar  iJicient  inmates  give 
Tbnr  mantles  to  joor  modem  lodgers. 

And  Chnxics*f  tores  in  Hemthcote  live, 
Ajid  Charleses  bards  reriTe  in  Rogers. 

I^t  iM>  pedantic  fools  be  tbere ; 

For  ever  be  these  fbps  aboUsh'd, 
WUli  beads  la  wooden  u  tb  j  ware. 

And,  HeaTen  knows  I  not  half  so  polish'd* 

Bat  ftiin  receive  the  youngs  the  gay. 
The  few  who  know  the  rare  deiight 

Of  reading  Grammont  every  day. 
And  acting  Gnunmont  every  night. 


THE  DEVIL  AMONG  THE  SCHOLARS, 

a   FRAGMENT* 

Ti  MUM  «  r*>m ; 

CeaiMMrr*  BamiL  in  EpisL  ad  Bebtttoi. 

•  •  • 

Bmr,  wiiither  have  these  gentle  oseSf 
These  rosy  nymphs  and  black -eyed  nnns, 
With  all  of  Copid^s  wild  romancing. 
Led  my  troant  brains  a  dancing  ? 
In^ead  of  studying  tomes  scholastic, 
Ecdesiastic,  or  monastic. 
Off  I  fly,  careering  fax 
In  chase  of  Pollys,  prettier  far 
Than  any  of  their  namesakes  are^-^ 
The  Polymaths  and  Polyhifltora, 
Polyglots  and  all  their  sifters. 

I  ICxmnfra,  a  dofmaik  phlJotoptif^r,  who  never  doubled 
t  anj  tUna.  «se«pC  »b«  w%»  hit  Ctth<<T."  —  "  Nulli  de  re 
pneief)|iiaiB  dc  fmXn  dubJuvit."  — /n  J'tt,  Hf  iriu 
nad— **  UhMmu,  (Uut  Jt,  lo  hit  h*^  when  it  woi 
V}  i»  PaaKoe  henita  le  Pcr»an»  THcbreu  cliMjue 
TAnlilqac,  pour  n«  point  parlar  M  H  mAavaSse  iotelllfeiice 
<■  IdStlii  am  le  CSfttC,*'  ^c.^Se^L'Hiftotre  de  Mtmimanr, 

*  BomtMctiu  wa«  one  of  the  nainet  of  thAt  f  rent  tchoUr 
and  quack  l^trau^tu.-'**  Philipput  Bombutut  latet  tub 
•pkfkdldiO  t«rinlD?  AureolJ  Theophnutl  rarac«!ii/'  *uj*  SU- 
dNlva  d*  drcumrofAnei  LiieraCoruin  vuiitAte.  ~He  ujcd  to 
•flM  tlMi  davU  every  ni^ht  with  a  bto«lA«rordl,  to  ttie  no 

r  of  hi»  piipll  Oporinus,  who  hai  recorded  the  cIt- 
(  Vide  Oporin.  Vlt.  apud  Cbriiti^D,  Girpb.  Vlt. 
KTuditlietmarfim,  Ac.)  PararcUui  had 
iMrt  a  poor  opfnloa  of  Galen  :< — '*  Mf  very  beard  (lajft  he  in 
kit  Parf  iiiiuM)  ha*  m«re  learoiiig  In  It  than  either  Geleii 
or  AvtoBBna." 

*  The  atifel,  who  tcolded  St,  Jerom  for  re^iaig  Cicefct,  ai 
Gratlan  tella  ttoe  itory  In  bli  "  Ctmcordnntia  dJicordoDtlaTn 

I  MAfi,  th»t  for  tbli  fpwoti  blihojj*  were  bol 
1  to  rrad  the  Clai«ir«  t  **  Rpticoptu  GentUium  libroi 


So  have  I  known  a  bopefbl  youth 
Sit  down  in  quest  of  lore  and  tmthf 
^Vich  tomes  sulficient  to  confound  him, 
Like  Tobu  Bohu,  heap'd  around  him, — 
Mamnm  >  slnck  to  Theophrmstna^ 
And  Galen  tumbling  o*er  Bombastns.  ^ 
When  lo  I  white  all  that's  leam'd  and  wise 
Absorbs  the  boy,  he  lilts  his  eyes, 
And  through  the  window  of  his  study 
Beholds  some  damsel  fiiir  and  ruddy, 
With  eyes,  as  brighdy  tum'd  upon  bim  as 
The  imgera  ^  were  on  Kieronymua. 
Quick  fly  the  folios,  widely  scattered, 
Old  Homer's  lanrel'd  brow  is  batter'dt 
And  Sapphov  headlong  sent^  fiies  just  in 
The  reverend  eye  of  St  Au^ustin. 
Raptured  he  quits  each  dozing  sage, 
Oh  woQian,  for  thy  lovelier  page  : 
Sweet  book!  —  unlike  the  books  of  art, — 
Wht»e  errors  are  thy  fairest  part ; 
In  whom  the  dear  errata  column 
Is  the  best  page  in  aU  the  volume  t^ 

But  to  begin  my  sobject  rhyme  — 
'Twas  jtLSt  about  this  devilish  time. 
When  scarce  there  happen 'd  any  frolics 
That  were  not  doue  by  Diabolics, 
A  cold  and  lovelcas  son  of  Lucifer, 
Who  woman  scom'd,  nor  saw  the  use  of  her, 
A  branch  of  Dogon's  family, 
(Which  Dagon,  whether  He  or  She, 
Is  a  dispute  that  vastly  belter  is 
RefptrM  to  Scaliger  ^  et  ciiferis^) 
Finding  that,  in  this  cage  of  foola. 
The  wisest  sots  adorn  the  schools. 
Took  it  at  once  bis  head  Satanic  in, 
To  grow  a  great  scholastic  manikin,  ^^ 


rwati  Iffal."  —  Diitmct.  S7*  Bnt  Gratlan  ia  motoriotii  Tor  lying' 
—  be»ldet.  angcU.  ni  the  Itluitrtoui  pttjifl  of  Panlenui  atturcw 
uft,  bare  got  do  tonguei*    Ovx'  if  m/t*r  *»  trnt,  *or*K  tMU944s 

ami.  Stromat. 

*  The  Idea  of  the  Rjiij-ltirn^reipecling  ihp  origin  of  womnn, 
Ij  not  1  little  ilngulAr.  Thej  thtiik  that  man  wiis  orlfrhuUly 
foi-med  with  a  tall»  lUte  a  monkey,  but  that  the  DeUy  cut  off 
tb^i  tppendage,  uid  made  woman  of  lt«  Upon  thU  entra- 
ordliiu7  ntppotltloa  the  rollowing  n^JliHrtioii  li  feninded:  — 

U  >ueb  Ij  the  tic  between  women  vad  men, 

The  olnnf  who  wedi  !■  a  pitlfal  cN, 
F«r  he  takei  to  bU  Ull  like  an  IdJot  a<«ln. 

And  thm  makea  a  deplorable  ape  of  hJmielf. 
Vet,  if  we  niiijludgeas  tbo  faihloDi  prersil, 

Erery  hujband  remerobcrt  tb'  orlglDal  plan, 
And,  knowing  hli  wlft^  it  no  mure  than  hU  tutU 

Wbj  he-^ioavei  her  twhlnd  blm  ai  cnurh  m  birciin. 

*  ScaJig^T .  de  Emendate  Tempor. -* Dagoa  wai  thought  by 
othert  to  he  a  certain  lea-moiuteT,  who  came  everr  day  out 
of  the  Red  S«i  to  teach  the  Sfriani  htutMndrj ,  -.  See  Jacqui^t 
GaOhrel  (Curioittfi  InociiBiY  du|^  I.),  who  tayt  be  tbliiki 
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A  doctor,  quite  as  learned  and  fioe  aa 

And  find,  by  Euclid's  oorollarin. 

Sc'otus  John  or  Tom  Aquioas  ', 

The  ratios  of  a  jig  or  aria. 

Lully,  Hales  Irrefragabilw, 

But,  as  for  all  your  warbling  Delias, 

^ 

Or  any  doclor  of  the  rabble  is. 

Orpheuses  and  Saint  Cecillas, 

■ 

lo  languages  ^,  the  Polyglot^;, 

He  own'd  he  ibuught  them  niach  surpassed 

■ 

Compared  to  bitn,  were  Bab<?l  sots ; 

By  that  redoubted  Hyaioclast* 

■ 

He  chatterM  more  than  ever  Jew  did. 

Who  still  contrived  by  dint  of  throttle, 

■ 

Sanhedriin  and  Priest  included  ;*— 

Where'er  he  went  to  crack  a  boltle. 

■ 

Priest  and  holy  Sanhedrim 

■ 

Were  one-and'Serenty  fools  to  him. 

Like w  isc  to  show  bla  mighty  kn  o wledge,  be^ 

■ 

But  chief  the  learned  demon  felt  a 

Ou  tilings  unknown  in  pbysicjlogy, 

^ 

Zeal  ao  strong  for  gamma,  delta. 

Wrote  many  a  chapter  to  divert  ua. 

That,  all  for  Greek  and  learning's  glory,  * 

(Like  that  great  Utile  man  Albertus,) 

lie  nightly  tippled  **Gra!co  mor^,'* 

Wliercin  he  show'd  the  reason  why, 

And  never  paid  a  bill  or  balance 

When  children  first  are  beard  to  cry. 

Except  upon  the  Grecian  Kalends  i  — 

If  boy  the  baby  cliane«  to  be. 

From  whence  your  scholars,  when  they  want  tick, 

He  cries  O  A  !  -  if  girl,  0  E  1  — 

Say,  to  be  ^ftic*8  to  be  <j«  tick, 

Which  are,  quoth  he,  exceeding  fair  hints 

In  logics  he  was  quite  Ho  Punu  ;  * 

Respecting  their  first  sinful  parents  ; 

Knew  as  much  as  cTer  man  knew. 

"  Oh  Eve!  *•  exdaimeth  little  maditm, 

He  fought  the  combat  syllogistic 

While  little  master  cries  "  Oh  Adaml"« 

With  lo  much  skill  and  art  eristic. 

That  tliough  yon  were  the  leam*dStagifite, 

But  'twas  in  Optica  and  Dloptric-s, 

At  once  upon  the  hip  he  had  you  rigbt. 

Our  d£Dniou  play'd  his  first  and  top  tricks. 

In  music,  though  he  had  no  ears 

He  held  that  sunshine  passes  quicker 

^ 

Except  for  that  amongst  the  spheres. 

Throngli  wine  than  any  other  liquof  j 

■ 

(Which  mcwc  of  all,  as  he  averr'd  it. 

And  though  he  saw  no  great  objection 

■ 

He  dearly  loved,  *caiise  no  one  heard  it,) 

To  steady  light  and  clear  reflection. 

■ 

Yet  afrt^ly  he,  at  sight,  eouJd  read 

He  tbongbt  the  aberrating  rays. 

^ 

Each  tuneful  diagram  in  Bede, 

J 

Ihl*  itory  of  the  MM^moofter  "  carrlek  tittle  ihow  of  ptolw- 

tpee<-h  Attributed  to  Arrarilua ;  but  vary  UQJUiUy  :^-fur,  flur 

■ 

blllty  wfUi  It.'* 

rkTjm  aikr^rtlng  tbat  Grtvk  could  not  b«  n»d.  that  worth;  jti. 

>  1  wUh  tt  wen  kaown  with  mnj  degree  of  certaiutj  wbethcr 

rb-coDtult  upon  the  Law  fi.   D.  d«  Booor.  Po««eia  »xpr<»»iljf 

ta)r«.  ••  Gntcm  UU<r«  pouvmi  ivkeWi^  K  logl."    <  Vtdv  Not. 

b»  rmlly  tb«  tworlt  of  thli  Ai»fellc  Doctor.    Tb«rc  w  tvmr 

Ubror.  Rarfor.  CoUe<:tloD.  Fa4«ic.  iV.)-.SclpiD  Canaroma- 

bold  snertloti*  h«util«d  in  It :  fur  iiitUncr,  he  wajt  that  PUto 

cbui  mem*  lo  hava  b««a  ol  opialoo  thai  ttwa  U  no  saliraUoB 

out  of  tb«  paleof  Gratk  Litcraltifo  s  •*  Via  prioia  sabitia  GnUA 

watSTery  iMMUtilul  tromAti  whom  ioni<!>  of  Arittotlt*!  pufttti 

Ml  lo  lov  wiib:— "  Akfb(*d(M  muller  fult  fmldwrriraa. 

caoiKiC  b«  luSeteoUy  adairad,  wImo  ho  oaborta  Ilia  eouotrx- 

men. "  per  Rladam  Cliriatl,  par  aslolaai  patrl*,  par  relpubtlc« 

tag  Adpnwmt,  Litttt«r^  sn  S6.  torn.  L 

•  Tlic  follu«in«  coai|tlhneat  wu  paKI  to  Lsur«tiUai  ValU, 

must  we  forgH  PhaTortnua,  tbo  asoellent  Blfhop  of  Koeons, 

tipuii  bU  a«(yr«l«  1koowti«dfe  of  the  LoUo  Uoffua^ :« 

raqolrad  no  farther  euJoflum  on  bli  tocnb  than  **  Hen  llMb  « 

Qnek  LealcogTapbcr." 

JJ«i«  •mM  Piulo  yrrba  LaUiw  IwjuK 

*  '0  wmw Tbe  Introdvction  of  tbtt  tanguafa  Into  Enf Kib 

glue*  V«l  srrlvM  in  Pluta^i  »liade. 

Hii  iHMtiii  mhI  ptriHiouni  all  m  paC  Ln, 
Plato  hlmadr  irould  be  afniiit 

^ 

To  My  hia  soolV  bit  own,  tn  Latta  I 

tlM  sndoDta,  may  aarra  ai  a  laodal  i-* 

■ 

Sm  fbr  tiMio  llMS  cha  **  Aadoraio  C«iwk»  *'  of  Da  Vvrttar 

A|m»  ab  WMtria  la-iliwis  aiaa  ttaiyii^«4#. 

(!»••».). 

1 

wUh  many  an  es^uUlte  mortal   from  tbo  Lexicon     Uls 

^^J 

Ilia  talanu  for  r^rombii,  thouM  jH  \»  viilgar  «aoat^  to 

**cb^r*  KDteleclite/*  In  sddfMtloi  hi*  mlatnas,  can  oo^  too 

^^fl 

laocb  at  Caiiitfrttritu  fof  wrUInf  lo  bim  In  Orrak,    **  Master  i 

^^H 

>  OrGlaia-Dn.>alt«r— MorboAui  hat  gitoo  Ml  •eooosil  aT 

^^H 

mA  hM  Siau  writlen  nia  two  taltirrt  in  Groali.    Aa  aoon  m  1 

^^1 

^^H 

iMy  bara  tba  i^aatura  of  rmUat  vliat  Iw  dosa  oe«  llllAir- 

^^H 

MJuid/'     Ormm  tittit,  last  iiOB  jMIWH.**  Is  tlis  IgBomil 

i«mils,*e. 

m 

J 

i 
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Wcf«  Ifj  the  doeton  look'd,  in  commoo,  on. 

As  a  mora  nrc  and  ridi  phenomenoo. 

He  wMdy  Mid  diat  Om  •eiMorinm 

li  fiir  tlM  cj«t  a  great  emporium. 

To  wUeh  tbeae  noted  pielnre-ftealcn 

Send  an  tliej  can  and  meet  with  dealeiB. 

In  many  an  optical  ptoeeeding 

The  bnin,  he  mid,  ihow*d  great  good-teecding 

For  inaranfy,  when  we  og^  women 

(A  trick  which  Barhara  tutored  hhn  in), 

AbboBC^  the  dean  are  apt  to  get  in  a 


Tctinrtandy 
Dojhaet 


the  modeet  hndn 
on  their  lege  again !  > 


Oar  doelor  thn%  with  ^  etalTd  eoiBcieney'* 
Of  an  oamigenoas  omnieeiencj. 
Began  (aa  who  woald  not  begin 
That  had,  like  him,  ao  mneh  within  ?) 
To  let  it  oat  in  hooks  of  an  eorte, 
Fotios,  qasrtos,  Isige  and  aoaU  eorts ; 


,^ MkoTtlMJadgmcntibj  which, 

dfaif  IIm  inv«nioa  oC  the  tanafe  upon  the  redaa, 
'  -  oCthe  dbiett  to  eooTejed  to  the  len- 


I  beUere  *«  the  Derfl 

beteehidsd.   T«t Leibotts  found  out  the ums 

ihwwlhlllty,  wbco  ho  wm  aiipolnted  Mcretary  to  a 

at  Nnnmberf,  chiefly  for  hto  taigennity 

laeriMttrtleal  letter,  not  one  word  of  which  either 

iWmuWfwi'" T""    SeetbeBloseHtotoriquede 


Poems,  io  Terj  deep  and  eensiUe 

That  thej  were  quite  incomprehensible* 

Proee,  which  bad  been  at  learabig's  Fsir, 

And  bought  ap  sll  the  trunpery  there. 

The  tstter*d  rsgi  of  ererj  Tcet, 

In  which  the  Greeks  and  Romans  drest. 

And  o*er  her  figure  swollen  and  antic 

Scattered  them  all  with  airs  io  frantic. 

That  thoie,  who  law  what  fits  she  had. 

Declared  unhappy  Proee  was  mad! 

Epics  he  wrote  and  scores  of  rebusses. 

All  as  neat  as  old  Tumebas*s ; 

Eggs  and  altars,  cyclopedias. 

Grammars,  prayer-books — oh  I  'twere  tedious. 

Did  I  but  teU  the  half;  to  follow  me  : 

Not  the  scribbling  bard  of  Ptolemy, 

No — nor  the  hoaiy  Trismegistus, 

(Whose  writings  ail,  thank  heaTen  I  have  miss'dus,) 

E*er  fiird  with  lumber  such  a  wareroom 

As  this  great  **  porcus  literarum !" 


M.  de  LeOmits.  I'Burope  SeTaote.— People  In  all  afea  hare 
lored  to  be  possled.  We  And  Cicero  thanUag  Attkot  flbr 
haTing  tent  hhn  a  work  of  SerqiioQ  **  ex  quo  (laye  he)  qoldem 
ego  (quod  Inter  not  Uoeat  dioere)  adHerimam  parten  tIx  Iii- 
teOlgo.*'  Lib.  U.  epUC.  4.  And  we  know  that  ATlecnna.  the 
learned  Arabian,  read  Artototle't  MetaphyilGt  tetytiBee  over 
for  the  mere  pleatare  of  being  able  to  inform  the  world  that 
he  could  not  comprdiend  one  pliable  tiuroaghoat  ttiem. 
(Nlcolai  Mama  ia  Vit.  Avioen.) 
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FRANCIS,  EARL  OF  MOIHA, 
OBNRitJiLL  fM  ma  MAJBttnr'ii  fvKCK*.  uastkh-oimihal  op 

mit   Otttftt Allot,  COIfJiTAVtX  or   TRK  TOWKm  ITO. 

My  Lord, 

It  U  impofisibk  to  think  of  addressing  a 
De<iicatkm  (o  yotir  Ijordship  without  calling  to 
mind  the  well-known  reply  of  the  Spairtao  to  a 
rhetorician,  who  proposed  to  pronounce  aa  ea* 
logiiini  on  Hercules,  "  On  Hercules  i  "  raid  the 
hont^t  Spartan,  "  who  ever  thong^lit  of  hlaniing 
Hercules  ?  **  In  a  similar  manner  the  concurrence 
of  public  opinioQ  haa  kft  to  the  panegyrist  of  your 
Jxirclship  a  verj'  Buperfluoiis  task.  I  elmlU  there- 
fore, he  ailent  on  the  subject,  and  merely  entreat 
your  indulgeoce  to  the  very  humble  tribute  of 
gratitude  which  I  have  here  the  honotir  to  pre- 
sent. 

I  am,  my  l^rd. 

With  every  feeling  of  attachment 
and  respect, 
Your  Lordship's  very  devoted  Servant, 

THOMAS  MOORE. 
97.  Bmrp  Street,  St.  Jttmn^M, 


PREFACE! 

Tbs  principal  poema  in  the  following  eotlectlou 
were  written  during  an  abience  of  fourteen  months 
iViom  Europe,  Though  curioifity  was  certainly  not 
the  motive  of  my  voyage  to  America,  yet  it  happened 
Umt  tbe  gratification  of  eariofiity  was  the  only  ad- 
vantage which  I  derived  from  it.  Finding  my^ 
aclf  in  the  country  of  a  new  pe4>pk\  whose  infancy 
had  promised  m  much,  and  whose  progress  to 
maturity  baa  been  an  ol^ect  of  sueb  interesting 
I  detemuDed  to  employ  the  short 


period  of  time,  which  my  plan  of  return  to 
Earope  afforded  me,  in  travelling  through  u  few 
of  the  States,  and  acquiring  some  knowledge  of 
the  inhabitants. 

The  impression  which  my  mind  received  from 
tbe  character  and  manners  of  these  republieuns, 
Miggested  the  Epistles  which  are  written  frum  the 
city  of  Washington  and  Lake  Erie.  <  How  far  I 
wat  right,  to  thus  assuming  the  tone  of  a  satiriGt 
agaimt  a  people  whom  I  viewed  but  as  a  stranger 
and  a  Tislter,  is  a  doubt  which  my  feelings  did 
not  allow  me  time  to  investigate.  Alt  I  presume 
to  answer  for  is  the  fidelity  of  the  picture  wliieb 
[  have  given ;  and  though  prudence  might  have 
dictated  gentler  languuge,  truth,  I  think,  would 
have  justified  severtT* 

]  went  to  America  with  prepocsesaiont  by  no 
means  unfavourable,  and  iindeed  rather  indulged 
in  many  of  those  illusive  ideas,  with  respect  to  the 
purity  of  the  gtivemment  and  the  primitive  happi* 
nes^  of  the  people,  which  I  had  early  imbibed  in 
my  native  country,  where,  ynfortunately,  discon- 
tent at  home  enhances  every  distant  temptation,  and 
the  western  world  has  long  been  looked  to  as  a  re- 
treat from  real  or  imaginary  oppression ;  as,  in 
short,  the  elysian  Atlantis,  where  persecuted  patriota 
might  find  their  visions  realised,  and  be  welcomed 
by  kindred  spirits  to  liberty  and  repose.  In  all 
tbeie  flattering  expectations  I  found  myself  com- 
pletely disappointed,  and  felt  inclined  to  say  to 
America,  aa  Horace  says  to  his  mistresf,  "  in- 
tentata  nites,"  Brissot,  in  the  preface  to  his  travels, 
observea,  that  "  freedom  in  that  country  is  carried 
to  so  high  a  degree  as  to  border  upon  a  state  of 
nature  ; '"  and  there  certainly  is  a  close  approx- 
imation to  savage  life,  not  only  in  the  lilH?r<y 
wliich  they  enjoy,  but  in  the  violence  of  parly 
spirit  and  of  private  animosity  which  results  from 
it.  This  illiberal  seal  itnbittcrs  all  social  inter- 
conrse ;  and,  though  I  scarcely  could  hesitate  in 
selecting  the  party,  whose  views  appeared  to  me 
the  more  pore  and  rational,  yet  1  was  sorry  to  ob- 


<  TliU  Vttimc^t  mB  «rell  s«  ttke  Dvdtealion  which  pf«c«dn  ft, 
mmrt  pnHlv<«i  or  itlnsUy  l«  tjM  nlsoaUsiMOQs  vctun*  «iiliti4«l 


"  OdM  and  Eplitlei,"  of  whfcli.  hitherto,  1 
to  tnjr  Amcrkaui  toiir  hmiti»  lbrm««t  «  p<irt. 
t  Bplitki  VI.  Vli.snd  Vtll. 
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•erve  that,  in  ■Meniiig  their  opimoDSv  they  both 
aamuam  an  eqnil  uhmre  of  intolonmcc  ;  the  Demo- 
erais,  eoiii]itent]7  with  their  principles,  exhlbi ting 
a  -mLgarity  of  nooooTp  which  the  Fedenliati  too 
ofieii  are  lo  Ibrgetful  of  their  cause  u  to  Imitale. 

The  rode  fiimiUarity  of  the  lower  orders*  sod 
rMtditeA  the  unpolished  state  of  society  in  general, 
wpiild  neither  surprise  nor  ditgust  if  they  nn^med 
t>  flow  fhiin  that  simplicity  of  character,  that 
honest  Ignorance  of  the  gloss  of  refinement  which 
any  be  looked  for  in  a  new  and  inexperienced 
people.  But,  when  we  find  them  arrived  at  nw 
tnrity  in  most  of  the  vices^  and  all  the  pride  of 
ciriliaatioa,  while  they  are  still  so  Ikr  removed 
from  ita  higher  and  better  characteristics,  it  is  ini- 
poaaible  not  to  feel  that  this  youthful  decay,  this 
erade  smticipation  of  the  oatural  period  of  comip- 
tkm,  mnat  repress  every  sanguine  hope  of  the  future 
energy  and  greatness  of  America. 

I  am  oooacioiis  that,  in  Tenturing  these  few 
I  have  said  just  enough  to  ofiTend,  and  by 
lent  to  convince  j  for  the  limits  of 
a  preAce  prerent  me  from  entering  into  a  justifica- 
tion of  my  opinions,  and  I  am  committed  on  the 
■ntjlect  ss  effectually  qb  if  I  had  written  yotumes 
m  their  defence.  My  reader,  however,  is  apprised 
of  the  very  cursory  obsen'ation  upon  which  these 
opinions  sre  founded,  and  can  easily  decide  for 
himself  upon  the  degree  of  attention  or  confidence 
which  they  merit. 

With  respect  to  ihe  poems  in  general,  which 
occupy  the  following  pages,  I  know  not  in  what 
manner  to  apologise  to  the  public  for  intruding  upon 
their  notice  such  a  mass  of  unconnected  trifles,  such 
jl  world  of  epicurean  atoms  as  I  have  here  brought  in 
eonfljct  together. '  To  say  that  I  have  been  tempted 
by  the  liberal  offers  of  my  bookseller,  is  an  excuse 
which  can  hope  for  but  little  indulgence  from  the 
critic  ;  yet  I  own  that,  without  this  seaBonahle  in- 
ducement, these  poems  very  possibly  would  never 
have  been  submitted  to  the  world.  The  glare  of 
publication  is  too  strong  for  soch  imperfect  pro- 
ductions :  they  should  be  shown  but  to  the  eye  of 
friendship,  in  that  dim  light  of  privacy  which  is  as 
fiivonnihlc  to  poetical  as  to  female  beauty,  and  serves 
■a  a  veil  for  faults,  while  it  enhances  every  charm 
which  it  displays.  Benides,  this  is  not  a  period  fi>r 
the  idle  occupations  of  poetry,  and  times  like  the 
present  require  talents  more  active  and  more  useful. 
Few  have  now  the  leisure  lo  road  mieh  trifles,  and  I 
most  sincerely  regret  thut  I  have  had  the  leisure 
10  write  them. 


*  Sm  (h*  foregOflnit  Kote.  p.  101. 

*  Pjftlwsoru  (  who  WM  iuppo»rtl  lo  hai'c  a  power  or  writ- 
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Sweet  Bloon  !  if^  like  Crotona*s  sage,  * 
By  any  spetl  my  hand  could  dare 

To  make  thy  disk  its  ample  page, 

And  write  my  thonghts,  my  wishes  there ; 

How  many  a  friend,  whose  careless  eye 

Now  wanders  o'er  that  starry  sky, 

Should  smile,  upon  thy  orb  to  meet 

The  recollection,  kind  and  sweet. 

The  rcTeries  of  fond  regret. 

The  prooiLse,  ntfver  to  forget, 

And  all  my  heart  and  soul  wotild  send 

To  many  a  dear- loT'd,  distant  friend. 

How  little,  when  we  parted  last, 
I  tliought  those  pleasant  times  were  past. 
For  ever  past,  when  brilliant  joy 
Was  all  my  vacant  beart*8  employ : 
When,  fresh  from  mirth  lo  mirth  again, 

We  thought  the  rapid  hours  too  few  j 
Our  only  use  fur  knowledge  then 

To  gather  bliss  from  all  we  knew. 
Delicious  days  of  whim  and  soul ! 

When,  mingling  lore  and  laugh  together, 
We  leaned  the  book  on  Fleasure'ii  Ik>wI, 

And  tum'd  the  leaf  with  Folly  s  feather. 
Little  I  thought  that  all  were  fled. 
That,  ere  thai  summer's  bloom  was  shed, 
My  eye  should  see  the  sail  unflirl'd 
That  wafls  me  to  the  western  world » 

Aad  yet,  'twas  time  ;  —  in  youth's  sweet  dtiys, 
To  cool  that  Beascm*s  glowing  rays. 
The  heart  awhile,  with  wanton  wing, 
May  dip  and  dive  in  PleQsure\s  spring  j 
liut,  if  it  wait  for  winter's  breeze, 
The  spring  will  eh  ill,  the  heart  will  freeze. 
And  then,  that  Hope,  that  fairy  Hope, — 

Dh !  she  awnk'd  such  htippy  dreams. 
And  gave  my  .^*ml  sm  h  tempting  wope 

For  all  its  dearest,  fondest  schemes, 
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Tlmt  not  Veromi*8  diild  of  soog, 

That,  ikr  beyond  the  western  sea 

^H 

When  Hying  from  tlie  Phrygian  shore. 

Is  one,  whose  heart  rcmcnxbers  thee. 

^B 

With  lighter  heart  coold  bouad  along, 

1 

Or  pant  to  be  u  wa«d*rer  more  ! ' 
Eveo  BOW  detnsive  hophe  will  steal 

' 

^H 

Amid  the  dark  regrets  I  feel. 

^1 

Soothing,  us  yonder  placid  beam 

STANZAa 

^H 

Porsues  the  mnrmnrera  of  the  deep, 

^H 

And  lights  them  with  consoling  gk-am, 

^H 

And  smile*  them  into  tranquil  sleep. 

H 

Oh  !  such  a  blessed  night  as  this. 

^H 

I  often  think,  if  friends  were  near, 

^1 

How  we  should  feel,  and  paze  with  hlisi 

A  BfiAM  of  tran<|uilUty  smiFd  in  the  west, 

^H 

Upon  the  moon-bright  scenery  here ! 

The  storms  of  the  morning  pursued  u«f  no  more ; 

^H 

The  sea  is  like  a  silverj  lake. 

And  the  wave,  while  it  welcomed  the  moment  of  rest. 

^H 

And,  o'er  it«  calm  the  vessel  glides 

Still  heav'd,  as  remembering  ills  that  were  o'er. 

^H 

Gently,  as  if  it  fear'd  to  wake 

^1 

The  slninher  of  the  silent  tides. 

Serenely  my  heart  took  the  hnc  of  the  hour, 

^1 

The  only  envioos  cloud  that  lowers 

Its  passions  were  sleeping,  were  mute  as  the  dead  j 

^1 

Hath  hnng  its  shade  on  Pieo*s  height,  * 

And  the  spirit   becalm'd   but  remembcr'd   their 

^H 

Where  dimly,  mid  the  dnsk,  he  towers, 

power. 

^H 

And  fCQwUng  at  this  heaven  of  light. 

As  the  billow  the  force  of  the  gale  that  was  fied. 

^H 

Exults  to  see  the  infant  storm 

H 

Cling  darkly  round  his  giant  form  1 

I  thought  of  those  days,  when  to  pleasure  tltme 
My  heart  ever  granted  a  wish  or  a  sigh  j 

^p 

Now,  could  I  rftnge  those  TerdanI  isles, 

When  the  saddest  emotion  my  bosom  had  known. 

^H 

InTif  tbie  at  this  soft  hour, 

Was  pity  for  those  who  were  wiser  than  L 

^H 

And  see  the  looks,  the  beaming  smilea. 

^1 

That  brighten  many  an  orange  bower  j 

I  reflected,  hnw  soon  in  the  cup  of  Bestre 

^H 

And  could  I  lift  each  pious  veil. 

The  pearl  of  the  soul  may  be  melted  away  i 

^1 

And  see  the  blushing  cheek  it  shades,  — 

How  quickly,  alas,  the  pure  sparkle  of  fire 

m 

^H 

Oh  !  I  should  have  full  many  a  Ude, 

We  inherit  from  hear'n,  may  be  qoeoch'd  in  the 

■ 

^1 

To  tell  of  young  Axorian  mwds.*                      ] 

clay  ; 

^H 

Yea,  Stmngfortl,  at  this  hoar,  perbapA, 

^H 

Some  lover  (not  too  idly  blest. 

And  I  pmy*d  of  that  Spirit  who  lighted  the  flame, 

^H 

Like  those,  who  in  their  ladies'  hkpa 

That  Pleasure  no  more  might  its  purity  dim ; 

^H 

May  cradle  CTery  wish  to  rest,) 

So  that,  sullied  but  little^  or  brightly  the  same. 

^H 

Warbles^  to  touch  hla  dear  one*s  Boal» 

I  might  give  back  Ibe   boon   I  had  borrow*d 

^H 

Those  tnadrigals,  of  breath  diTtoe. 

from  him. 

^H 

Which  Camoens'  harp  from  Rapture  stole 

^H 

And  gave,  all  glowing  warm,  to  thine.  < 

How  blest  was  the  thought !  it  appear'd  as  if  Hearen 

^1 

Oh  1  could  the  lover  learn  (rom  thee. 

Hod  already  an  opcn'mg  to  Paradise  shown  i 

^H 

And  breathe  them  with  thy  gracefbl  lone, 

As  if,  passion  all  chastened  and  error  forgiyen. 

^1 

8iich  sweet,  Iwguiling  minstrelsy 

My  heai-t  then  began  to  be  purely  its  own. 

^^1 

Would  make  the  coldest  nymph  his  own. 

^H 

f  took'd  to  the  west,  and  the  beautiful  sky, 

^H 

Bttt,  hark  !— the  boatswain^  pipings  tell 

Which  morning  had  clouded,  was  clouded  no 

^ 

^H 

*Tia  time  to  bid  my  drtom  farewell : 

more  t 

■ 

^H 

Eight  beUs:  —  the  middle  watch  U  set ; 

"  Oh  I  thu*,'*  1  exchiimed,  "may  a  hcayenly  eye 

^B 

^^ 

Good  night,  mj  Straogford ! — ne  er  forget 

**  Shed  light  on  the  soul  that  wis  darken*d  before,** 

^^H 

^^^^^^K 

OltHlliu:-> 

aa  th«  V99k  of  TwcrUlb, 

^B 

lam  IMl  «uidto  iMte  tlgMnni  1 

*  1  baltorv  H  U  Guthria  who  mtk  UmI  th«  Intubilanla  ol 
tli«Ator«saraiiraebiMldlel«dtos«llMitrT.    TUilanSHtff* 
tloo  In  nhkh  tfmn  GuttiH«  Mtmj  b«  «f«4ltfld. 

M 

«  A  wtT  high  mounula  on  Mtt  <»r  elm  Asorvt,  fnn  mhkh 

*  TlM^  li»andj  brlnnx  lo  tli«  FotlUliUHv 

m 

I 

J 

1 
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A  mother  saw  our  eyelida  elose. 

THE  FLYING  FISR « 

And  blesa'd  them  into  pure  repoae  { 
Then,  haply  if  a  week,  a  day, 

1 

Wbex  I  bare  seen  tby  s&ow -white  wing 

I  lingered  from  that  home  away, 

■ 

From  tb«  blue  wetc  il  evening  fpring* 

How  long  the  little  absence  aeem*d  I 

H 

And  show  thoM  scales  of  silvery  while. 

How  bright  the  look  of  weLeoroe  beamed. 

■ 

So  J^lv  to  the  eye  of  light. 

As  mute  yon  heard,  with  eager  smile. 

As  if  thy  frame  were  formed  to  rifc^ 

My  tales  of  all  thai  passed  the  while  I 

And  live  amid  the  glorious  akies  ; 

Oil  t  it  haa  made  me  proudly  feel. 

Yet  now,  my  Kate,  a  gloomy  sea 

How  like  thy  wing's  impatient  zeal 

Rolls  wide  between  that  home  and  me  ; 

Is  the  pare  soul^  tluit  rot*  not,  pent 

The  moon  may  thrice  be  bom  and  die, 

Within  this  world*s  gross  element. 

Ere  ev'n  that  seal  can  reach  mine  eye, 

Bui  lakes  the  w'mg  that  God  has  given, 
And  rises  into  light  and  heaven ! 

Which  used  so  oft,  so  quick  to  come. 

Sdll  breathing  all  the  breath  of  home, ^— 

As  it  still  fresh,  the  cordial  air 

Bat,  when  I  see  that  wing*  so  bright. 

From  lips  bi»lov'd  were  lingering  there. 

Grow  languid  with  a  moment's  flight. 

But  now»  alo4,^far  d Liferent  fate  ! 

Attempt  the  paths  of  air  in  vain. 

It  comes  o'er  ocean,  slow  and  liiie. 

And  tink  into  the  waves  again  ; 

When  the  dear  hand  that  GlFd  its  fold 

Alii !  the  flattering  pride  is  o'er ; 

With  words  of  sweetness  may  lie  cold. 

Like  thee,  awhile,  the  eoiil  may  soar, 

Bat  erring  man  must  blush  to  think. 

But  hence  that  gloomy  thought !  at  last. 

Kike  thee,  again  the  soul  may  sink. 

Beloved  Kate,  the  waves  are  past ; 
I  tread  on  earth  aeetirely  now. 

Oh  Virtne !  when  thy  clime  I  seek, 

I-et  not  my  spirit's  flight  be  weak  : 

Than  could  a  Claude's  divinest  dyes. 
At  length  I  touch  the  happy  sphere 

Let  me  not,  like  thiJ  feeble  ihlng. 

With  bpioe  still  dropping  from  its  wing. 

Just  sparkle  in  the  solar  glow 

To  liberty  and  virtue  dear. 

And  plunge  again  to  depths  below  ; 

Where  man  looks  up,  and,  proud  to  clsim 

Bat,  when  I  leave  the  grosser  throng 

His  rank  within  the  social  frame, 

With  whom  my  soul  bath  dwelt  so  long, 

Sees  a  grand  system  round  bim  roll. 

Let  me,  in  that  aspiring  day, 

Himself  ita  centre,  sun,  and  soul ! 

Caat  every  lingering  stain  away, 

Far  from  the  shocks  of  Europe- — for 

And,  panting  for  thy  pnrer  air,                         ' 

From  every  wild,  elliptic  star 

Fly  up  at  once  and  &x  me  there. 

That,  shoolmg  with  a  devious  fire, 
Kindled  by  heaven's  avenging  ire. 

So  oft  bath  iuto  chaos  bur  I'd 

TO 

The  systems  of  the  ancient  world. 

MISS  MOORE. 

The  warrior  here,  in  arms  no  more. 
Thinks  of  the  toil,  the  conflict  oer, 

In  days,  my  Kate,  when  life  wa«  new, 

And  glorying  in  the  freedom  won 

When,  lull'd  with  innocence  and  you. 

For  hearth  and  shriue,  for  sire  and  son, 

1  beard,  in  home's  beloved  shade. 

Smiles  on  the  dnsky  webs  that  bidt! 

The  din  the  world  at  distance  made ; 

His  sleeping  sword's  rememberM  pride. 

When,  every  night  my  weary  bead 

l>iniile  Peace,  with  sunny  cheeks  of  toil. 

Sunk  on  iti  own  unthoined  bed. 

Walks  o'er  the  free,  unlorded  soil. 

And,  mild  aa  evening's  matron  faoar. 

Effacing  with  her  splendid  share 

Looks  on  the  fkintly  shutting  flower, 

The  drops  that  war  bad  sprinkled  there. 

I  U  U  tbe  opinion  of  9t.  Anttfn  upon  Geoeii«,  and  1  be- 

t«n wiT«t*trM  Wit  rm  tismrm.     With  thia  ih  ought  la  mit 

lief*  of  Ptiarlj  aU  the  Father*,  that  bird«,  Ulte  Aib.  wi>ra  orl- 

mlDdi.  whrn  wi'  firit  lee  tb*  Flylnjt-FlAh^  we  could  «linn«t 

gia^lf  pruducca  from  the  wnten  t  la  defence  of  nrhtch  idea 

fanry.  that  we  are  pretcDt  at  the  momrtit  or  creallon,  and 

thef  have  coUected  ereiy  runclful  clrcamitance  which  cwi 

wltiie*t  ihc  htfth  of  the  Urit  bird  from  the  waret. 

tend  to  piroitK  m  Uodred  slinllltude  betwoen  them  t  ruyyttum^ 

1 

k 

J 
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Thrice  bappy  land  I  where  lie  who  ftie« 

From  the  dark  ills  of  other  Bkie«, 

From  scorn*  or  want**  imiierving  woes, 

Miiy  shelttT  him  in  proud  repoce  : 

Hope  singa  ulong  the  yellow  sand 

His  welcome  (o  a  patriot  land  j 

The  mighty  wood,  with  pomp,  receives 

Tbe  stranger  in  its  world  of  leave«t 

Which  soon  ihtir  harrcn  glorj'  yield 

To  the  warm  §hed  and  cullar'd  field ; 

And  he,  who  came,  of  all  bereft. 

To  whom  malignant  fxite  had  left 

Nor  home  nor  friend*  nor  ©onntry  dear, 

Finds  home  and  friends  *nd  country  here. 

Such  is  the  picture,  wannly  such. 
That  Fancy  long,  with  ^orid  touch. 
Hud  painted  to  my  sanguine  eye 
Of  man  s  new  wt»rld  of  liberty. 
Oh  I  ask  me  not,  if  Truth  have  yet 
Her  seal  on  Fancy's  proroise  set ; 
If  ev*n  a  glimpw?  my  cyea  behold 
Of  tliat  imugin'd  age  of  gold  j  — 
Alas,  not  yet  one  gleaming  traee  ! ' 
Never  did  youtK  "vfhty  lov*d  a  face 
As  (ikctcli'd  by  some  fond  pencirs  skill, 
And  made  by  fancy  lovelier  still, 
Shrink  back  with  more  of  sad  surprise* 
When  the  live  model  met  hi»  eyes. 
Than  I  have  felt,  in  sorrow  felt. 
To  find  a  dream  on  which  I've  dwelt 
From  boyhoiHl*s  liour,  thuB  fade  and  fl*x» 
At  touch  of  stem  reality  1 

Hut,  courage,  yct»  roy  wavering  heart  f 
Htatne  not  the  temple's  meanest  pari,  * 
Till  thou  hast  trac'd  the  fahric  o*er  :  — 
As  yet,  we  have  beheld  no  more 
Than  just  the  porch  to  Freedom's  fane  i 
And,  though  a  sable  spot  may  stain 
The  vestibule,  Ui*  wrong,  X\s  sin 
To  doubt  the  godheiwl  reigns  within  I 
Bo  here  I  pa\ise  — and  now.  my  Kate, 
To  you,  and  those  dear  friends,  whose  fate 
Touflies  more  near  thi«  home-sick  soul 
ThAO  all  the  Powers  from  |Kjle  to  pole, 
One  word  at  parting  —  in  the  tone 
Mort  sweet  to  you,  imd  most  my  own. 

»  SiwU  MimAiilie  worki  m  "  The  American  FamiePi  Lct- 
ir«,"  «iim1  U»^  *eeuuiit  of  Kratucky  by  Imlaj,  wouLl  Mdue* 
ui  Into  •  lHi*Ucf,  lyiai  lnat>C4<t)c«>,  pc«c^.  nfitl  rr«M«d(ifQ  lud  de> 
»rUt>4  tlu"  re»l  af  tbe  worl4  for  Marrha'j  Vlurjr«rd  end  tbf» 
btnlis  at  iIm  Ohio,  'Dtf  Frenrh  trjAvlleri,  too.  almoit  all 
I^Wi  f«f nldtiofMrjr  mottrii*^  hjirp  rnntrlbtacdi  their  ftiAre  to 
l^dJUkiAkm  of  thii  |l«tt#rlng  miicooci^piloD.  A  viiU  to  tl)« 
rt/Ufrtrr  Is,  l»owvT#r,  <iiiilti»  iwAetaot  to  eofrwt  ctea  the  moftt 
•iil|i»iiil4Atk  t>r»poue«*lo«. 


The  simple  strain  I  aend  you  here,  ^ 
Wild  though  it  be,  would  cbunn  your  ear. 
Did  you  but  know  tbe  trauet  of  thought 
In  which  my  mind  its  numbers  caiUght. 
*Twas  one  of  those  half-waking  dreams, 
That  haunt  me  oft,  when  music  seems 
To  bear  my  soul  in  soaud  along. 
And  turn  its  feelings  all  to  song, 
I  thought  of  home,  the  according  by« 
Came  full  of  dreams  of  other  days  ; 
Freshly  in  each  succeeding  note 
I  found  some  young  remembrance  float. 
Till  following,  as  a  clue,  thai  strain, 
I  wauder'd  back  to  home  again. 

Oh  t  love  the  song,  and  let  it  oft 
Live  on  your  lip,  in  accents  soft. 
Say  that  it  tells  you,  limply  well. 
All  I  have  bid  it»wild  notes  tell, — 
Of  Memory  H  dream,  of  thoughts  that  yet 
Glow  with  the  light  of  joy  that's  set, 
And  all  the  fond  heart  keeps  in  store 
Of  friends  and  scenes  beheld  do  more* 
And  now,  adieu  I  —  this  artless  air, 
With  a  few  rhymes,  in  transcript  fair. 
Are  all  tbe  gift*  I  yet  can  boast 
To  send  yoti  from  Columbia  a  coast ; 
Btit  when  the  sun,  with  warmer  smile. 
Shall  light  me  to  my  destin'd  isle,* 
You  shall  have  many  a  cowslip- bell. 
Where  Ariel  slept,  and  many  a  shell. 
In  which  that  gentle  spirit  drew 
From  hoaey  flowers  the  morning  dew. 


A  BALLAD. 
run  LAKE  OF  THE  I>1SMAL  SWAMP, 

WRITTIW   AT  ttOWOtm,    tH   %IllCt<vU, 

"  TbcT  l«ll  of  «  TOitnf  mui,  who  loit  hU  mind  upon  thfl 
dMth  of  A  (tirl  h«  lovod,  and  who,  iiicldeiilj  tUjapiiearlDg  Trtym 
his  frlf^wli,  wtu  neter  nflefwJirdi  hrard  of.  A»  he  bftd  ft»- 
qijoDtij  ukl.  In  hit  niirinirt.  that  ihi-  girl  wu  not  dcvd,  but 
fffifie  lo  the  DivniAl  Sw^mp,  It  U  •upFK>t«d  he  bad  wnndered 
Into  that  dretfjr  wUdomBu,  ami  had  died  of  hunger,  or  been 
loft  in  Mine  of  it»  draadfUl  morjKK-t,"  —  Anoit. 

'*  L«  Pofak  a  MA  moutres  comine  la,  luioro.'*  —  D^Ai^ctf  • 

WIUIT. 

"  They  made  her  a  grave,  too  cold  and  damp 
**  For  a  soul  to  warm  and  trues 

*  Norfolk,  It  must  be  oviifid,  pr«««9kt4  an  cnifATOurmtiln 
•ft«diDeci  of  Anorka.  The  charftctrh^tlct  of  Vlrirh>la  In 
gca«nU  arv  not  lucti  u  can  drllfbt  rillief  the  jDolUklan  or 
Ibo'  RKirAKat.  and  ui  Korfuli  thof  mn^  rihlbited  in  tli^ir  U'ttiti 
Hittnictlvit  form.  At  tbe  ttmr  wben  wo  arrlvnl  thr  yclltiv 
f«rer  h«d  tint  yet  dlispptiiir»d,  and  evety  <xlnur  that  uiiLUed 
U4  In  the  itrecU  voly  itroQgly  aecOfUnt«d  for  Iti  riiUatioa, 

*  A  tridUig  altonipt  at  tauifcal  compotltloD  acrooip4»lRl 
tliU  Bplitl«.  *  Bermuda, 
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**  AmdAei*mgooetoiheLmke  of  the  Dmaal  Swamps  ^ 

*  Wkere,  all  oiglit  kmg,  bj  a  fire-fly  kmp, 
**  She  pmrfrilf*  her  vlute  canoe. 

*  And  her  fire-dr  Unip  I  toon  dull  fee, 
**  And  licr  paddle  I  soon  Aball  hear ; 

*  Vem^  mod  loving  oar  Uie  shall  be, 

*  Aad  rU  hide  the  maid  m  a  cypreaa  tree, 
*  Wben  the  lbo«fltep  of  death  ja  near.* 

Ava^  to  Ike  Dimal  Swamp  he  s|ieeda — 

Hta  pmh  ww  ragged  atul  tore, 
TWooglh  tangled  juniper,  beda  of  reeda, 
Tfafongti  many  a  fen,  vhere  the  ferpent  feeds. 

And  xnnn  never  trod  before. 


Amd,  when  cm  the  earth  he  sunk  to  sleep, 

If  almaher  his  eyelids  knev^ 
Bm  lay,  where  th«  deadly  vine  doth  weep 
Ha  venmBOQa  tear  and  nightly  steep 

Tli«  flesh  with  blistering  dew  ! 

Aad  near  him  the  she* wolf  stirr'd  the  brake, 
And  the  eopper-snake  breath'd  m  his  ear. 
Till  he  starting  cried,  from  his  dream  awake^ 
*^  Oh  !  when  shall  I  see  the  dosky  Lake, 
^  And  the  white  canoe  of  my  dear  ?  " 

He  saw  the  Lake,  and  a  meteor  bright 

Qnick  over  its  surface  play*d  — 
•»  Welcome^**  he  said,  **  my  dear  one's  light ! " 
And  the  dim  shore  echoed,  for  many  a  night. 

The  name  of  the  death-cold  maid. 

Till  be  hoUow'd  a  boat  of  the  birchen  bark. 

Which  carried  him  off  from  shore  ; 
Tmt,  far  he  followed  the  meteor  spark, 
The  wind  was  high  and  the  clouds  were  dark. 
And  the  boat  retum'd  no  more. 

But  olt,  from  the  Indian  hunter's  camp, 

This  lover  and  maid  so  true 
Are  seen  at  the  hour  of  midnight  damp 
To  eroas  the  Lake  by  a  fire-tly  lamp, 

And  paddle  their  white  canoe  I 


«  Tb«  Onat  DiimAl  Swunp  ii  ten  or  twelve  mi1«f  dfiUnt 
iNnii  Kof^k,  «nd  the  L«k«  lo  the  mkldlc  of  It  Ubout  tcTeo 
Bili^r*  l4fDg)  fs  cftll«0  DmmmoTKl'i  PcmmI. 

•  L^dj^  Dciat>8«lK  I  had  rraion  to  lappoM*,  wac  at  thl*  tirae 
imi  In  9«itMrl«id»  whcrv  thv  wcU>kno«rii  pi>wef*  of  her 
|p«rtl  nrail  haw  !»«»  fr«iu«TitIy  AWAV^nvd. 

I  of  WillhuB  Tell  on  die  L«ke  of  Ltic«me. 


TO  TKB 
MABCH10NE8S  DOWAGEE  OF  t>OKEOALL. 

raOM  BSKHrrDii,  J4!tU4aT,  IKM, 

LAi>ir  I  where'er  you  roam,  whatever  land 
Woa«  the  bright  touches  of  that  artist  hand  i 
>^liether  yon  sketch  the  valley's  golden  mmdBt 
Where  masy  Linth  his  lingering  enrrent  leads  }> 
Enamoar'd  catch  the  mellow  hnes  that  sleep, 
At  eve,  on  Melllerie's  immortal  steep ; 
Or  musing  o'er  the  Lake,  at  day's  decline, 
Mark  the  last  shadow  on  that  holy  shrine, ' 
Where,  many  a  night,  the  shade  of  Tell  complains 
Of  Gallia's  triumph  and  Helvetia's  chains ; 
Oh  !  lay  the  pencil  for  a  moment  by, 
Turn  from  the  canvass  that  creative  eye. 
And  let  its  splendonr,  like  the  morning  ray 
Upon  a  shephf!rd*s  harp,  illume  my  lay. 

Yet,  Lady,  no — for  song  so  rude  as  mine. 
Chase  not  the  wonders  of  your  art  divine  j 
Still,  radiant  eye^  upon  the  canvass  dwell ; 
Still,  magic  finger,  weave  your  potent  spell ; 
And,  while  I  sing  the  animated  smiles 
Of  fairy  nature  in  these  sun-bcjm  isles, 
Oh,  might  the  song  awake  some  bright  design. 
Inspire  a  touch,  or  prompt  one  happy  line, 
Proud  were  my  soul,  to  see  its  huinbl*^  thought 
Ou  paintiiig*s  mirror  so  divinely  caught  i 
IVbile  wondering  Genius,  as  he  lean'd  to  trace 
The  faint  conception  kindling  into  grace. 
Might  love  my  numbers  for  the  spark  they  threw. 
And  bless  the  by  that  lent  a  charm  to  you. 

Say,  have  you  ne'er,  in  nightly  vision,  stray 'd 
To  those  pure  isles  of  ever-blooming  shade, 
WTiIch  bards  of  old,  with  kindly  fancy,  plac'd 
For  happy  spirits  in  th'  Atlantic  waste  ? "» 
There  listening,  while,  from  earth,  each  breeze 

that  came 
Brought  echoes  of  their  own  tmdying  fame, 
[a  eloquence  of  eye,  and  dreams  of  song, 
They    charm'd    their    lapse  of  nightless   hours 

along:  — 
Nor  yet  in  song,  that  mortal  ear  might  suit. 
For  every  spipit  was  itself  a  lute, 
Where  Virtue  wakeu'd,  with  elysian  breeze. 
Pure  tones  of  thought  and  mental  harmonies. 


*  M.  GebcUn  taji.  In  hii  Monde  Primit(f,  **  Lor»quii  $tm> 
bon  crCtt  que  lei  axkcient  th'tologleoj  et  poetps  pk^folr'^nt  l«i 
cliampi  Bfievt  daat  lei  litei  de  TQcCJUi  Atlaatique,.  11  D^n- 
ieudit  rleu  &  k'ur  doctrtne/'  M*  GeLwUn't  auppotJUun,  1 
hare  no  tfuubu  i*  ttae  more  correct ;  but  that,  of  Slmbo  It^  In 
the  preienC  lufttfttice,  tnott  tu  my  purpoie. 
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Beiiere  me.  Lady,  when  tbe  zephyrs  bland 
FUaated  our  bark  to  this  eachanted  land,— 
These  loafy  isles  upon  the  ocean  thrown, 
Liki*  studs  of  emerald  o'er  a  silver  zone, — 
Not  ull  the  chanii,  thiit  ethnio  fancy  gave 
To  blessed  arbours  o'er  the  wefteru  wave, 
Conid  wake  a  dream,  more  soolhing  or  sublime. 
Of  howerg  etherciil,  and  Ihe  Spirit'a  clime. 

Bright  roee  the  morning,  every  wave  wjw  itill. 
When  the  first  perfume  of  a  cedar  hill 
SwiMMly  awak*d  ns,  and,  with  smiling  charms. 
The  fairy  harbour  woo'd  us  to  its  annsJ 
Gently  we  stole,  before  the  wbisp'ring  wind, 
Through  plainlain  shadeft,  that  round,  like  awnings, 

twin'd 
And  kiss'd  on  either  side  the  wanton  fi&ils, 
Breathing  our  welcome  to  these  vernal  vale*  i 
While,  ikr  reflected  o'er  the  wave  sereiu^ 
Eijcih  wooded  island  shed  so  sofi  a  green 
That  the  enamoui'd  Leel,  with  whisp'rlng  ptay^ 
Through  liquid  herbage  seem'd  to  steal  Ha  way. 

Never  did  weary  bark  more  gladly  glide, 
Or  rest  it«  anchor  in  a  lovelier  tide  1 
Alon^  the  niargto,  many  a  ahiomg  dotne, 
Wliite  na  the  palace  of  a  l^pland  gnome, 
BrigbteD*d  the  wave  ;  —  in  every  myrtle  grove 
Secluded  bashful,  like  a  shrine  of  love. 
Some  eMo  mansion  sparkled  through  (he  shade  i 
And,  while  the  foliage  interpofiing  play'd. 
Lending  the  scene  an  ever-ehangiiig  grace. 
Fancy  would  love,  in  glimpses  vague,  to  truce 
The  flowery  capital,  the  shiifl^  the  pArch,^ 
And  dream  of  teuiplof,  till  her  kindltng  torch 
Lighted  me  back  to  all  the  glorious  days 
Of  Attic  genius  5  and  I  ecem*d  to  gaze 
Oh  marble,  from  the  rich  Penielic  mount. 
Gracing  the  umbrage  of  some  Naiad's  fuunt. 

Then  thnti(^ht  I,  to<i,  of  thee,  most  sweet  of  all 
The  spirit  race  that  come  al  poet's  call, 

I  KuihIiiK  C4n  be  more  roni«ntic  than  tlirlitUe  h«rb(Hir  of 
Be  GtorieV  Tbw  immb«r  of  tK-aiuKul  Uleti,  the  ttngulor 
ckanwsi  of  the  wtktvr.  And  thn  KUtinated  t>taf  of  the  graceful 
lUlUi  boaU.cbiUng  for  rvcr  bvtwwn  theliUnilt^and  •r«nilDf 
to  Mil  rn>m  ono  cptUr-gruvo  Into  uioth«r,  formed  altofi!!ib«r 
at  UmtljT  a  niiiilatur«  of  aaturc'i  beautief  m  can  well  be 

*  Thlt  It  «n  ftlliulnra  whtcb,  to  tho  few  who  nre  r«i»ciru] 
I  to  Indulf*  to  ll«  rrnd4^rB  the  cceucry  at  Dnrtnuda  p&r- 
Heutsrty  lnt«>r4>*llnf.  Id  thtr  short  but  bcdiitiriU  tnUight  of 
tbvlr  •prlnjK  frvi>nlnf  ■.  tlw  wtiltQ  cotla«««^  tciitt«red  otrer  the 
Ut«nd«,  wnd  Ind  |*4Hlallf  iMffi  CHrouffh  tha  trt«  tJi»t  lur- 
round  thetn,  «««utna  o*lon  tli«  appearance  of  UttJ©  Grecian 
l«Ri|»1e«  1  Ami  a  v\r\A  Iwicy  m«f  nnb^^Uith  the  poof  fiiJirr- 
ntaii*!  hut  wltH  CTi4tjn»oa  tuth  u  thu  pencil  of  a  CUude  tudghi 
'"  "■*  f  '  ..T  o(t«  UnauTlte  objiwt  of  tblc  kind  In  my  walks, 
[>U4tkt7  of  it!  owi»er  robb«d  rat  of ,  bf  aiktirf 
")      Ho  «aa  a  pUUn  food  man,  and  licdviid  m* 


Delicate  Ariel  I  who,  in  hrighlcr  boura^ 
Liv'd  on  the  perfume  of  tbc»e  honied  bowcra. 
In  veWct  budft,  at  evening,  lov'd  to  lie, 
And  win  with  music  every  rose's  iigh. 
Though  wc^k  the  magic  of  my  humble  strain 
To  charm  your  spirit  from  its  orb  again. 
Yet,  oh,  for  her*  beneath  whose  smile  I  sing. 
For  her  (whose  pencil,  if  your  raitibow  wing 
Were  dimm'd  or  nilBud  by  a  wintry  fiky. 
Could  smooth  its  feather  and  relume  ila  dye,) 
Desoeud  a  moment  from  your  starry  Rphere, 
And,  if  the  lime -tree  grove  that  onee  was  dear. 
The  sunny  wave,  the  bower,  the  breezy  hill, 
The  sparkling  grotto  can  delight  you  siiH. 
Oh  cull  their  choicest  tints,  their  softest  light* 
Weave  all  these  spells  into  one  dream  of  nighty 
And,  while  the  lovely  nrti«t  slumbering  lies. 
Shed  the  warm  picture  o'er  her  mental  eyes  ; 
Take  for  the  task  her  own  creative  spells. 
And  brightly  show  what  song  but  faintly  tella. 


GEORGE    MORGAN,    ESQ. 

or  ftonrOLK,  VlMOUttA.' 
FROBI  BEftHirDA,  JAKUABT,  1804. 

Calumacr.  ^immi  Al  l>fi.  t.  II. 

Oh.  what  a  sea  of  storm  weVe  pass'd  J  — 
High  mountain  waves  and  foamy  showers, 

And  battling  winds  whose  savage  blast 
But  ill  agrees  with  one  whose  hours 
Have  pa/is'd  In  old  Anacreon's  bowers. 

Yet  think  not  poesy's  bright  charm 

Forsook  me  in  this  rude  alarm  ;  *  — 

wfll  And  wnrtnlf,  but  I  eouUl  n«ver  turn  bit  ho-am  Into  a 
Greriatt  temple  agiiin. 

^  TUifl  gcnttpiiiitn  ti  stlaclied  to  iKo  Dritlth  coniulato  at 
Norfitlk.  HI*  tiiteofct  art  worthy  of  a  much  higher  fjihrrr; 
but  the  excellent  dlipoiltldfia  of  the  fiimUjr  with  whom  he 
rnttdet,  and  Che  cordial  repote  he  cnjiojri  amongtt  tone  of  the 
kindeal  he«rti  In  the  world,  thouJd  be  almoft  enouffb  toatooa 
to  him  for  the  worct  CJtprtcei  of  fortutM.  Tlie  coii*ul  him- 
telf,  ColoDet  tiamllton,  ii  ODe  among  the  very  fiiw  trutacioc* 
of  a  man,  anlt-ntijr  loyal  to  hli  klof ,  and  jet  tMloved  bj  the 
Amerlciuii.  Hb  houJM*  ■■  the  very  Uiaplo  of  hoipJCalltj,  ai>d 
I  lincert-ly  pitf  the  heart  of  that  ttranier  who,  warm  from 
the  welcome  of  *iieh  a  board,  could  ilt  down  to  write  a  libel  on 
hU  hoft.  In  the  true  ipirit  of  a  mo>lem  pbilo»ophUt«  Bee  th* 
TniveU  ol  the  Duke  de  1a  KouchtfoueatUt  LUttcourt,  eoL  li 

*  We  were  teven  day*  an  our  pcuMge  from  Norfolk  to 
Bermuda,  during  three  of  wbkh  we  weft  furoeii  to  Ujtu  In 
a  gale  of  wind.    Tlw  Drii«r  iloop  of  war,  In  whkh  I  went. 
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Wheo  eloi»  tihej  rcerd  tht  timid  t&il, 

Wlicft,  every  plank  compblnisg  loud. 
We  Ubour'd  in  the  midnight  gile. 

And  ev'n  out  htughty  main-mast  bow'd, 
Even  th«n,  in  that  imkyrely  hoar, 
Tbc  Mn«e  still  brought  her  loothing  power, 
And,  nudst  the  war  of  wares  and  wind, 
la  BOOf^f  Elysium  Iapp*d  my  mind. 
Kaj,  when  DO  numbers  of  my  own 
Kcspondi'd  to  her  wakening  tone, 
9fte  op«ii'd,  with  her  golden  key, 

The  caaket  where  my  memory  lays, 
Tliote  guns  of  daanc  poeiy. 

Which  time  hat  saT*d  from  ancient  dayfi. 

Take  oae  of  these,  to  Lain  «ttng»  — 
I  WTQCe  it  while  my  hammock  swung, 
Aa  o«ie  might  write  a  dissertation 
Vpaa  **  Suspended  Animatioa  i  ** 

Sweet »  IS  your  kiss,  my  Lais  dear, 
But*  with  that  kiss  I  feel  a  tear 
Qxuh  from  your  eyelids,  such  as  start 
Wbt3i  tho«e  whoVe  dearly  lov*d  rauft  port 
Ssdly  yott  lean  your  head  to  mine. 
And  mute  those  arms  around  oie  twine, 
Yoor  hair  adown  my  bosom  spread, 
All  glittering  with  the  tears  you  shed. 
In  rain  IVe  kiss'd  those  lids  of  snow, 
For  still,  like  ceaseless  founts  they  ^ow. 
Bathing  our  cheeks,  whene'er  they  meeL 
Why  is  it  thus  ?  do,  tell  roe^  sweet  I 
Ah,  Lais !  are  my  bodinga  right  ? 
Am  1  to  lose  yoa  ?  is  to-night 
Otir  last  - — -  go,  false  to  heaven  and  me  1 
Your  rery  tears  are  treachery. 


Socn,  while  in  air  I  fluating  hung, 
Such  was  the  strain*  Morgasite  mio  1 

I  ImhU  at  Bemuda  of  c«d«-,  and  1$  acoountsd  so  excellent 
She  WW  then  cooiroaodod  bf  mj  ^ery  raucb  ro* 
I  JMcvd  Cjipt^n  Coiaptoo,  wlia  to  Julj  Ijut  wu  Itlllt-d 
1  lite  Lilly  In  an  actioo  mVth  a  French,  priTnti^r,  Pooi 
Ocnaptnn  t  he  firU  a  rtctim  to  tb«  iiratige  limpoHcy  nt  allowf  ng 
•ack  a  mlMn^e  thio;  u  the  Lbllf  to  remain  In  the  kervke  i; 
•o  MiMli,  craolt,  and  unmanagfrab]'^,  that  a  wcU-maEUud 
tncrchaiitmaii  wia  at  anjr  tltnvi  a  match  for  her. 

'  Ttiii  epigram  U  by  Faiil  the  SiltrnUiury,  and  may  he  round 
la  tli«  Anatecta  of  Branck,  vot.  iii.  p.  72.  Aa  the  reading 
tlferrc  Is  «ofi)«wbat  dUAirent  (torn  what  \  have  fallowed  In  thU 
Irantlaiion,  I  «ball  give  H  mm  I  hod  ft  In  my  memory  al  fhi: 
Uiii«,  and  «•  U  it  la  Helnalua,  who,  1  believe,^  firft  produced 
the  epfi^rain.    Mee  hii  Poenwta. 

Hg^^itturtn  )aa|0  j^llic  /SMfof**. 


The  muae  and  \  together  sung. 

With  Boreaa  to  make  ont  the  triow 
Bot,  bless  the  little  feiry  iaie  1 

How  sweetly  after  all  onr  ilia* 
We  saw  the  snnny  morning  smile 
Serenely  o'er  its  flagrant  hills  j 
And  felt  the  purc^  delicious  flow 
Of  airs,  that  round  this  Eden  blow 
Freshly  as  ev*n  the  gales  that  come 
O'er  our  own  healthy  hills  at  home. 

Contd  yon  but  view  the  scenery  fair. 

That  now  beneath  my  wmdow  lies, 
You'd  think,  that  nature  laviah'd  there 

Her  purest  ware,  her  softest  skies, 
To  make  a  hearen  for  love  lo  sigh  in, 
For  bards  to  live  and  saJBts  to  die  in. 
Clo«e  to  my  wooded  bank  below, 

In  glossy  calm  the  waters  sleep, 
And  lo  the  sunbeam  proudly  show 

The  coral  rocks  they  love  to  steep.,'' 
The  fainting  breeze  of  morning  ^Li; 

The  drowsy  boat  moves  slowly  past. 
And  I  can  almost  touch  it^  sails 

As  Wise  tliey  flap  around  the  mast 
The  noontide  sun  a  splendour  potirs 
That  lights  up  oil  these  leafy  shores  ; 
While  his  own  hcav'n,  its  clouds  and  beams. 

So  pictnr'd  iu  the  waters  tie, 
Thiit  each  small  bark,  in  passing,  seems 

To  float  along  a  burning  sky. 

Oh  for  the  pinnace  lent  to  thee,' 

Blest  dreamer,  who,  in  visioo  bright. 
Didst  sail  o'er  heaven's  solar  sea 

And  touch  at  alt  its  isles  of  light 
Sweet  Venus,  what  a  clime  Ue  found 
Within  thy  orb's  ambrosial  romrd  !  *  — 
There  spring  the  breezes,  rich  and  wami, 
That  sigh  around  thy  Ycspcr  car  \ 

Eii^i  I'  «»i4{«^«^,  Tit«r  m/t^mm.  IsaftNi  AwCiff  I 

»  The  wat«f  ii  io  clcatT  around  the  klamd,  that  the  rocki 
are  teen  bene3.tb  to  a  very  great  di^pth  \  and,  ai  we  cmtered 
the  harbour,^  ihey  appe-arcd  to  u»  ko  near  thi*  tuffaco  that  it 
icemed  ln)pos»IUIe  we  ihould  nut  •Irlk"  ou  them.  There  \% 
Qo  neccj«lty,  of  ixiiiri&,  fuf  heaving  the  lead  ;  and  thL-  npgru 
pilot,  looking  dowa  at  the  roclu  ftom  tho  bow  of  Ute  ih^lp, 
take«  her  through  LhU  difficult  luvlgntlan,  with  a  ikkll  luid 
cmifldence  which  teem  to  aitmnUh  iKtme  of  the  <>lldeit  iollart. 

'  In  Klrcher'i  "  Ecstatic  Journey  to  Ucatcu,"  €oimliil, 
thi*  genlui  or  the  vorld,  Rivei  Theodldnrttin  a  boat  df  aibcAto*. 
with  which  he  emlMiTlu  inen  the  regloot  of  the  tun.  *'  Vidci 
Ciaji  Cosmiel)  hanc  afbcttlnam  nafkulam  cQiinnioditati  tun 
pneparatam."— //fVrar.  !.  Dial.  I.  cap.  5,  Thii  work  of 
Klrehef  ahoundi  with  frtrsinge  f.iiidei. 

«  When  the  Cciilui  of  the  world  and  hU  fellow-trsvellrr 
«trrlY0  at  the  plLvnet  Venus,  ihcy  lind  ati  lilitnd  or  lorcltnesa, 
full  of  odouTB  aiid  li^t-rlLlgencen,  wbi^re  angel*  preside,  who 
■b«d  the  coiTuttle  Lnaucoce  of  thii  pUnet  ofer  Ibo  earth  j 
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And  angels  dwrdl,  so  pure  of  ftinn 

'Tis  irne,  it  talks  of  danger  oigh, 

Thttt  each  appears  a  liviDg  star* ' 

Of  sluinb'ring  with  the  dead  to-morrow 

These  are  the  sprites,  celestial  queen  1 

In  the  cold  deep, 

Thou  sendest  nightly  to  the  hed 

WTiere  pleasure*s  throb  or  tears  of  sorrow 

Of  hep  I  love,  with  touch  unseen 

No  more  shall  wake  the  heart  or  eye, 

Thy  pliiuet^ii  bright'niug  tints  to  shed; 

But  all  must  sleep. 

To  lend  that  eye  a  light  still  clearer, 

To  give  that  cheek  one  rose-blash  more, 

Well  I — there  are  some^  thou  stormy  be<i. 

And  hid  that  hhishing  lip  he  dearen 

To  whom  thy  sleep  would  be  a  treasure  j 

Which  had  been  all  too  dear  before. 

Ob  I  most  to  him. 

Whose  lip  hath  drain'd  life's  eup  of  pleasure. 

But,  whither  means  the  muse  to  roam  ? 

Nor  left  one  honey  drop  to  shed 

*Ti3  lime  to  call  the  wimdVer  home. 

1               Round  norrow'fl  brim. 

Who  could  have  thought  tlie  nymph  would  perch  her 

Tp  in  the  clouds  with  Father  Kircher  ? 

Yes — he  can  smile  serene  at  death  : 

So,  health  and  love  to  all  your  mansion  1 

Kind  heaven,  do  thou  but  chase  the  weeping 

Long  may  the  bowl  that  pk'asures  bloutD  ioi 

Of  friends  who  love  him; 

The  flow  of  heart,  the  soul's  expansion. 

Tell  them  that  he  lies  calmly  ileeping 

Mirth  and  tonf?,  your  board  illumine. 

Where  sorrow's  sting  or  envy's  breath 

At  all  yotir  feasts,  remember  too. 

No  more  shall  move  him. 

When  caps  are  sparkling  to  the  brim. 

That  here  m  one  who  drinks  to  you« 

And,  oh !  as  warmly  driok  to  hinu 



ODES    TO    NEA;. 

waurav  at  asaiiuoA. 

LINES, 

WBITTEff   IN  JL  STORM   AT  BKA. 

That  sky  of  clouds  Is  not  the  tiky 

K£A  f«f»ni.  — EouriD.  M&tea,  v,  OCT. 

To  light  a  lover  to  the  pillow 

Nat,  tempt  me  not  to  lore  agam, 

Of  her  he  loves  — 

'          There  was  a  time^when  love  waa  gweet; 

The  swell  of  yonder  foaming  billow 

Dear  Neal  had  I  known  thee  theti, 

Resembles  nol  the  happy  sigh 

Our  souls  had  not  tNcen  slow  to  meet. 

That  rapttire  movea. 

But.  oh,  this  weary  heart  hath  run, 

So  many  a  time,  the  roitnds  of  pain, 

Yet  do  t  feel  more  tranqml  fitf 

Not  ev'n  for  thee,  thou  lovely  one^ 

Amid  the  gloomy  wilda  of  ocean. 

Would  1  endure  such  pangs  again. 

Id  this  dark  hour, 

Than  when»  in  pa*6ion'8  young  emotion. 

If  there  be  climes,  where  neirer  yct 

Tve  stolen,  beneath  ihe  evening  star. 

The  print  of  beauty's  fi>ot  was  set, 

To  Julia's  bower. 

Where  man  may  pass  his  loveless  nighta. 

Unfever'd  by  her  false  delights, 

Oh  I  thcre*fi  a  holy  calm  profound 

Tlttther  my  wounded  aoul  would  flj. 

lu  awe  like  this,  that  neVr  was  given 

Where  rosy  cheek  or  radiant  eye 

To  pleasure'*  thrill ; 

ShtmkJ  bring  no  more  their  bliss,  or  pain. 

'Tia  as  a  froletnn  voice  fnim  heaveOf 

Nor  fetter  me  to  earth  again. 

And  the  ioal,  listening  to  the  aouod^ 

Dear  absent  girl !  whose  eyes  of  light. 

Lies  mote  aud  6litL 

Though  little  priz'd  when  all  ray  own. 

Mdi  iHliii,  aeDcwdlnf  la  aMrolog«4^,  th*  *'  vie  inauKlvii'*  of 

•*  An  ftquii  globt  V«n«Hi  baptivmtu  tniUtuI  poult  ?"  to  wdkh 

Vflittf.    WImmi  tlicx  «r*  In  till*  pirt  of  ihi»  lie«r«ti*,  m  caiul*- 

|H»  Getilu*  ■iiiwvrt.  "  CrruUnly," 

1  Thit  UUm  U    rather  KirctMr'i.    "  ToC  anlmatoi   •ol<!« 

dliOiiM"— /IM^rar.  t.  Dimi.  I  cap.  5. 
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L  Oey  im  enamiMvii 

[dKf9hmw%  I  teen  glide. 
While  fix'd,  oidmed,  bj  thy  tide, 
UnundfU  cf  Om  lleet^  day, 
rve  kt  lifeli  drann  dknlre  awi^. 
O  bloooi  €f  jooth  prolbiely  died  I 
O  BflBMBlit  aBpij.  faiiilj  ^ed» 
T€t  ftvoeny  too  — nv  Low  perAuu'd 
TVe  flase  wlucb  tlm  my  life  oooeiim'd ; 
Aad  brillkak  WW  tlM  diain  of  flowen, 
fm  which  he  led  my  Tiotim-boun. 

Bmj,  Nea»  my,  eonldst  thoo,  like  her, 
When  wirm  to  ftd  and  quick  to  err. 
Of  hmng  ftod,  of  roTing  fonder, 
Thia  thoaghtlfas  aonl  might  wiah  to  wander, - 
Oooldat  thou,  like  her,  the  wiah  reclaim. 

Endearing  aCiU,  reproaching  nerer. 
Till  cVh  thia  heart  shoold  horn  with  shame. 

And  he  thy  own  more  fiz'd  tium  ever  ? 
Va,  DO — on  earth  there'a  only  one 

Coold  bind  soch  fkithlem  IbUy  flwt ; 
And  lore  on  earth  hot  one  akme 

Conld  make  soch  Tirtne  ftlae  at  last  I 

Ken,  the  heart  which  ihe  foraook. 

For  thee  were  hot  a  worthleaa  shrine — 
Go^  lorely  girl,  that  angel  look 

Host  thrill  a  sonl  more  pore  than  mine. 
Oh  I  thou  Shalt  be  all  else  to  me. 

That  heart  can  feel  or  tongue  can  feign ; 
TU  praise,  admire,  and  worship  thee, 

Bat  mnat  not,  dare  not,  Iotc  again. 


—  Tale  iter  omne  care. 

PsoPSST.  lib.  ir.  eleg.  8. 

I  PSAT  yon,  let  as  roam  no  more 
Along  that  wild  and  lonely  shore, 

Where  late  we  thoughtless  stray*d ; 
Twas  not  for  ns,  whom  heaven  intends 
To  be  no  more  than  simple  friends, 

Snch  lonely  walks  were  made. 

That  little  Bay,  where  taming  in 
From  ocean's  rude  and  angry  din. 

As  lovers  steal  to  bliss. 
The  billows  kiss  the  shore,  and  then 
Flow  back  into  the  deep  again, 

Aa  thoogh  they  did  not  kiss. 


Bemember,  o*er  its  circling  flood 

In  what  a  dangerons  dream  we  stood  — 

The  nlent  sea  before  us, 
Around  ns,  all  the  gloom  of  grove. 
That  erer  lent  its  shade  to  love. 

No  eye  but  heaTcn's  o*er  ust 

I  saw  yoa  blush,  you  felt  me  tremble. 
In  Tain  would  fennal  art  dissemble 

All  we  then  look'd  and  thought ; 
'Twas  more  than  tongue  could  dare  reTcal, 
'Twas  er*Tj  thing  that  young  hearts  feel. 

By  LoTc  and  Nature  taught 

I  stoop'd  to  cull,  with  fidtering  hand, 
A  shell  that,  on  the  golden  sand. 

Before  us  feintly  gleam'd ; 
I  trembling  rais*d  it,  and  when  you 
Had  kist  the  shell,  I  kist  it  too— 

How  sweet,  how  wrong  it  seem'd  I 

Oh,  trust  me,  'twas  a  place,  an  hour, 
The  worst  that  e'er  the  tempter's  power 

Could  tangle  me  or  you  in ; 
Sweet  Nea,  let  us  roam  no  more 
Along  that  wild  and  lonely  shore, 

Soch  walks  may  be  our  ruin. 


You  read  it  in  these  spell-bound  eyes. 
And  there  alone  should  loye  be  read ; 

You  hear  me  say  it  all  in  sighs. 
And  thus  alone  should  love  be  said. 

Then  dread  no  more ;  I  will  not  speak ; 

Although  my  heart  to  anguish  thrill, 
111  spare  the  burning  of  your  check. 

And  look  it  all  in  silence  still 

Heard  you  the  wish  I  dar'd  to  name. 
To  murmur  on  that  luckless  night, 

When  passion  broke  the  bonds  of  shame. 
And  love  grew  madness  in  your  sight? 

Divinely  through  the  graceful  dance. 
You  seem'd  to  float  in  silent  song. 

Bending  to  earth  that  sunny  glance. 
As  if  to  light  your  steps  along. 

Oh  I  how  could  others  dare  to  touch 
That  hallow'd  form  with  hand  so  free. 

When  but  to  look  was  blisa  too  moch. 
Too  rare  for  all  but  Love  and  me  I 


114 


MOORE'S  WORKS. 


With  Bmilmg  eyes,  that  little  iJioog^ht 
How  fatal  were  the  beams  thoy  threir, 

Mj  trembling  hjmda  yon  lightly  caught. 
And  round  ae,  like  a  spirit,  flew. 

Heedless  of  all,  but  you  aloop, — 

And  you^  at  lca«t,  should  not  condemn^ 

If,  when  such  eyes  before  me  ihoni?. 
My  fioul  forgot  nil  eye*  but  ihein, — 

I  dar*d  to  whisper  passion's  vow, — 

For  love  had  cv*n  of  thought  bereft  nit*, — 

Nay,  half-way  beat  to  kiss  that  brow, 
But,  with  a  bound,  you  hluahing  left  rae» 

Forget,  forget  that  night's  offiface, 

Forgive  it,  if,  atas  I  ymi  can  ; 
*Twa8  love,  *twaa  passiou — soul  and  sense^ 

Twos  ail  that's  best  and  worst  in  muti. 

That  moment,  did  tb'  iisstMnhled  eyes 
Of  heaven  and  earth  n»y  madness  vinr, 

I  should  have  seen,  tlmnjgh  earth  and  skli'S, 
But  you  aloue^but  only  you. 

Did  not  a  frown  from  you  reprove, 
Myriads  of  eyes  to  me  were  none  j 

Enough  for  me  to  win  your  love, 
And  die  ui>on  the  spot  when  won. 


A  DREAM  OF  ANTIQUITY. 

I  J  VST  had  turn'd  the  chiasic  page, 
And  trac'd  thiit  happy  period  over, 

"When  blest  aUke  warv  youth  ond  age, 

And  love  inspir'd  the  wisest  sage, 

And  wisdom  graced  the  tcnderest  lover. 

Before  I  laid  nic  down  to  slwp, 

Awhile  I  from  the  lattice  gaz'd 
Upon  that  still  and  moonlight  deep. 

With  isles  like  floating  gardens  rais'd 
For  Ariel  (here  his  sports  to  keep; 
\VI)ih\  gliding  'twiit  thoir  hafy  shores, 
The  lone  niglit-fiisher  plied  his  oars. 

t  CMaM-n^l  Ihink*  iHM  tti«  ffunJeni,  which  P.iuaaniM  tnea- 
tVini<  (n  liU  (Iral  b<ioli*  wtn  t)i«««  of  Kplniru*  i  aitd  StuArt 
Mifii  In  hli  Ant^tjlrlai  of  AtHeni,  "tlmr  iUU  convtn\t  (the 
fMitMit  of  lljtfflfM  Aiomtlo*)  (i  the  pl«c«  cMlleA  At  |ires«nt 
KrfHri,  If  tUti  iUktivn*  ',  «fHl  Ainp<*lo«  Kr^poi.ortht*  Vineyard 
|J«f«l*f»i  Hirm  wBrn  prubiUiljr  the  fanlcii*  ivhich  rdiiMni^ 

V41I.I.  vlMpt. 


I  fell,  ^—90  strongly  fancy's  power 
Came  o'er  me  in  that  witching  hour, — 
As  if  the  whole  bright  scenery  there 

Were  lighted  by  a  Grecian  sky. 
And  I  then  breath'd  the  blissful  air 

That  hue  had  thriU'd  to  Sappho's  sigh. 

Thus,  waking,  dreamt  I,— and  when  Sleep 

Came  o'er  my  sense,  the  dream  went  on  ; 
Nor,  through  her  curtain  dim  and  deep, 

Hath  ever  lovelier  vision  shone. 
I  thought  that,  all  enrapt,  I  stray *d 
Throujjjh  that  serene,  luxurious  shade, ' 
Where  Epicurus  taught  the  I-#oves 

To  polish  virtue's  native  brightuess, — 
As  pearls,  weVc  told,  that  fondling  doves 

Have  pLiy'd  with,  vrear  11  smoother  whtlenma.^ 
*Twai  one  of  ihoAe  delicious  nights 

80  oomtnoii  in  the  climes  of  Greece, 
When  day  withdraws  but  half  its  Ughts, 

And  all  is  moonithiue,  bahn,  and  peace. 
And  thon  wert  there>  my  own  helov'd, 
And  by  thy  side  I  fondly  rov*d 
Through  many  a  tempk^'s  reverend  gloom. 
And  many  a  bowers  Bcductivc  bloom, 
Where  Beauty  learned  what  Wisdom  taught, 
And  KJig;f*s  sigh'd  and  lovers  thought  [. 
Where  schoolmen  conn'd  no  maxims  stem. 

But  iill  was  formed  to  soothe  or  move, 
To  make  the  dullest  love  to  learn, 

To  tualce  the  coldest  learn  to  love* 

And  now  the  fairy  pathway  seetu'd 

To  lead  us  through  enehanied  ground, 
Where  all  that  bar<l  has  ever  dream 'd 

Of  love  or  luxury  bloom 'd  arourjd. 
Oh  I  'I  was  a  bright,  bewildVing  scene  — 
Along  the  alley's  deep'ning  green 
Soft  lamps,  that  hung  like  burning  flowers, 
And  scented  and  illumed  the  bowers, 
Seem'd,  as  to  him,  who  darkling  rovea 
Amid  the  lone  Hercynian  groves. 
Appear  those  conntlesiS  birds  of  tight, 
That  sparkle  in  the  leaves  at  night. 
And  from  their  wings  diffuse  a  ray 
Along  the  traveller's  weary  way*' 
'Twos  light  of  that  mysterious  kind. 

Through  which  the  sou)  perchance  may  roam, 
When  it  has  left  this  world  behind, 

And  gone  to  stick  its  heavenly  home. 

*  Tbtt  method  o(  puliitiliif  ptwHt,  bf  Ittving  tbeiti  a«rbU« 
to  t>e  pUy^d  vrUh  by  duvtfi,  b  niL'ncfoned  bf  th*  (kndfiil  Car* 
doinjt.  itii<  R«>rtim  Vark'Lit.  UU.  Ul.  ra|n.  M. 

>  111  HL-rryitto  Gt^rm^iilif  mUu  (nusttata  feaera  aUtOB  ae- 
ccpimuB,  quAfiim  |}lum«,  tfniuin  moio^  coUuceaat  ttoPtHwn. 
—  /'//»,  Uh.x    cap,  47. 
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Asd,  H^a«  tl&oa  w€rt  by  my  ftide, 

TbnTD^b  ^  thk  besY'ii'iriird  path  mj  gnidiL 

Sal,  lOb  at  WMMFriiit  tliiis  w«  naf '4 
Tbtf  ^nr«i^  poitlW  ^M  Tkion  changed  | 
Am£  Bcnr,  ii»etbon^t»  we  stole  aLcmg 

nEOD^gb  halk  of  more  voltiptacntt  glory 
^%si  fffvr  llVd  in  T«mi]  song, 

Dr  wantoned  m  ^f ileciaii  story. ' 
Aad  ajmphft  wetv  tli«rer  wIkmc  very  «y«« 
fie«DL*d  auAeDrd  o'er  iritb  broiih  of  ti^lit ; 
WhoM  mw^  rmgkt,  as  it  wretth'd^ 
A  Ba|»  ^pcil  to  paanoo  bresthU 
Bone  llcw,  witib  I0i1i«r  cups,  arotiDd« 

FoQHug  tbe  llo««i7  wbes  af  Crete;  ^r 
Aad,  as  tliey  pies'd  with  youtMil  bountU 

The  oo  jx  shone  beiicstli  their  feet^ 
Wbtle  otiicT*,  waTuig  iLrms  of  snow 

Eotum'^i  Ivy  mok^  of  bumbh'd  gold^^ 
And  ttlk0wipg  cliajTQSp  as  loth  to  shoWi 
*|%ztiiig^  jnanj  a  tbbi  Tar^titiMi  fpld,^ 
BMHSg  the  festal  throng 
rich  wroi  of  flowen  aloag. 
Where  toms  Jay,  In  languor  bjreathmg« 
Ajid  the  joifDg  be^grspe*^!  round  them  wr^athiiig* 
Bdii^  on  their  blushes  vrarm  and  m^k. 
Like  curia  upoQ  a  tosy  cheek. 

Ulkt  Nea!  vhy  did  momixtg  break 

The  wp^U  thai  thus  dWincly  bodod  me  7 

Whj  did  t  iTiike  f  how  could  I  wake 

With  th«e  my  o«n  find  heaven  aromid  me  1 


Wkex^ — P«B^  ^  thy  heart,  thoitgb  another's  it  be. 
And  beslib  to  that  cheek,  thougb  it  bloom  not  for 
met 


t  Th*  mktlKi,  or  MUdlBi]  Miies§.  huA  tb^tr  origin  In 
Mneta,  m  lavurfocu  lj>ira  of  fonliu  Arlitlde*  wni  the  nto«t 
efl^jfafed  Authar  of  theiw  liccHnElouj  jQctltJiu..  See  J^tmtarck 
(Id  CraiH«),  wtia  e^lU  them  «L«i,»^«^*  ^tCi-m. 

*  **  SoQie  of  ihc  CrrUn  nrlnoi,  whk-h  Alheiiaeui  ealU  4vi«r 
Aiarfufv*  H'lsfis  tbef  r  rrmgriiK^  r^tetobUiif  ttiat  of  tfi«  Aneit 

3  It  xpip«an  that  In  ver;  tpLiriiifTd  maniloni,  the  floor  or 
p^TBueiit  vai  rrequmtJ j  of  mift.  Thtu  MartUl :  "  Calea- 
ttuqu*  tiM»  vob  psie  Itfcet  Dnyi."*    Eplg  &&,  Mb.  xil. 

*  Br*ctd<^  of  thlit  ihip«  wvre  ft  favouHie  fSnumeut  unD>d|!; 
ttie  «ratt}en  of  atltlqUltjT.  0>f  m-4««{9'i[iiii  »f4iif  mm*  m  £^v#fu 
ntib  @K<ii3«r  mm*  A^  iirrw^nn^  «f  «&(  A»j)cf  f  SifiiAVfl — rPAttoitrat, 
Epbt,  xl.  LodAU,  too,  C«tli  UA  of  tlio  ^faxwfV  ^f/mmmne. 
See  hi*  AiHifvt,  wbertt  he  dei-ciibei  the  df«MlDg-r«oni  »r  a 
GraciAu  ]^j.  and  wft  fiod  tbfi  **  iHrcr  tu«^^*  th«  roUf«.  (he 
tootb-fiow4erf  imd  41 L  ibe  "  lUFrtfc  order  '*  of  a  modern, 
toil^. 

*  At)!i«o«i.  laeRtlotieA  bf  Fllnri  lib.  itlv.  mod  - '  oew  cmlltd 


To-morrow  I  sail  for  those  cinnAinon  froroat ' 
Where  nighily  the  ghost  of  the  Caml>««  roves, 
And^  far  from  thti  light  of  tboii  ^e%  I  may  yet 
Their  alluremeiit«  forgitie  ttd  tiwir  ii|ileiidottr  ^- 
g«t. 

Farewell  to  Bermuda ',  and  long  m»T  the  bloom 

Of  the  lemon  and  myrtle  its  v^leyt  perfume  ; 
May  ^ring  to  eternity  hallow  the  ihtwk. 
Where  Aiiel  baa  warbled  mid  Waller^  baa  stray 'd. 
And  tbon— when,  at  dawn,  thoa  shjill  happ^ii  to 

roam 
Throngh  the  Ume-corered  alley  thai  kada  to  thy 

home. 
Where  oft,  when  the  d^ncse  and  the  revel  were  dooe^ 
And  the  ^tart  were  beginnmg  to  fade  in  the  fian, 
I  have  led  thee  aloog^  and  hnre  told  by  tlie  way 
What  my  heart  all  the  night  bad  been  bamtng  to 

Bay — 
Ob  i  think  of  the  piiat — give  a  sigh  to  those  times. 
And  a  blessing  for  me  lo  that  alley  of  lim^s. 


If  I  were  yonder  wave,  my  dear. 
And  thon  the  isle  it  cituips  aronnd, 

t  would  not  Jet  a  foot  come  near 
My  land  of  bliss,  my  fairy  groimd. 

If  I  were  yonder  eoucb  of  gold. 

And  thou  the  pearl  within  it  pliic^d, 

I  would  not  let  an  i'jc  behold 

Tbe  sacred  gem  my  firms  embraced. 

If  I  were  yonder  orongextree, 

And  thou  the  blosfiom  blooming  there, 
I  would  not  yield  a  breath  of  thee 

To  scent  the  most  imploring  air. 


the  Miit^tell  (i  mufcarom  (eHi),'*  uji  l^clrallitt,  book  L 
lect.  L  chflp.  17* 

7  1  hnd.  At  tbli  tinici,  ■omg  Idea  of  pajlng  a  thic  to  the 
W«t  Indira. 

*  The  tnhabluntt  prtmooncie  the  aaiti*?  ai  if  U  were  wrltlan 
B^rniuoda,  S«i»lbe  cnmmctitatmt  nn  tho  wordi  ''ctlU-teK^d 
ncrrnombea,^^  In  thtt  TcropptE.' — t  itond^r  It  did  ont  occur  to 
lomi;  of  ihoie  alt-f  cAdli^n  eoiitLemvn  ihtit,  poulblj',  the  dli* 
cment  of  thlt  *'■  WatkA  orlioft  «nd  detlli'"  mlabt  haw  bc«a 
nolrii  a  porfoneLfe  than  tbe  great  Jubiii  B^rmudea,  vho*  about 
the  ume  period  (tlie  hcg^ttiiittj*  of  tE]«  ■{.ireonlb  cti^turjr),  vju 
KPt  farrlarch  of  thd  Latin  chijtch  t^  Ethloiiia,  and  hu  liH 
ui  mmt  wonderfid  itdriei  ai  the  AtQatoni  and  the  GrltBiii, 
whE^h  he  cmcouotAred.  •^  TrawrtM  qf  tkt  Ji'mitt^  vol>  I.  1  am 
afraid,  howerert  U  wouM  ta^  Iho  F^trtorcb  rather  totr  nmcb 
out  of  hli^af. 

^  Juhiuon  do«*  not  thtnk  that  Wal  ler  wii  trrcr  at  B^i-inuda  i 
but  the  "  Actount  of  tho  Eurofica^n  S«ttleniflntf  ju  Amctlca" 
•fflruoa  It  cooHdenllir',  {  Vol,  II.)  I  menlimi  thit  worl,  l!(iirrr«r, 
I  HI  for  Itt  autheirltf  than  for  tbe  pleaiuxe  1  feej  In  ^uotlai 
an  i»iitckiio«ted««d  produ^yjon  of  tti«  grieat  £<|inuiMl  Biij^«. 


( 

"i 

116                                              MOORE^S  WOIiKS. 

Oh !  bend  not  o*er  the  water's  brink, 

How  sweet  to  behold  him,  when  bum  on  the  gale. 

Give  not  live  wave  that  odoroiu  ugh. 

And  brightening  the  bosom  of  mom. 

Nor  k't  iU  burning  mirror  drink 

He  flings,  like  the  priest  of  Diana,  a  veil 

The  soft  reflection  of  thme  eye. 

O'er  the  brow  of  each  virginal  thorn. 
Yet  think  not  the  veU  he  so  chillingly  casts 

Thttt  gloflsy  hair,  that  glowmg  cheek, 

Is  the  veil  of  a  vestal  severe  ; 

So  pictnrd  in  the  waters  seem. 

No,  no,  thou  wilt  see.  what  a  moment  it  lasts. 

Thut  I  could  ghidly  pltinge  to  seek 

Should  the  Snow  Spirit  ever  come  here. 

Thy  image  Id  the  glassy  stream. 

But  fly  to  his  region — ^lay  open  thy  zone, 

Blest  fatel  at  once  my  chilly  graTc 

And  he'll  weep  all  his  brilliancy  dim, 

Aud  nuptial  bed  that  stream  might  he ; 

To  think  that  a  bosom,  as  white  as  his  own, 

ril  wed  thee  in  it*  mimic  wavet. 

Should  not  melt  in  the  daybeam  liJte  him. 

« 

And  die  upon  the  shade  of  the^ 

Oh  !  lovely  the  print  of  those  delicate  feet 

Behold  the  leafy  mangrove,  bonding 

O  er  the  waters  blue  and  bright. 
Like  Nea*s  silky  lashes*  lending 

OVr  his  luminous  path  will  appear — 

Fly,  fly,  my  beloved  I  this  island  is  sweet, 

Bat  the  Snow  Spirit  cannot  come  here. 

Shadow  to  her  eyes  of  light. 
Oh,  my  helov*d !  where'er  I  turn, 

Some  trace  of  thee  enchants  mine  eyet  i 

Errmt/9m  U  ««J«i;(urrtti  qt^ur.  mtu  i,  n  fut  t**fdjk  rn  njr^,  Mr* 

In  e%'ery  star  thy  glances  hum  ; 

Icem,  17.  lib  11* 

Thy  blush  on  every  flow 'ret  lies. 

I  rroLJS  along  the  flowery  bank, 

Nor  find  I  in  creation  nugbt 

\MiiIc  many  a  beading  seftgrape  ^  drank 

Of  bright,  or  beuutiful,,  or  rare, 

The  itprinkle  of  the  feathery  oar 

Sweet  to  the  KeoKe.  cir  pure  to  thought. 

That  wing'd  me  rcmnd  this  fairy  shore. 

But  thou  art  found  relU-cled  there. 

'TwBS  DOOQ  ;  and  every  orange  bnd 
Hnng  languid  o'er  the  crystal  floods 

Faint  as  the  lids  of  maiden's  eyes 

When  love-tliougbts  in  her  bosom  rise. 

TlfE 

Oh,  for  a  naiad's  sparry  bower, 

SNOW  SPIRIT, 

To  shade  me  in  that  glowing  hour  \ 

No,  ne'er  did  the  ware  In  its  element  steep 

A  little  dove,  of  milky  hue, 

Before  me  from  a  plantain  flew. 

It  bh>om»  in  the  giant  embrace  of  the  deep, 

And*  light  along  the  water's  brim. 

Like  Hebe  in  Ilercules*  arma. 

I  steer'd  my  gentle  bark  by  him  j 

The  blush  of  your  bowers  is  light  to  the  eye. 

For  fancy  told  me,  Love  had  sent 

And  their  melody  halm  to  the  ear  j 

This  gentle  bird  with  kind  intent 

But  the  fiery  planet  of  day  is  too  nigk, 

To  lead  my  steps,  where  I  should  meet^* 

And  the  Snow  Spirit  never  comes  here. 

I  knew  not  what^  but  something  &weet. 

The  down  from  his  wing  is  Hi  white  m  the  pearl 

And — bless  the  little  pilot  dovel 

That  shines  through  thy  lipa  when  ihi-y  part. 

He  had  indeed  been  sent  by  LoTe. 

Ajid  it  falls  on  the  green  earth  as  melting,  my  girl, 

To  guide  me  to  a  secne  so  dear 

As  a  murmur  of  thine  on  the  heart. 

As  fate  allows  but  seldom  here  ; 

Oh!  fly  to  the  clime^  where  he  pillows  the  death. 

One  of  those  rare  and  brilliant  hours;, 

^^K 

As  he  cradles  the  birth  of  the  year; 

That,  like  the  aloe's^  lingering  flowers. 

^^v 

Bright  are  yoar  bowers  and  balmy  their  breath. 

May  blossom  to  the  eye  of  man 

r 

But  the  Snow  Spirit  cannot  oome  bete. 

But  once  in  all  hi«  weary  span. 

I  Th#  •««•»#  vt  in«ii«T«T«  grape,  m  Mltw  of  thm  W<it 

but  11  it  quite  inin  cnoiigH  for  po^rj.    Plato»  I  iblnk,  allinrs 

H 

lii4io«. 

a  poti  lo  be  **  ihre-e  rctnotci  from  truth  ;  **  wftrmrwit  mm  rm 

1 

«X^AMtf . 

1 

I    - 

i 
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JvMt  when  the  marge's  op'ning  thade 
A  Tialm  liram  the  WBten  made, 
Mj  bod  icpoi^d  hit  nhrer  plume 
Upon  a  ridi  litiiaiia*li  bloom. 
Oh  ^ffinon  brii^l  oh  ^irit  fair! 
Whatt  qpdOt  wbat  magic  rais'd  her  there  ? 
Twaa  Nea !  ahmiVring  calm  and  mild. 
And  bloomy  as  the  dimpled  child, 
Whoae  ^irit  in  dytimn  keeps 
Its  playfbl  sahbadi,  while  he  sleeps. 

The  broad  banana's  green  embrace 
Hung  shadowy  roond  each  tranquil  grace  ; 
One  tittle  beam  alone  could  win 
The  lea:ves  to  let  it  wander  in. 
And,  stealing  orer  all  her  charms. 
From  Up  to  cheek,  from  neck  to  arms. 
New  lustre  to  each  beanty  lent, — 
Itaelf  all  trembling  as  it  went ! 

Bark  lay  her  eyelid's  jetty  fringe 
Upon  that  cheek  whose  roseate  tinge 
Mix'd  with  its  shade,  like  eyening*8  light 
Just  tooching  on  the  yerge  of  night 
Her  eyes,  thoogh  thus  in  slumber  hid, 
8eem*d  glowing  through  the  ivory  lid. 
And,  as  I  thought,  a  lustre  threw 
Upon  her  lip's  reflecting  dew, — 
Soeh  as  a  night-lamp,  left  to  shine 
Alone  on  some  secluded  shrine, 
May  shed  upon  the  yotive  wreath. 
Which  pious  hands  have  hung  beneath. 

Was  ever  vision  half  so  sweet  I 
Tlunk,  think  how  quick  my  heart-pulse  beat, 
As  o*er  the  rustling  bank  I  stole  ;  — 
Oh  I  ye,  that  know  the  lover's  soul. 
It  is  for  you  alone  to  guess. 
That  moment's  trembling  happiness. 


A  STUDY  FROM  THE  ANTIQUE. 

Behold,  my  love,  the  curious  gem 
Within  this  simple  ring  of  gold  ; 

'TIS  hallow'd  by  the  touch  of  them 
Who  liv'd  in  classic  hours  of  old. 

Some  fair  Athenian  girl,  perhaps. 
Upon  her  hand  this  gem  display'd, 

I  SooMwhat  lOu  the  tymplegmm  of  Cupid  and  Psyche  at 
FlorcBot,  ia  whfch  tbe  position  of  Pfjche's  hand  it  finely  and 
ialliiatnl/  «mpranl?e  of  aflbctton.    See  the  Museum  Floren- 


Nor  thought  that  time's  succeeding  lapse 
Should  see  it  grace  a  lovelier  maid. 

Look,  dearest,  what  a  sweet  design  I 
The  more  we  gaze,  it  charms  the  more ; 

Come — closer  bring  that  cheek  to  mine. 
And  trace  with  me  its  beauties  o'er. 

Thou  seest,  it  is  a  simple  youth 
By  some  enamour'd  nymph  embrac'd — 

Look,  as  she  leans,  and  say  in  sooth. 
Is  not  that  hand  most  fondly  plac'd  ? 

Upon  his  curled  head  behind 
It  seems  in  careless  play  to  lie, ' 

Yet  presses  gently,  half  inclin'd 
To  bring  the  truant's  lip  more  nigh. 

Oh  happy  maid  !  too  happy  boy ! 

The  one  so  fond  and  little  loath. 
The  other  yielding  slow  to  joy — 

Oh  rare,  indeed,  but  blissful  both. 

Imagine,  love,  that  I  am  he. 

And  just  as  warm  as  he  is  chilling ; 

Imagine,  too,  that  thou  art  she. 
But  quite  as  coy  as  she  is  willing  : 

So  may  we  try  the  graceful  way 

In  which  their  gentle  arms  are  twin*d. 

And  thus,  like  her,  my  hand  I  lay 
Upon  thy  wreathed  locks  behind: 

And  thus  I  feel  thee  breathing  sweet. 
As  slow  to  mine  thy  head  I  move  ; 

And  thus  our  lips  together  meet. 
And  thus, — and  thus, — I  kiss  thee,  love. 


AaisTOT.  BMetor.  Ub.  iii.  cap.  4. 


Th£R£*s  not  a  look,  a  word  of  thine. 

My  soul  hath  e'er  forgot ; 
Thou  ne'er  hast  bid  a  ringlet  shine. 
Nor  giv'n  thy  locks  one  graceful  twine 

Which  I  remember  not. 

There  never  yet  a  murmur  fell 

From  that  beguiling  tongue. 
Which  did  not,  with  a  ling'ring  spell. 
Upon  my  charmed  senses  dwell. 

Like  songs  from  Eden  sung. 

tlnum,  torn.  U.  tab.  43, 44.  There  are  few  tuhfecti  oo  whtdi 
poetry  could  be  more  interestinglj  emi^oyed  than  in  Uluatrat- 
lof  some  of  these  ancient  ttatoei  and  font. 
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Ah  !  tliat  I  could,  at  once,  forget 

All,  all  that  haunts  me  so  — 
And  yet,  thou  witching  girl,  — and  yet, 
'J'o  die  wore  sweeter  than  to  let 
The  lov'd  remembrance  go. 

No ;  if  this  slighted  heart  must  see 

Its  faithful  pulse  decay, 
Oh  let  it  die,  rememb'ring  thee. 
And,  like  the  burnt  aroma,  be 

Consumed  in  sweets  away. 


JOSEPH  ATKINSON,  ESQ. 

FROM   BRRUUDA.  > 

"  TiiK  daylight  is  gone — but,  before  we  depart, 
**  One  cuj)  «liall  go  round  to  the  friend  of  my  heart, 
"  The  kindest,  the  dearest — oh  I  judge  by  the  tear 
**  1  now  shed  while  I  name  him,  how  kind  and  how 

!  doar." 

I 

'        'Twas  thus  in  the  shade  of  the  (.'alal)ash-Tree, 
^Vitll  a  few,  who  could  feel  and  remember  like  me. 
The  charm  that,  to  swwten  my  goblet,  1  threw 
M'as  a  sigh  to  the  past  and  a  blessing  on  you. 


>  IMiikrrlon  hn«  RAld  Hint  "«  funnX  history  and  description 
or  till*  llrniiiiil.iH  iiiiKlit  airnnl  n  ploAking  atidition  to  the  gro- 
Kra|iliiriil  lihi.iry  i  "  but  thrn>  ctTtninly  uro  not  materials  for 
Kill  h  n  uiirk  'I'hf  iiliuid.  sUh'o  tlio  tiino  of  its  di«covory,  ha« 
r\|MMli'iuTil  M>  vrry  Irw  \ii  intltiidrii,  the  |»€H)|»U'  hare  t>ocn  to 
lii'lolrui.  nn«l  thi'ir  triuli*  no  llinltrd,  that  thi'n>  it  hut  littiv 
hIiIi-Ii  iIii>  liiMtmiiUi  I'oulii  ani|ihiy  Into  iiii|>ortam*r ;  and,  with 
ii-.|K»t  to  ihi-  ii.iturul  |iriHluctiiiitt  of  ilu«  country,  the  few 
i»lil«ll  the  iiil).tl>lt.-inta  (an  lie  induced  to  culti\ate  are  t4t 
cnuApft  In  till-  Wtft  IniUiii,  that  tliryha\i>  Imimi  de^crilMHl 
hy  e\eiy  natmalmt  who  hat  written  any  account  of  those 
lul.-iniiii. 

It  in  oi"!fn  .'K-iTteil  hy  the  trans-  \ilantlr  politiciaiiii  that  this 
Utile  I  oh  my  di  »rr\  v*  more  ,-tttentl<)n  from  the  mother-country 
than  II  nnelveji,  and  It  certainly  poc^'x^e*  ad^anlAjre*  of 
situ.-tliiMi.  to  which  we  -houhi  not  he  limg  insensihle.  if  it  were 
iini-i'  ill  ll:<>  h:uiil«  of  an  eiiciny.  I  wai  toiti  hy  a  cclrh* atetl 
frii'iid  ol  \Va»hinirlon.  at  New  York,  that  they  had  formrtl  a 
plan  fur  |t«  rapture  toward*  the  conclusion  of  the  American 
War;  "  with  ilic  intrnilDii  (a«  hv  ex  pressiMl  himself)  of  maklii}.* 
It  a  III  "t  III  hiMiii  tH  io|  the  nniioy.ince  of  Hritiah  trade  in  that 
|Mil  fi?  iIh*  wotIiI."  And  thru*  U  no  doubt  it  lii-s  »o  cmi. 
\t  nil-Ill li  iMilirit.iik  tothe\Vr«t  liidh'i,  that  an  enemy  mitiht 
with  i'.x'v  louviTt  It  into  a  ver)  li.ii.issinR  imp«*dimcnt. 

Till'  I  I  mill  lll*h.<p  lli'ikrlry  foraodleitent  Herinud.i.where 
AiiiiTir.iii  i.iiaKi*  niJK'ht  In*  coinert'tl  and  etlucatttl,  thmixh 
ciuii-uiml  ill  hy  ilir  iiovcriinifiit  ol  the  «lay,  was  a  wild  and 
nil  Ifis  kiN'cuUtlitn.  Mr.  llnniiltnn,  who  wat  gOTernnr  of  tlir 
!•■ I  •nine  \iMis  >iiice.  pro|HMiii.  If  I  mUtaku  not.  the  csta- 


Oh !  say,  is  it  thus,  in  the  mirth-bringing  hour. 
When   friends   are  assembled,  when  wit,  in  full 

flower. 
Shoots  forth  from  the  lip,  under  Bacchus's  dew. 
In  blossoms  of  thought  ever  springing  and  new  — 
Do  you  sometimes  remember,  and  hallow  the  brim 
Of  your  cup  with  a  sigh,  as  you  crown  it  to  him 
Who  is  lonely  and  sad  in  these  valleys  so  fair. 
And  would  pine  in  elysium,  if  friends  were  not 

there  I 

Last  night,  when  we  came  from  the  Calabash - 
Tree, 
When  my  limbs  were  at  rest  and  my  spirit  was  free. 
The  glow  of  the  grape  and  the  dreams  of  the  d:iy 
Set  the  magical  springs  of  my  fancy  in  play. 
And  oh, — such  a  vision  has  haunted  me  then 
I  would  slumber  for  ages  to  witness  again. 
The  many  I  like  and  the  few  I  adore. 
The  friends  who  were  dear  and  beloved  before, 
But  never  till  now  so  beloved  and  dear. 
At  the  call  of  my  fancy,  surrounded  me  here  ; 
Andsoon,  —  oh,  at  once,  did  the  light  of  their  smile.s 
To  a  paradise  brighten  this  region  of  isles  ; 
More  lucid  the  wave,  as  they  look'd  on  it,  flow'd, 
And  brighter  the  rose,  as  they  gather'd  it,  glow'd. 
Not  the  valleys  Hensan  (though  water'd  by  rills 
Of  the  pearliest  flow,  from  those  pastoral  hills, '^ 
Where  the  Song  of  the  Shepherd,  primeval  and  wild, 
Was  taught  to  the  nymphs  by  their  mystical  child.) 
Could  boast  such  a  lustre  o*er  land  and  o'er  wave 
As  the  magic  of  love  to  this  paradise  gave. 


blishmcnt  of  a  marine  academy  for  the  inittructi  *n  of  those 
children  of  West  Indians,  who  miKht  be  intendiHi  for  any 
nautical  employment.  This  wat  a  more  rational  idea,  and  Tor 
something  of  this  nature  the  island  it  aiiinirably  calculated. 
Hut  the  plan  should  lie  much  more  exii>n«ive.  and  cmbr.ice  a 
general  system  of  etlucation ;  which  would  rrllcTc  the  colonists 
from  the  alternative  to  which  they  are  redin-cd  at  present, 
of  either  tending  their  tent  to  Kn;{huid  for  instruction,  or  in- 
tniAting  them  to  colleges  in  the  states  of  America,  where 
Ideas,  by  no  means  (avuurablc  to  Creat  Uritain,  are  very  scdu- 
lousiy  inculcateil. 

The  women  of  lU'rniiida.  though  not  generally  handsome, 
have  an  afl\H-tionate  languor  in  their  l<K>k  and  maimer,  which 
is  always  interesting.  What  the  French  imply  by  their 
epithet  aimiiHtt  se<*ms  rery  much  the  character  of  the  young 
Ilerniudian  girls  —  that  pretlis|)osition  to  loving,  which,  with, 
out  U'ing  awiikeiieil  by  any  particular  object,  dilRises  itself 
through  the  general  manner  in  a  tone  of  tendcrne:<s  that  never 
faiU  to  fa<cinate.  The  men  of  the  inland,  I  confe«s,  arc  not 
very  civih-etl  j  and  the  ohl  philosopher,  who  imagined  that, 
after  thi.-.  life,  ini  n  would  be  changed  into  mulct,  and  women 
into  turtle-dove^,  would  find  the  initamorphotit  in  tome  de- 
gree .intici|utvd  at  Hermuda. 

*  Mtiuntains  of  Sicily,  ui>on  which  Daphnit,  the  flrtt  in- 
ventor of  bucolic  poetry,  was  nursed  by  the  nymphs.  See  the 
litely  description  of  thfM'  mountains  in  Diodorus  Siculut, 
lib.  iv.  'H|MM  ymi  «f  i;  asirjt  n;*  SajsiX.ms  ims,  A  ^mn  mmXXu, 
m.  T.  K. 
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Bbth  &e  gwdeo  a  blaA  or  the  laadMtpe  a  luie  ? 
Or  ikiMi  tbcra  a  Tina  m  mtare  or  art, 
LikediaftvliifliiLovoopettliro'tlioeyo  to  the  heart  ? 

AIm,  thai  a  Tiiion  to  happj  ahonld  Aide  I 
That*  when  mommg  around  me  in  brilliancy  play 'd, 
Tht  ram  aad  die  itream  I  had  thought  of  at  night 
Should  iCill  he  belBre  me,  milhdingly  bright ; 
While  the  ftiendi,  who  had  aeem'd  to  hang  over 

theatveam. 
And  to  gather  die  roeea,  had  fled  with  my  dream. 

Bat  lookt  where,  all  ready,  in  failing  array. 
The  hark  that* a  to  earry  theae  pages  away,  i 
fm|iatienfly  flottera  her  wing  to  the  wind. 
And  will  eoon  leave  theae  ialeta  of  Ariel  behind. 
What  hiDawa,  what  galea  if  fhe  fiited  to  profe. 
Ere  abe  deep  in  the  lee  of  the  hmd  that  I  love  I 
Tet  pifaaanf  the  ewell  of  the  billows  would  be, 
And  die  roar  of  those  gales  would  be  music  to  me. 
Rot  the  tEBaqailleat  air  that  the  winds  ever  blew, 
Hot  the  aonnieat  tears  of  the  summer-ere  dew, 
Were  aa  sweet  as  the  storm,  or  as  bright  as  the  foam 
Of  the  surge,  that  would  hurry  your  wanderer  home. 


THE 

STEERSMAN'S   SONG, 
wamaw  aboard  thi  boston  frioatb  28th  april.  ' 


Wheh  fipeshly  blows  the  northern  gale, 

And  under  courses  snug  we  fly  ; 
Or  when  light  breezes  swell  the  sail, 

And  royals  proudly  sweep  the  sky ; 
*Loogside  the  wheel,  unwearied  still 

I  stand,  and,  as  my  watchful  eye 
Doth  mark  the  needless  fidthful  thrill, 

I  think  of  her  I  love,  and  cry, 

Port,  my  boy  !  port 

When  calms  delay,  or  breezes  blow 
Right  flrom  the  point  we  wish  to  steer ; 

When  by  the  wind  close-haul'd  we  go, 
And  striye  in  Tain  the  port  to  near ; 

I  think  'tis  thus  the  fiites  defer 
Hy  bliss  with  one  that's  fiir  away, 

I  A  fiiip.  ready  to  nJl  for  England. 

>  I  kit  Bcnnuda  In  tbe  Boston  about  the  middle  of  April, 
Ib  camfaoj  with  the  Cambrian  and  Leander.  aboard  the  Utter 
of  vhkii  was  the  Admiral,  Sir  Andrew  Mitchell,  who  dlrldes 
his  year  betwaen  HallCax  and  Bermuda,  and  Is  the  very  soul 
af  lucial/  and  good-Mlowshlp  to  both.  We  separated  in  a 
tnr  difB.  and  the  Boston,  after  a  short  cruise,  proceeded  to 
KavToik. 


And  while  remembranee  springs  to  her, 
I  wateh  the  sails  and  sighing  say. 

Thus,  my  boy  I 

But  see  the  wmd  draws  kindly  aft. 

All  hands  are  up  the  yards  to  square, 
And  now  the  floating  stu'n-sails  waft 

Our  stately  ship  through  waves  and  air. 
Oh !  then  I  think  that  yet  for  me 

Some  breeze  of  fortune  thus  may  spring. 
Some  breeze  to  waft  me,  love,  to  thee— 

And  in  that  hope  I  smiling  sing. 

Steady,  boy  I 


TO 

THE  FIRE-FLY.  3 

At  morning,  when  the  earth  and  sky 
Are  glowing  with  the  light  of  spring. 

We  see  thee  not,  thou  humble  fly  1 
Nor  think  upon  thy  gleaming  wing. 

But  when  the  skies  haye  lost  their  hue. 
And  sunny  lights  no  longer  play. 

Oh  then  we  see  and  bless  thee  too 
For  sparkling  o'er  the  dreary  way. 

Thus  let  me  hope,  wheYi  lost  to  me 
The  lights  that  now  my  life  illume. 

Some  milder  joys  may  come,  like  thee. 
To  cheer,  if  not  to  warm,  the  gloom ! 


TO 

THE  LORD  VISCOUNT  FORBE& 

FROM  THI  CITY  OF  WASHINGTON. 

If  former  times  had  never  left  a  trace 
Of  human  frailty  in  their  onward  race, 
Nor  o'er  their  pathway  written,  as  they  ran. 
One  dark  memorial  of  the  crimes  of  man ; 
If  every  age,  in  new  unconscious  prime. 
Rose  like  a  phenix,  from  the  fires  of  time, 

'  The  lirely  and  Tarjlng  Ulumlnation,  with  which  these 
flre-flies  light  up  the  woods  at  night,  gives  quite  an  idea  of 
enchantment.  **  Puis  ces  mouches  se  d^veloppant  de  l*obaca- 
tM  de  oes  arbres  et  s'approchant  de  nous,  nous  les  voylons 
sur  les  orangers  rolsins,  qu'ils  mettolent  tout  en  feu,  nous 
rendant  la  vue  de  leurs  beaux  fruits  dor^  que  la  nolt  arolt 
ravle,"  ke.  ftc.  -  See  VUittoire  4e$  AnHUet,  art.  1.  ciMp.4. 
Ur.i. 
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To  wing  lt«  waj  tmguided  and  alone, 
The  futttre  smiling  and  tbe  past  unknown  ; 
Then  ard<*nt  man  would  to  himself  be  nt?w, 
Earth  at  his  foot  and  heaven  vithin  his  view  : 
Well  might  the  novict;  hope,  the  sanguim?  Bchem« 
Of  full  perfectioo  prompt  his  daring  dreamy 
Ere  cold  oxperietice^  with  her  veteran  lore. 
Could  lell  bim,  fooU  had  dreamt  a*  much  before. 
But,  tracing  m  we  do»  through  age  and  clime. 
The  plans  of  virtue  midst  the  deeds  of  crhnef 
The  thinking  follies  and  the  reaflomng  rage 
or  m:in«  at  once  the  idiot  :ind  the  sage ; 
When  still  we  »w^  through  every  varying  frame 
Of  urtii  and  polity,  his  course  the  same. 
And  know  that  ancient  ftxtls  but  died,  to  make 
A  spuce  on  earth  for  modem  ftwls  to  take  j 
Tiji  strange^  how  quickly  we  the  past  forget ; 
That  Windom's  self  should  not  be  tutor'd  yet. 
Nor  tire  of  watehing  for  the  monstrous  birth 
Of  pure  perfection  midst  the  sons  of  eftith  I 

Oh  I  nothing  but  that  soul  which  God  has  given » 
Ctmld  lead  us  thus  to  look  on  earth  for  heaven  j 
O'er  dross  without  to  fihed  the  light  within, 
And  dream  of  virtue  whiJe  we  see  but  sin. 


Evim  here,  beside  the  proud  Potowm;ic*s  stream, 
Might  sages  still  pursue  the  tiatt  ring  tbeine 
Of  days  to  come,  when  man  shall  coaqaer  fate, 
Rise  o'er  the  level  of  his  mortal  state. 
Belie  the  monuments  of  fhiilty  paat, 
And  plant  perfection  in  this  world  at  last  I 
**  Here,"  might  they  «ay,  •*  shall  power's  dividend 

reign 
"  Evince  that  patriots  have  not  bled  in  vain. 
•*  Here  godlike  liberty's  herculean  youth, 
**  Cradled  in  peace,  and  nurtur'd  up  by  truth 
"  To  fiill  maturity  of  nerve  and  mind, 
"  RImll  crush  the  giiints  thai  bestride  mankind.  ^ 
"  Here  shall  religion's  pure  and  balmy  draught 
"  In  form  no  more  from  cups  of  state  be  qtyiff*d, 
•*  But  flow  for  all,  through  nation,  rank,  and  sect, 
"  Free  us  that  heaven  itn  tranquil  wavct  reflect 
**  Anmnd  ihe  columns  of  the  public  shrine 
•*  Shall  growing  arts  their  gradual  wreath  intwine, 
*•  Nor  breathe  corruption  from  the  flow*ring  braid, 
•*  Nor  mine  that  ikhric  which  they  htoom  to  shade. 


>  TUu*  SfrjTte.  "  Il4*r«  th<*  Mrlcnoei  and  ttie  art*  of  cfiri- 
tbed  life  are  |o  recvtvo  lh«tr  htsHrf  t  tmproTcroenu :  liere 
elfU  anil  r«h|k}ii*  UlMirIf  srw  tu  Aourlth.  uncli«<li0d  by  the 
I  oTelvtt  or  occlrtUriic*!  tytmuy :  liof«  g«niui, 
aidadi  by  sit  tb«  laapro  v«nai)t4  of  fprmar  ajtm,  jj  to  b«  excrtrd 
In  Inimnnliinf  miuiliind,  in  vxpAmtlng  «nd  mHcl^lQg  their 
ntki)<d«  vfltli  rcll|{UMU  And  phdotophlcal  knowledge*,"  Ac.  Ac 
—  I*.  ?.6fi. 

«  *<  WiMt  «U1  br  at*  old  «t«  of  IhU  foramiMOl,  If  It  t« 
ikuf  Mrtr  il^rrpu } ''    »itch  »»•  (li«  ramsfli  of  Fsnrlwt,  thc 


"  No  longer  here  shall  justice  bound  her  view, 
"  Or  wrong  the  many,  while  she  rights  the  few  \ 
**  But  take  her  range  through  all  the  social  frames 
**  Pure  and  pervading  as  thut  vital  0ame 
*"  Which  warms  at  once  our  hi.^&i  and  meanest  pari, 
**  And  thrills  a  hair  while  it  expands  a  heart  1** 

Oh  golden  dream  I  what  soul  that  loves  to  sean 
The  bright  disk  rather  than  the  dark  of  man, 
That  oims  the  good,  while  smarting  with  the  HI, 
And  loves  the  world  with  all  its  frailty  still, — 
What  ardent  bosom  does  not  spring  to  meet 
The  generous  hope,  with  all  that  heavenly  heat. 
Which  makes  the  soul  unwilling  to  resign 
The  thoughts  of  growing,  even  on  earth,  divine  ! 
Yea,  dearest  friend,  I  see  thee  glow  to  think 
The  chain  of  ages  yet  may  boast  a  link 
Of  purer  teifiure  than  the  world  has  known, 
And  fit  to  bind  us  to  a  Godhead's  throne. 

But,  is  it  thus  ?  doth  even  the  glorious  dream 
Borrow  from  truth  that  dim,  uncertain  gleam, 
Which  tempts  us  still  to  give  such  fancies  scope, 
As  shock  not  reason,  while  they  nourish  hojie  ? 
No»  no,  believe  me,  *tis  not  so  —  ev'n  now, 
While  yet  upon  Columbia's  rising  b«>w 
The  showy  smile  of  young  presumption  plays, 
Her  bloom  Is  poisou'd  and  her  heart  decays. 
Even  now,  in  dawn  of  life,  her  sickly  breath 
Burns  with  the  taint  of  empires  near  their  death  j 
And,  like  the  nymphs  of  her  own  withVing  clime, 
She's  old  in  yonth,  she's  hlnsted  in  her  prime.^ 

Already  han  the  child  of  Gallia's  achool 
The  foul  Philo60phy  that  sins  by  mle. 
With  all  her  train  of  reasoning,  danming  arts, 
Bt^got  by  brilliant  bends  on  worthless  hearts. 
Like  things,  that  (|uickeQ  after  Nilus'  fto^Ml, 
The  venom 'd  birth  of  sunshine  and  of  mud,— 
Already  has  she  ponr'd  her  poison  here 
O'er  every  chanu  that  make^  existence  dear  -, 
Already  blighted,  with  her  black'ning  trace, 
The  op*Qlng  bloom  of  every  social  grace. 
And  all  tho«e  courtesies,  that  love  to  shoot 
Round  virtue's  stem,  the  llow'rets  of  her  frxiit 

And  were  these  errors  but  the  wanton  tide 
Of  young  luxuriance  or  tmchnaten'd  pride  ; 


Frmch  irifniitcr  at  PhHodi'lphlA,  in  that  fknow  dsipatrk  to 
hl«  ^Tc^mmem,  i»bkb  vat  lntera«pt«Ni  bf<m»  of  our  eralstrs 
In  tbe  fetr  ITM.  This  curlout  oiemorial  ouij  t>Q  Ibund  tn 
FotvoplBO*!  Worki,  vol.  i.  p  270,  It  rmMlnt  a  itrlkltis 
noonawnt  of  republican  fntrigui^,  cm  oae  *iAe  aad  republican 
prolllKaf^  on  the  oUi«r  j  and  i  would  r«c«>inio«ud  Ih*  p^rtital 
of  It  lo  rverj  botiMt  t^otltlclan,  who  roaj  latxMir  uiklcT  a  tno> 
mmt'i  drlniloQ  with  rripvct  tu  the  puHtf  of  Amrrtcan 
patrtoilMn. 
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The  fervid  follies  and  the  ^iult«  of  sucli 

A*  wrongly  feel,  because  they  feel  too  much  ; 

Then  might  experience  make  tlie  fever  leas, 

Nay,  graft  a  virtue  on  each  warm  excess. 

But  bo;  *tU  heartless,  speculative  ill, 

All  yotith'B  transgreBsion  with  all  age's  chill ; 

The  apathy  of  wrong,  the  Ixwom's  ice, 

A  slow  and  cold  fttagnation  into  vice. 

Long  has  the  love  of  gold,  that  meanest  rage, 
And  latest  folly  of  raiin's  sinking  age, 
Whi<?K  rarely  vcDturing  in  the  van  of  life, 
While  nobler  passions  wage  their  heated  strife. 
Cornea  fkulkiog  last,  with  selfishnefis  and  fear, 
And  dies,  collecting  lumber  in  the  rear, — 
Long  has  it  palsied  every  grasping  band 
And  gniedy  spirit  throiigh  this  bartering  landj 
Tiini*d  life  to  traffic,  set  the  demon  p>ld 
So  loose  abroad  that  virtue's  self  m  sold, 
And  conscience,  truths  arad  honesty  are  made 
To  rise  and  fall,  like  other  wares  of  trade.' 

Already  in  this  free,  this  virtuous  state, 
Which,  Frenclitnen  tell  us,  was  ordained  by  fate. 
To  show  the  world,  what  high  perfection  springs 
From  rabble  senators,  and  merchant  kings, — 
Even  here  already  patriots  kurii  to  steal 
Their  private  perciuisites  from  public  weal, 
And,  guardians  of  the  country's  sacred  fire, 
Like  Airic's  priejtts,  let  out  the  flame  for  hire. 
Those  vaunted  demagogues,  who  nobly  rose 
From  England*!  debtors  to  be  England's  foes,* 
Who  could  their  monarch  in  thtir  purse  forget, 
And  break  ailegiunce,  but  to  cancel  debt,^ 
Have  prov'd  at  length,   the  mineraFB  tempting 

hue. 
Which  makes  a  patriot,  can  unmake  him  too.* 
Oh  I  Freedom,  Freedom,  how  I  hate  thy  cant  ! 
Not  Eastern  bombast,  not  the  savage  rant 
Of  purpled  madmen,  were  they  number 'd  all 
From  Roman  Nero  down  to  Russian  Paul, 


>  **  Kotii  rofoni  que,  dan*  ie*  payi  oil  Von  nVit  ftfTtttg 
que  d«  Tesprit  de  commerce,  o<i  traOquo  dc  loiitpi  Ips  actioni 
iiumA$DM  tt  dfl  toutei  I  PS  vertiti  matfdttt"  ^  Montt$^uieu, 
4e  r Esprit  4tt  Lots,  Ut.kx.  chap.  2. 

>  1  tru»t  I  «lajiil  not  be  fuipcctrd  of  n  wi»h  to  jujitiff  tboM 
*TbUniry  tUrpc  of  ihe  EagUsh  gmrprumpm  which  th*  colonic* 
ftntTHi  It  fo  ueceiiarT  to  rciiit ;  my  ocily  object  hrrc  ii  to  ex- 
pt»c  tl>«  •elfl«h  motive  of  loroo  of  the  leaiLIng:   AmerlcAn 


*  Tftw  mul  pcnevcirfng  cfiemy  to  th«  lotcr«tt4  of  thft 
,  imoiOKAt  the  polUicians  of  the  western  world,  has 

a  m  Y Iranian  incirhant,  who,  flndinf  It  euicr  to  t^Hi\ti  liU 
BihaD  hli  dctHit  wai  odo  of  the  firit  l^ii  raUe  the 
I  ag^^ntt  GrcAt  DHlain,  wid  has  ercr  tlnce  <>ndea- 
t  to  fetmg«  upon  the  whole  cisiuiUry  thtj  otjUfatloni 
vlhlcll  he  Ikt  under  to  a  few  of  it»  merchautt. 

*  Sat  Porcopiiie'*  accovuit  of  iJie  PenntylirMiia  Injiiirrecttoti 


Could  grate  upon  my  ear  so  mean,  so  base. 
As  the  rank  jargon  of  that  faetiotis  race. 
Who,  prxir  of  heart  atid  prodigal  of  words. 
Formed  to  be  slaves,  yet  struggling  to  be  lords, 
Strut  forth,  as  patriots,  from  their  negro-marts, 
And  ihout  for  rights  with  rapine  in  their  hearts. 

Who  can,  with  patience,  for  a  momjcnt  see 
The  medley  mass  of  pride  and  misery. 
Of  whi[^  and  charters,  manacles  and  righta, 
Of  slaving  blacks  and  democratic  whites,^ 
And  all  the  piebald  polity  that  reigns 
In  free  confusion  o'er  Columbia's  plains  ? 
To  think  that  man,  thou  just  and  gentle  0(41 
Should  stand  before  thee  with  a  tyrant's  rod 
O'er  creatures  like  himself^  with  souls  from  thee. 
Yet  dare  to  boast  of  perfect  liberty; 
Away,  away  — Td  rather  hold  my  neck 
By  doubtful  tenure  from  a  Bultau's  beck, 
In  dimes,  where  liberty  has  scarce  been  nam*d. 
Nor  any  right  btit  that  of  rtiling  claim'd. 
Than  thus  to  live,  where  bastard  Freedom  waves 
Her  fustian  fltig  in  mockery  over  slaves  ; 
Where  —  motley  laws  admitting  no  degree 
Betwixt  the  vilely  slav'd  and  madly  free  — 
Alike  the  bondage  and  the  licence  suit,. 
The  brute  made  ruler  and  ihc  man  made  bratc. 

But,  while  I  thus,  my  friend,  in  flowerkss  song, 
So  feebly  paint,  what  yet  I  feel  »o  strong, 
The  ills,  the  vices  of  the  land,  where  first 
Those  rebel  fiends,  that  rack  the  world,  were  nurst. 
Where  treason's  arm  by  royalty  was  nerv'd* 
And  FrcnchmcD  leam*d  to  crush  the  throne  they 

served  — 
Thou,  calmly  lullM  in  dreimis  of  classic  thought. 
By  bards  ilium  In 'd  and  by  sages  taught, 
Pant'st  to  be  all,  upon  this  mortal  scene. 
That  bard  hath  fancied  or  that  sage  hath  beeo. 
Why  should  I  wake  thee  7  why  severely  chase 
The  lovely  forms  of  virtue  and  of  grace, 


In  I7M-  In  ihort,  aee  I'orcuplnp'i  worki  throughout,  for 
ample  eorrolK) ration  ofcrery  ientimciit  which  t  have  TPn^ured 
to  exprcffl.  In  taylng  thl»^  I  refer  \e%%  to  the  ttinnmcnU  of 
that  writ<fhr  ihaii  Co  the  occurrf^ncet  which  he  hiu  relatetl  and 
tlie  dfKutnenU  which  ht>  hai  prciervcil.  0)tiniun  niaj  bo 
Mi«pecte4  of  blu,  btit  facti  ftfu'^k  for  tlieoiiyt'lifci. 

^  (n  Virginia  the  eJfbcti  f^f  tbit  cyitein  tie^gin  to  h«  felt 
rather  •eriouiiljr.  WhUe  the  mActcr  rave«  of  liberty,  the  tlnra 
cannot  butcatch  the  cckp taction,  and  accordingly  there  leldom 
elapiei  a  month  without  loino  alarm  of  injiurrccilon  antonfftt 
the  oeirroe*, ,  The  acccMJon  of  Louitiaiia,  (t  U  feared,  will 
incrciue  thlt  embArmument ;  as  the  niimerouft  emlgri^IotiA, 
which  arc  «xp«cted  tc»  take  place,  from  the  louthern  fttatet  lo 
tfaic  newly  acsqulrcd  terrltoTy,^  wili  coniiiderably  dlmtniiii  the 
white  population,  and  tbui  atrenKthen  the  proporttoa  of  ae- 
gTO«*,  to  A  degree  whkh  muiit  ullimately  be  rutnoui> 
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That  dwell  before  thee,  like  the  pictures  spread 
By  Spnrtjui  m^troos  round  the  genial  bed, 
Mooldiag  thj  fimcy*  and  irith  gradual  urt 
Bnghfning  the  youag  oonceptions  of  thy  heart 

Forgive  me,  Forbes — and  iboold  the  song  de- 
stroy 
One  generous  hope,  one  throb  of  fiocial  joy, 
One  high  pulsation  of  ihe  zeal  fur  man, 
Which  few  can  feel,  and  bless  that  few  who  can, — 
Oh  !  turn  to  him,  beneath  whose  kindred  eyefi 
Thy  talents  open  and  thy  virtues  rise, 
Forget  where  nature  has  been  dark  or  dim, 
And  proudly  study  all  her  lights  in  him. 
Yes,  yes,  in  hun  the  erring  world  forget, 
And  feel  that  num  majf  reach  perfection  yet 


TO 

THOMAS   HUME,   ESQ,  M-D. 

raoai  Tai  ctrr  of  wA*nT{(0T0M. 

H^.  Xewopuomt.  EriiE«,  Ef^hctiac.  lib.  t. 

*TiB  evening  now  ;  beneath  the  western  star 
Soft  sighs  the  lover  through  his  sweet  segar, 
And  fills  the  ears  of  some  consenting  §he 
With  puffs  and  vows,  with  smoke  and  constancy. 
The  patriot,  fresh  from  Freedom's  councils  come. 
Now  pleased  retires  to  lash  his  slaves  at  home ; 
Or  woo,  perhaps,  some  black  Aspasia^s  charms. 
And  dream  of  freedom  in  his  bondsmaid'g  arms. ' 


1  Tlie  **  \i\Ack  AffKuU  **  of  tlac  prr^^ut  •••••••••  of  tbw 

tJollcd  Stale*,  later  ATprti<Ue«  l(j«i>i  i^ottB«lniaiiympha«.  h(^« 
glT«a  rite^to  much  (tU'Auiitry  among  Uir  imtl-democrat  ii1t» 
In  America, 

•  "  On  Ui«  orl|rlna1  location  of  tli#  f  ro^iivl  ti^w  altitltcd  for 
tha  Mat  of  tliB  Foacrnt  City  (lAyi  ^'  ^  ,],,,  (fIrntkiJ 
tpot  on  which  the  oipUnt  now  *Xmv.\  ^  ^me.  I'lih 
«ll««;ii!Mtc>  (»  rpUtod  bj  inanjr  ju  a  «  ,.,iic  of  the 
^t1  '  4>r*'  <if  ttiU  rltf,  MlkUh  k¥  lo  Iw,  m  tt  irerr,  a 
u^-                      ~*  WVWi  Truf^h,  Idler  W. 

'  A  iiiu,  .Lfi^niB  run*  tliiOTigli  ih«  elljr.  which,  wUh  In* 
lOlffSlkl*  sllbrtation.  thejr  huve  ttfted  the  l|h«r.  It  »«* 
oHglaatIf  calhNi  ^«o«>•^-^r«•^l( , 

*  ♦*  To  ba  QKNter  iImp  ecccMlly  of  ioJtig  tlirmnrh  a  A*rp  wi^ai) 
Ihr  mia  or  two  mllaa,  (tarhafM.  tn  oMl«r  la  m«  «  neKt.tloor 
gt(»loiLi<.>ijr  ..Li.j  lit  tUt\  mumt!  eitj,  U  aciirloiM  and,  I  |>cljr«e,  a 
Bi.H  -  HV/<  Ictt*^  Ir. 

i  (I  Muiit  be  CAllcd  a  elf; )  hai  ciot  l»aan 

I  jiicrr^ucfi  ^incf  Mr,  W>y  tUtliKl  U,   Mo*t  af  the  public 
I,  Wlildi  vpra  then  In  come  di^ri**  Df  forwArtlriM*, 
n  fltnm  iiuarlr  ■u«[Hiv4iii     Th*  hotel  H  airMnly  a 
rxLin  I  a  frnt  part  of  1 1  *  '*n  In,  aad  Iha  looni  Sr* 

UH  to  be  oreuplHS  gr  ^  i  i»e  otlamMw  0eoCeb  and 

triiih  emlfraala«  The  I'l^nucTit  ■  houM,  a  f^^rf  nobia  irrtfte* 
Ivrv,  Ji  bf  BO  maant  mttfld  to  Hm  pldlOM»^lcal  Itumillij'  of 


In  fancy  now,  beneath  the  twilight  gloom. 
Come,  let  me  lead  thee  o'er  this  "  second  Rorael"* 
Where  tribunes  rale,  where  dusky  Davi  bow, 
And  what  was  Goose- Creek  once  is  Tiber  now  *:— 
This  embrj'o  capital,  where  Fancy  sees 
St^uares  in  morasses^  obelisks  in  trees  ; 
Which  second-sighted  seers,  ev'n  now^  adorn 
With  shrines  nnbuilt  and  heroes  yet  nnbom. 

Though  nought  but  woods  *  and  J — n  they  see. 

Where  streets  should  run  and  sages  ouffhi  to  be. 

And  look,  how  calmly  in  yon  radiant  wave, 
The  dying  snn  prepares  his  golden  grave. 
Oh  mighty  river  I  oh  yc  banks  of  shade  ! 
Ye  matchless  scenes,  in  nature's  morning  made, 
While  stilU  in  all  ih'  exuberance  of  prime, 
She  pour'd  her  wonders,  lavishly  sublime, 
Nor  yet  had  learn 'd  to  stoop,  with  humbler  care. 
From  grand  to  soft,  from  wonderftil  to  fair  ;  — 
Say,  were  your  towering  hills,  yonr  boundless  floods, 
Your  rich  savanna.^  and  majestic  woods, 
WTiere  bairds  should  meditate  and  heroes  rove. 
And  woman  charm »  and  man  deserve  her  Jove, — 
iih  say,  was  world  so  bright,  but  born  to  grace 
Its  own  half-organised,  half-minded  race^ 
Of  weak  barbarians,  swarming  o'er  its  breast, 
Like  Tcrmin  gender 'd  on  the  lion*s  crest  ? 
Were  none  but  brutes  to  call  that  soil  theu*  home. 
Where  none  but  demigods  should  dare  to  roam  ? 
Or  worse,  thou  wondrous  woridl  oh  !  doubly  worse. 
Did  heaven  design  thy  lordly  laud  to  nurse 
The  motley  dregs  of  erery  distant  clime, 
Each  blast  of  anarchy  and  taint  of  crime 
Which  Enrope  shakes  from  bt^r  perturbed  sph4;re. 
In  fiiU  malignity  to  rankle  here  ? 


it*  prrsonlpottriitDr,  whr>inhal>its  biU  Aromcr  I  I  n 

hlmiclf,  and  abandons  the  r^«t  to  «  stAtc  «if  n. 
Utfon,  irbkh  ihoie  who  are  not  phllutopbrrf  c .  .  ,  .  .  ^^  jx 
tvithuut  rejH'et.  TbU  gnuid  edlttcc  U  cticlrrled  tj>- «  rvtj  t\tde 
pilings  ttirougb  which  a  cmnmoti  t\iU\c  «iUe  Introducca  the 
TlaUen  of  the  Urtt  mni)  In  AmerltA.  With  reapevt  to  all  that 
it  nithiii  ttiKi  bii4tiM>.  1  »l>all  liniuta*  ibe  pruilcnl  forh«ajra<ie« 

The  private  buadtiigt  etbibit  the  Mae  dtaricterialk  ila- 
pUjr  of  arroiraiH  tpcrulAtlun  nnd  premalurv  nila  i  and  llM  Amt 
rang ea  o(  bouaet  whkh  were  beguti  intne  fvxr*  ago  have  r^ 
maioed  lo  long  wa«te  aud  uDanUHe«l,  that  tbvy  *ine  now  tar 
tli9  mcfft  part  dUapldau-d. 

*  The  picture  which  Dm  i>4ve  drawa  ol 

the  Am«flca.n  Indian,  thi"  if,  aa  far  aa  t 

cati  Judge,  mueb  fnofewirii i      4Ug  reprpaani* 

eltoni  whkh  Mr>  Jeflertou  bu  givfn  u».  s«e  the  Noiea  on 
Virginia,  whi^re  thi«  gmtlcmao  eud<>4iraiiiir«  tn  dUpvvte  tii 
gvtieral  the  opinfoQ  ntaintaJned  lo  tiro:; 
•ofjhirri  that  nature  (aa  If r.  Jeffbtaon  r 
her  proiluctloD*  in  Una  wtatam  world.   M  >  r ^tiiitei 

tba  ImperfiKtkn  of  autroal  tile  la  Anti^rk^  <im  Uw  riivNgei  «f  « 
fwFf  rveeoDl  delafe,  IVooi  wboa«  efircts  ii|wu  iii  Ml  «mI  aU 
moaplwra  It  baa  not  yet  auAdeotljr  rffotrrr^. « lt»TVr«l«l 
at  I  lota.  1.  pi  103. 
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But  hold^  —  obaerve  yon  Uttie  mount  of  pines, 
Wliere  tlie  breese  murmon  and  the  Er^^-flj  ihines. 
Thei«  let  tfajr  f^cy  nise,  lo  bold  relief, 
TW  «eiilpfliir*d  image  of  that  YctcrmD  chief  ^ 
Who  lost  the  rebers  id  the  hero's  name, 
And  climb'd  o'er  profitmte  loyalty  to  fame; 
Beneaih  whose  iword  Columbia's  patriot  train 
Cam  off  their  monarch,  that  their  mob  might  rtngn. 

Hem  shall  we  rank  thee  ap<m  glory's  page  f 
Thpo  toore  than  soldier  and  just  less  than  sage  t 
Of  peace  too  fond  to  act  the  conqueror's  part. 
Too  hmg  is  camps  to  learn  a  8tat«smati*s  art, 
Ifatiirv  design*d  thee  for  a  hero's  mould, 
BiK*  ere  she  cast  thee*  let  the  stuff  grow  cold. 

While  loftier  soals  conunand,  nay,  make  their 

Tby^  fiite  made  thee  and  forc'd  thee  to  be  great. 
Vet  Formne,  who  so  oft,  m  blindly  sheds 
Her  brightest  halo  round  the  weakest  heads, 
Found  tkee  ondaxzle<1,  traji«}uil  as  before, 
Prood  to  be  uief^l,  scorning  lo  be  more  ; 
Less  moT*d  by  glory's  thon  by  dutj's  claim. 
Renown  ilie  meed,  but  self- applause  the  aim  ; 
All  that  Lhou  wert  reflects  less  feme  on  thee, 
Far  Icsa,  than  all  thou  didst /or bair  to  fn: 
Nor  yet  the  patriot  of  one  land  alone, — 
For,  thine*s  a  name  all  natifjns  claim  llicir  own  j 
And  every  shore,  wh  ere  brea  i  b  'd  th  e  good  and  bra  v  e, 
£cho*d  the  plaudits  thy  own  co[mtry  gave. 

Kow  !n4ik,  my  friend,  where  faint  the  moonlight 
falls 
On  yonder  dome,  and,  in  those  priDcelj  halls, — 
If  thoQ  canst  hate,  as  eur^  that  i»oul  mu^t  hate, 
Which  loves  the  virtuor,s,  and  reveres  the  great, — 
If  lhou  eanst  loathe  and  execrate  with  me 
The  poUonons  drug  of  FrL-neh  phikisuphy, 
TbAt  nauseous  slaver  of  thcve  frantic  tiii)e«« 
Wirh  which  false  liberty  dilutes  her  cirimes,  - 
If  thou  hast  got,  wiihin  thy  freeboru  breast, 
<hie  pul!*e  that  beats  more  proudly  thim  the  rest. 
With  honest  scorn  for  that  inglorious  soul, 
^%liieh  creeps  and  winds  Ijenenlh  a  moh*s  eoutrol. 
Which  eourts  the  rabble's  smile,  the  rabble's  nod, 
AdiI  makes,  like  Egypt,  every  beast  its  god. 


*>  On  a  ■mal)  hill  n<sir  tlie  capltol  thiTC  ii  to  he  nii  c^tJts- 
trisR  cUtJUi  of  Ccncr»l  Waihington. 

«  (n  ttie  i^ttn  «t  which  the  French  revolution  ciitJlistl 
■mnns  thf*  ilernorrnti  of  AitJvricA,  nnd  (he  liccntfoua  srinpntliv 
«Irh  vhleli  they  iharnl  in  thi^  w(ldir«t  cxco»'A(>«  or  JacoMnlAn, 
m*'  iD^y  Hod  un^ftourre  of  UiAt  vtilgarity  ot  vlec,  thM  hfjctihty 
to  all  I  be  gmce*  ot  M(f.  which  dUlinKuiihei  the  pnpsent  di'ina- 
fogoai  of  the  t^dfled  Slate*,  nnd  hu  becnni^*  liidtNi'd  Um  ftvnv. 
niif  th*  rharact«riilk  of  their  couttiryiiien.  But  ihrre  h 
«MiCh«r  emte  of  Che  curmption  of  private  inorali,  wlildi,  en- 


There,  in  those  wodls — but,  burning  tongue^  forbear  I 
Rank  must  he  reverenc'd,  even  the  rank  that's 

there; 
So  here  I  pause — and  now,  dear  Hume,  we  part : 
But  oft  again,  in  frank  exchange  of  heart. 
Thus  let  UB  meet,  and  mingle  converse  dear 
By  Thames  at  home,  or  by  Potowniac  here. 
O'er  lake  and  marsh,  through  fevers  and  through 

fogs. 
Midst  bears  and  yankees,  democrats  and  frogs, 
Thy  foot  shall  follow  me,  thy  heart  and  eyes 
With  me  shalt  wonder,  and  with  me  despise.* 
T»\"hile  1,  Bs  oft,  in  faney's  dream  shall  rove, 
With  thee  eon  versing,  through  that  land  I  love. 
Where,  like  ike  air  that  fans  her  fields  of  green, 
Her  freedom  spreads,  unfever'd  and  serene  ; 
And  sovereign  man  ean  condescend  to  see 
The  throne  and  laws  more  sovereign  still  than  he. 


LIKES 

WRITTEN   ON   LEAVING    FtOLADELFHIA. 

SoracKTL.  (Edfp.  Cohm.  tr,  76«. 

AxoNE  by  the  Kchuylkill  a  wanderer  rov'd, 
An{l  bright  were  its  flowery  banks  to  his  eye  ; 

But  far,  very  far  were  the  friends  that  he  lov'd, 
And  he  gazVl  od  its  flowery  banks  with  a  sigh. 

Oh  Nature,  though  blessed  and  bright  are  thy  rays, 
O'er  I  he  brow  of  rreatlon  enchantiugly  thrown. 

Yet  faint  arc  they  all  to  die  lustre  that  plays 
In  a  fiuiile  from  the  heart  that  is  fondly  our  own. 

Nor  loug  did  the  soul  of  iho  stranger  remain 

rnhlest  by  the  smile  he  had  laufrulsh'd  to  meet; 
Though  scarce  did  he  hope  it  would  soothe  him 
again. 
Till  the  threshold  of  boiue  had  been  prest  by  bis 
feet. 

But  the  lays  of  his  hoyhmxl  had  stol'D  to  their  ear. 
And  they  lov'd  wjjat  they  knew  of  so  humble  a 
name  ; 

coura;;pd  0,9  It  t»  Uj  the  goT^^nmrnt,  and  lilnntllled  with  th« 
inlprciti  of  the  cimnmiilty,  ■ccmt  lo  thrcnlcn  thederjijrof  All 
hnneit  prlinctjiiU-  in  Arnerica.  t  alluile  Ut  tho^o  fr.itKliil(}n( 
vlcilutioru  urnt'Utrditf  louthlch  thr^j  nri?  Iiidebtcd  for  tbomMt 
hjcrattiTP  ('Art  of  their  ronitnprcc,  nndi  by  which  thfy  hare  lo 
lonjf  infringi'it  and  cnwntprwcteil  the  Wfirtilme  nghts  ntid  nd- 
vnnti^iicp*  nf  thi*  country^  Th!i  unwnrrantublc  trnile  ia  imcct* 
ftrthly  abetted  by  fucli  a  lyflem  of  coHujIun^  imposture,  and 
|verjiiry,  ^t  csinnot  fail  to  ipreod  rapid  cronumlnallon  Arouiid 
It. 
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And  they  told  him.  with  flattery  welcome  and  dear, 
That  they  found  in  Ills  heart  sumethiug  better 
than  ftitue* 

Nor  did  woman — oil  woman!  whose  form  and 
whose  mxil 
Are  ihe  spell  and  the  light  of  taeh  path  we  pur* 
sue  I 
Whether  simn'd  in  the  tropic*  or  chiU*d  at  the 
pole, 
If  woman  be  there,  there  is  happiness  too  :^— 

Nor  did  fihe  ber  enuDOnriiig  magic  deny, — 
That  luiigic  his  heart  had  relinquish'd  so  long, — 

Like  eyes  he  had  Iov*d  was  her  elot|Ui?nt  eyis 
Like  them  did  it  soften  and  weep  at  his  song. 

Oh,  hlest  he  the  tear,  and  in  memory  oft 

May  its  sparkle  be  shed  o'er  the  wand*rer'B  dream  j 

Thrice  hlest  be  that  eye,  and  may  passion  as  soft, 
As  free  from  a  pang,  ever  mellow  it^  beam  J 

The  stranger  is  gone^ — hut  he  will  not  forget, 
^Vhen  at  home  he  shall  talk  of  the  toils  he  has 
known, 

To  tell,  with  a  sigh,  what  endearments  he  met, 
As  he  strayed  hy  the  wave  of  the  Schuylkill  atone. 


LINES 

wiirrmi  at 
I  GOHOfl,  OR  FAIX8  OP  THB  MOHAWK   RTYiIB<  ^ 

Oil  cr«  fn  loeo  o«e  t"  udla  *l  rlmbumUi 

Dyir  acq,ua  Daktv. 

From  rise  of  mom  till  set  of  sun 
I've  seen  the  mighty  Mohawk  run  ; 
And  as  I  mnrk'd  the  woods  of  pine 
Along  bis  mirror  darkly  shine, 
Like  Call  and  gloomy  formfl  that  pass 
Before  the  wisard^i  midnight  gloss  s 
And  OS  I  viewed  the  hurrying  pooe 
With  which  he  ran  his  turbid  race. 


'  Thvns  If  a  drrarjr  ami  uriifrr  cTiander  in  th*  cntintrf' 
ImmKliiittvly  atiout  thne  Falli,  wbirb  i*  mmli  mou^  tn  har- 
OUMIJF  vvllh  tli«  wildoou  of  lurK  a  te^snc  th«n  tbc  rultiratedl 
UaU  fa  tha  nciflilKHirUncid  of  Niagara  Scfi  the  tUnv\ng  of 
thrai  In  Mr»  Wald'B  book.  Arrordlng  to  hlni,  th^  pcrp»- 
t  of  the  Cfthm  F«iU  li  dfty  fc«t ;  but  the  Maninls 

Tb«  iBm  ralnboir,  wlil^li  (•  conilntMllj  fornilnf  and  dU' 


Rushing,  alike  untir'd  and  wild, 

Through  shades  tlmt  frown  d  and  flowers  that 

smil'd. 
Flying  by  every  green  recess 
Til  at  woo'd  liim  to  ite  calm  caress, 
Yet,  sometimes  turning  with  the  \iind, 
As  if  to  leave  one  look  behiod, — 
Oft  ha%'e  I  thought,  aud  thinking  aigh'd, 
How  like  to  thee,  thou  resllesi  tide. 
May  he  the  lot,  the  llib  of  him 
Who  roams  along  thy  water*»  brira  ; 
Through  what  alternate  wastes  of  woe 
And  flowers  of  joy  my  path  may  go  ; 
How  many  a  sheltered,  calm  retreat 
May  wno  the  wliile  my  weary  feet. 
While  SI  ill  friirsuing,  stiU  unblest, 
I  wander  on,  nor  dare  to  rest  ; 
But,  urgent  as  the  doom  that  calls 
Thy  water  to  its  destiti'd  falls, 
I  feel  the  world*8  bewild'ring  force 
Hurry  my  heart's  devoted  course 
From  lapse  to  lapse,  till  life  be  done, 
And  the  spent  current  cease  to  run. 

One  only  prayer  I  dare  to  make. 
As  onward  thus  my  course  [  take  ;^ 
Oh,  be  my  falls  as  bright  as  thine ! 
May  heaven's  relenting  rainbow  shine 
Upon  the  mist  that  circles  me. 
As  soft  as  now  it  bangs  o^er  thee  1 


SONG 


TllK  EVIL  SPIRIT  OF  THK  WOODS.* 

Qtm  rrliii  dkOScllU,  quai|ito  mit  rta  nalla. 

Ovm,  hft^nm.  IIU.  U!.  t.  737, 

Now  the  vapour,  hot  and  damp. 
Shed  by  day's  expiring  lamp, 
Through  the  misty  other  spreads 
ETery  ill  the  white  man  dreads ; 
Fiery  fever  s  thirsty  thrill 
Fitftd  agnfi^s  shivering  chill  I 


tolring,  tM  the  ijmj  Hli(«  Into  tb^  Itjt'ht  of  the  itin,  h  p<*rtiapt 
tba  motC  IntcTvttlngr  t»cautj  irhteh  tli<«v  ^ond^rful  catikracu 
exhibit. 

*  The  Idea  of  tbli  povm  occurred  to  nu;  li»  paiiing  through 
the  vary  drcarf  irild«rDeai  bMarepfi  Batarta,  a  new  wttlffinmt 
In  tbr  ttildct  of  th«  wood*,  and  the  IKtl«  Tillage  of  BuHklo 
upon  LaL«  Er1»«  Thli  ft  (he  mo«t  Catigtiiof  part  of  lb* 
route,  In  traTeUinrf  through  ttip  Getiette  cmmirj  to  Nhtgam. 
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Hark  !  I  betr  tfae  triTeller'i  tong, 
As  he  winds  die  woodi  along  ;  — 
Ohrisdan,  "tis  tlie  bong  of  f4*ar  ; 
Wolre*  are  round  thee»  night  ii  near, 
And  ilie  wUd  thoa  dar^at  to  roam — 
Thiiik,  tiras  onee  the  Indian'a  home  I  ■ 

Hiih«r«  wpritesi  who  love  to  hann* 
"Wheresoe'er  yoa  work  yoar  charm, 
Bj  the  creeks,  or  by  the  brakea, 
Whers  the  pale  witch  feeds  her  snakes. 
And  the  cajman^  Loves  to  creep. 
Torpid,  to  hk  wlntr}^  sleep  ; 
Where  the  bird  of  eorrion  ^iu, 
Ajid  the  ihitdd'riog  morderer  sita,  3 
Looe  beneath  a  roof  of  blood  ; 
While  upon  his  poisoti'd  food. 
From  the  corpse  of  him  be  slew 
Drops  the  chill  and  gory  dew. 

Hither  bend  ye,  turn  ye  hither, 
Eyes  that  blast  and  wings  ihat  wither  1 
Grow  the  wandYing  Chiistian'i  way. 
Lead  him,  ere  the  glimpse  of  day, 
Many  a  mile  of  mad'ning  error. 
Through  the  maze  of  night  and  terror^ 
Till  the  mom  behold  him  lying 
On  the  dmnp  L'tulh,  pale  and  dying. 
Mock  him,  when  his  eager  sight 
Seeks  the  cordial  cottagt^-light ; 
Gleam  then,  like  the  Lightning-bug, 
Tempt  him  to  tbe  den  that's  dug 
For  the  foul  and  famish 'd  brood 
Of  the  she -wolf,  gaunt  for  blood  ; 
Or,  unto  the  dangerous  pass 
O'er  the  deep  and  dark  morass, 
Where  the  trembling  Indian  brin^ 
Belts  of  porcelain,  pipea,  and  rings, 
Tributes,  to  be  bung  in  air. 
To  the  Fiend  presiding  there  1  ^ 

Then,  when  night's  long  labour  past^ 
Wilder*^  ^^U  he  falls  at  last, 


*  **  The  Fire  Cotifederalcd  Vationa  (ot  [ndiant)  wer« 
•ettlid  mitnig  the  banki  at  the  Hmiiiinhjiniiah  and  the  adjucent 
eowitry,  until  the  jpat  T779t  wticu  Gen<!fal  Sulllrant  with  ao 
array  of  40iJO  m«MJ,  drove  them  from  their  conn  try  to  NiAgaru, 
vhert!,  bi'ing  obMi^tM]  to  If^c  on  laliwl  pravUtont,  to  which 
they  verr  unaccu»tomtd,  great  ciiimb«ri  o(  them  dle<l.  Two 
luiadnMl  of  tbem,  k  i*  mj4.  were  tntrbd  In  oti»  f  rare,  where 
Chiy  bad  encamped." —  Morse' g  dmeriean  O^ogmftkjf, 

*  Tbe  ttJligntor,  who  U  •upposvd  to  lie  In  a  torpid  iitiitc  ail 
the  wlnlKT,  In  the  haDk  of  tome  creek  or  pond,  liavling  pre- 
-riotfilf  fwallowccl  a  Urge  number  ot  plne-knoli^  which  are 
hlf  only  tQfteRiQcc  during  the  timr. 

'  Thl«  waa  the  modeof  punishment  for  murder  <n«Charle- 
vglm  !«))•  uft)«n»otig  iho  Uuroni.    ^'  They  laid  the  dud  bodj 


Sinking  where  the  causeway's  edge 
Moulders  in  the  slimy  sedge. 
There  let  every  noxious  thing 
Trail  its  filth  and  fix  its  sting  ; 
Let  the  bull -toad  taint  him  over, 
Round  bim  let  mosquitoes  horer» 
In  his  ears  and  eyeballs  tingling. 
With  his  blood  Ibeir  poison  mingling^ 
Till,  beneath  tbe  solar  tirc% 
Rankling  all,  the  wretch  expires  I 


TO 

THE  HONOURABLE  W.  R.  SPENCER. 
FROM  nvrrALo^  upon  lake  erie. 

Kec  Tenit  «d  duroi  miua  vocata  Getas. 

Ovin.  es  Ponio,  lib.  I.  cp.  6. 

Thou  oft  hast  told  me  of  the  happy  bours 
Enjoy M  by  thee  in  fair  Italia's  bowers. 
Where,  lingVing  yet,  the  ghost  of  ancient  wit 
Midst  modern  monks  profanely  dares  to  flit, 
And  pagan  spirits,  by  the  pope  unlaid, 
Haunt  every  stream  and  sing  through  every  shmle. 
There  still  the  bard  who  (if  his  numbers  be 
Histongne's  lightceho)  must  have  talk'dlikethee,^ 
The  courtly  hard,  from  whom  thy  mind  has  caught 
Those  playful,  sunshine  holidays  of  thought, 
In  which  the  spirit  baskingly  ruclines, 
Bright  without  effort,  resting  while  it  shines,— 
There  still  he  rovc*t  and  laughing  loves  to  see 
How  modem  priests  with  ancient  rakes  agree  j 
Row,  *ueath  the  cowl,  the  festal  garland  shines. 
And  Lore  still  finds  a  niche  in  Christian  shrines. 

There  still,  loo,  roam  those  other  souls  of  song. 
With  whom  thy  spirit  hath  commun'd  so  long. 
That,  quick  as  light,  their  rarest  gems  of  thought, 
By  Memory *s  magic  to  thy  lip  are  brought 


upon  polei  Bt  thd  top  of  a  cabtti,  and  tbe  murdererwu  obiigrd 
to  remain  lereral  dayi  lopreiher,  md  to  rec«»JiTe  jkll  Ihat  dra|ipDd 
from  thft  carcajt,  not  only  on  himu'K  ijul  on  hl«  food/' 

^  "  W©  And  *l*o  collar*  of  porcetHln,  tt»b«ceo.  ran  of  malie, 
iklni^  ftc.  bf  Ibc  iLde  of  difficult  «nd  d.ing^^eroui  'mayt^  on 
rocka,  or  by  tbo  iidA  of  Che  falU;  mid  ihrikn  uru  ta  tnAnjr  of- 
ferbig*  wade  to  the  tplrid  wblrh  pr^iidt*  in  these  pliicM/'  — . 
S«e  Ckartevoiy*  Letter  tm  the  TraditionM  and  ^A^  Heiigtom  qf 
the  SattnffM  qf  Canada. 

Fnther  Hennepin  too  mentbni  thii  cerecnonj  ;  he  also  iif t, 
"  We  tonk  ticitlco  of  onf*  bArltarian^  who  tnad«f  a  kind  of 
■Acrifice  ujMjn  »n  oak  «t  the  CMcade  of  Si.  Antony  tjf  Padtia, 
upon  the  rlrer  Mliatitlppi.'*'^  Bee  Henm-pin'a  fojfage  imio 
NortM  AtfWrica^ 
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But  here,  aln*  t  hy  Erie's  stormy  lake. 
As,  far  from  «ucli  bright  hiiunts  my  courae  1  take» 
No  proud  remembrance  o  er  the  fancy  plays, 
No  elussic  dream,  no  star  of  other  dayM 
Hath  left  that  visionary  light  behind, 
That  lingVing  radiance  of  inmiortj.il  Piind, 
Which  gilds  and  hallows  even  the  rucltst  st'ene, 
The  humblest  shed,  where  genius  once  has  been  I 

All  thut  creation's  varying  moss  assumes 
Of  grand  or  lovely,  here  a&pires  and  hloonifi  ; 
Bold  rise  the  mountains,  rich  the  gardens  glow. 
Bright  lakes  expand,  and  conquering  'rivers  flow; 
But  mind,  immnrtal  mind,  without  whose  ray, 
This  world's  a  wilderness  and  man  hut  elay, 
Mind,  mind  alone,  tn  barren,  still  repjAC, 
Nor  blooms,  nor  rises,  nor  expands,  oor  flows. 
Take  Christians,  Mohawks,  democrats,  and  all 
From  the  rude  wig- warn  to  the  eongress-hall, 
From  man  the  savage,  whether  slav'd  or  free. 
To  man  the  civilii'd,  less  tame  than  he, — 
'Tis  one  dull  chaos,  one  nnferlile  strife 
Betwint  half'polLsh'd  and  half  barbarous  life ; 
Where  every  ill  the  ancient  world  could  brew 
Is  mix'd  with  every  grossness  of  the  new; 
Where  all  corrupts,  though  little  can  eotice, 
And  nought  is  known  of  luxury',  bat  its  vice  I 

h  this  the  region  then,  h  this  the  clime 
For  soaring  fancies?  for  those  dreams  sublime, 
Which  all  their  miracles  of  light  reveal 
To  heads  that  meditate  and  hearts  that  feel? 
Altti  I  not  so  —  the  Mnae  of  Nature  lights 
Her  glories  round ;  she  scales  the  mountain  heights. 
And  roams  the  forests ;  every  wondrons  spot 
Bums  with  her  step,  yet  man  regards  it  mot 
She  whispers  round,  her  words  are  in  the  air, 
But  lost,  (inheard,  they  linger  freezing  there,  * 
Without  one  breath  of  soul^  divinely  strong. 
One  ray  of  miad  to  thaw  them  into  song. 

Yet,  yet  forgive  me,  oh  ye  sacred  few, 
Whom  late  by  Delaware*!  green  hanks  1  knew  i 
Whom*  known  and  lov'd  through  many  a  social  eve, 
'Twaa  bliss  to  Mve  with,  and  'twas  pain  to  leave,' 

i  ThU  cpUhtft  w»»  mjfp^fd  by  Ch»rl*Tolit'i  itrlkln«r  de- 
tfr\pl\on  of  the  crniAiicnto  or  the  Mlttourl  with  the  MJaits* 
■lin^l,  *'  T  In»IE<-i*i«  tMi  U  the  fitif«t  cnnfluencc  h)  the  world. 
Tb«  two  Hvrr*  atp  much  of  the  i«ine  brvodth,  &teh  abmit  half 
AtcHiruot  but  tli«  MI»»OiiH  t«  hj  Ut  the  roo«t  rapid,  and  Mwmi 
%0  •fit«r  th<»  Mlttkitl|t)il  llk«  a  eomiuiTor,  through  which  it 
eanioa  lU  whlti  warei  to  Iha  oppoflts  ihorv,  wlthcMJt  mining: 
them  (  aAcrwardi  U  give*  III  Golour  to  th«  Mit«{Mlp|i1,  whkch 
It  iiav»r  lowsi  AgalD,  liut  carrlet  quite  down  to  tht  mm."^-^ 
t«t(#r  xxTlL 

*  AlliullDf  to  tta«  fani'irul  liolloo  of  "  words  ooDgeal«d  hi 
iit:iiih«rii  air.'* 

i  lA  the  iod«t7  of  Mr.  Denoi«  and  hU  friend*,  al  PhtJa. 


Not  with  more  joy  the  loneJy  exile  ficanti*d 
The  writing  traced  upoti  the  desert's  sand, 
Wliere  hia  lone  heart  but  little  hopM  to  find 
fJoe  trace  of  life,  one  stamp  of  hnniati  kind, 
l^hfln  did  [  hail  the  pure,  th*  enlighten'd  xeal. 
The  strength  to  reason  and  the  warmth  to  feel. 
The  manly  polish  and  the  illvmitn"d  tiiiite. 
Which, — ^*mid  the  melancholy,  heartless  waste 
My  foot  has  travers'd,  —  oh  you  sacred  few  ! 
I  found  by  Delaware's  green  banks  with  you. 

Long  may  you  loathe  the  Gallic  dross  that  runs 
Through  your  fair  country  and  corrupts  its  sods  ; 
Ijong  love  the  arts,  the  glories  which  adorn 
Those  fields  of  freedom,  where  your  sires  were  horn* 
Oh  !  if  America  can  yet  be  great. 
If  neither  chained  by  choice,  nor  doom'd  by  fate 
To  the  mob-mania  which  imbrutes  her  now, 
She  yet  can  raise  the  crowned,  yet  civic  brow 
Of  single  majesty,  —  ean  add  the  grace 
Of  Itank'R  rich  capital  to  Freedom's  base, 
Nor  fear  the  mighty  shaa  will  feebler  prove 
For  the  fair  ornament  that  flowers  above  ;^- 
!f  yet  released  from  all  that  jiedant  throng, 
So  vain  of  error  and  so  pledg'd  to  wrong. 
Who  hourly  teach  her,  like  themselves,  to  hide 
Weakness  In  Tajont,  and  barrenness  tn  pride, 
She  yet  can  rise,  can  wreathe  the  Attic  charms 
Of  soft  refinement  round  the  pomp  of  arms. 
And  see  her  poets  flash  the  fires  of  song. 
To  light  her  warriors"  thtinderbolts  along  \  — 
It  is  to  you,  to  souls  that  favouring  heaven 
Hsis  made  like  yours»  the  glorious  task  is  given: — 
Oil  !  but  for  HHch^  Culiunbia's  days  were  done  ; 
Rank  without  ripeness,  qutcken'd  without  sun, 
Crude  at  the  surface,  rotten  at  the  eorc, 
Her  ftTiita  would  falJ,  before  her  spring  were  o'er. 

Believe  me,  Spencer,  while  t  wing'd  the  hours 
Where  Schuylkill  winds  his  way  through  banks  of 

fiowers. 
Though  few  the  days,  the  liappy  evt'uings  few. 
So  warm  with  heart,  si^  rich  with  mind  they  flew, 
That  my  charm'd  wul  fijrgot  its  wish  to  roam. 
And  rested  there,  as  in  a  dream  of  home. 

delphla.  J  p«a»ed  tb<f  few  aRreeablp  momvott  wtiich  toy  I'-^ir 
through  the  Statn  atibrdcd  me.  Mr.  Dcnnli?  bai  tucrprdvd 
In  dliVU*lnff  Ihrcrufh  tttli  euU^vatcKl  nttle  circle  (hat  1ot«  for 
food  Uteratumi  and  tound  polUIr*.  whteh  he  feet*  to  lealoiulj 
himaclf.  and  which  ii  to  very  rari»ly  the  characteristic  of  hit 
couotrfmcti.  Th  ty  will  not,  I  trmt.  aceuie  me  of  ill  literal  it  jr 
for  th#  (jlcture  which  I  hiTc  gffen  of  the  ignorance  and  cor- 
rttption  that  fturro'und  them.  If  1  did  not  hate,  ai  I  otifht, 
the  rabhie  to  whieh  iH^'j  are  oppoi»ed,  I  could  not  ralxw,  ■•  I 
do.  ihe  iplril  with  which  thcj  del^  Itt  and  In  learninf  from 
ihrm  what  Amarkani  con  Af,  I  but  ■«•  with  the  more  tndli- 
natlon  wh«t  i 


POEMS  RELATING  TO  AMERICA. 


I^ 


1 BMI,  like  looky  rd  Ib^d  lKi»«, 
-  too.  wtueh,  m  tbey  ttCBbled  o*ci- 
^motf^  tcmadHli  Btmnj  m  ume 

U_ ^^  ^ -re  in  eoooofd  Willi  their  cvn. 

T«,— w  knA  tt^H  of  tlial  OQunBkn  five, 
*nHt  iov  9ihtmt,  whick  I  have  knonm  with  thee 
&»  flll»  ID  vsmly  ;  mghli  of  mirth  and  mind* 
Of  wfumm  that  taagl«»  and  fbUiea  thai  refio'd. 
Wliea  dan  wt  hc«h  fmav  lh«m  ?  vhen,  reattw^d 
To  ^a  ^7  '^••t  «Bd  ildlcgtMl  hoaid, 
ttoll  I  aaee  smik  ojoy  with  thee  and  thiiw 
Tfcoae  wNaM  that  leaeh,  those  fbUica  diat  refiite  t 
IBres  i>pw.  aa  Taiid*niv  npoo  Erie  i  shore, 

Mamm  mamy  a  mile  to  jonnief,  ere  we  meef. 

O  SAXPfX  'Ql  3DT  KAPTA  KTN  MKEIAN  EXO. 


BALLAD  STANZAS. 

I  msnsw  by  the  smoke,  that  aa  gracefully  cnrrd 

Ahore  the  green  elm&,  that  a  cottage  wns  near. 
And  I  aaid,  **  If  there*s  peace  to  be  found  in  the 
vofldt 
**  A  heart  that  was  hamble  might  hope  for  it  here  T 

II  ^WtBOon,  and  on  ftowera  thai  languish'd  aroand 
In  **t^>***  repoe'd  the  voluptuous  bee ; 

Everx  leaf  wia  at  rest,  and  I  heard  not  a  sound 
But  the  woodpecker  tapping  ihe  hollow  beech- 
tree. 

Ajid,  **  Here  in  this  lone  little  wood^**  I  exdojoi^d 
With  a  maid  who  was  lovely  to  bouI  and  to  eje, 

1  I  v^roto  tfaene  vtmb  to  «iO  alt  which  CMir  boatmea  iiuik  to 
OS  Ireqiiicntlj.  The  wioi  wu  »o  unraroufAblethAt  tbej  were 
oblignd  to  ram  «ll  th«  »Ajr.  and  w«  were  five  days  to  defoend- 
iBf  the  Hfvf  from  Kington  to  Montreal,  i>xpo*«d[  toM)  lnt«ii« 
tUB  dufioff  Um  day^  and  ai  nisbt  forced  to  take  shelter  ttom 
IImf  4«wt  la  my  mUenliW  hat  upon  the  hankji  that  would  r«. 
,  edv*  oa.  B«it  th^  maisulfleeiit  tcenery  of  the  St-  Lawrence 
rtpiyf  all  ttich  dlftcfiktw. 

Oor  wy^fiTMri  bad  good  iroirr<,  atid  tunf  pcrfectTf  in  tune 
tdc««lk«r.  The  original  word*  of  the  air,  to  which  t  adjiftted 
Ibeae  ttaiau*,  a^pesu-cd  to  be  a  long,  liicohetvut  fiory.  of 
«hkli  t  could  ondenUnd  hut  llttle»  tram  the  barharou*  pro^ 
BoadatioQ  of  ttw  Canadiani.    It  befiiii 

Dan*  nKHi  cbcmin  J'ai  rencoutri 
Deux  carallen  trH^hicD  moatcf ; 

And  the  fxfifoM  to  everj  f erve  wai, 

A  rombrc  d'un  boli  ^e  m'eo  vaU  Jooer, 
A  rombre  d'ua  boU  je  m'eti  vaia  danaer. 

I  fffotured  to  harxDonite  thU  aJr,  and  have  pobllihed  It. 
Wltboat  thai  cfaano  vhlcJi  aflaociatlon  givei  to  every  little 


'  Who  woaU  Uaih  when  I  prais'd  her,  and  wtep 
iflhlam*d, 
**  Bow  hiect  ooold  1  live,  and  how  eabn  oo«dd  I 
die! 

By  the  ihada  of  jp«i  cBDkaeh,  whose  led  berry  dlpa 
**  In  the  gnsh  of  the  fountain,  how  sweet  to  re* 

cUne^ 
And  to  know  that  I  sigh'd  npcm  innocent  tips, 
**  Which  had  neirer  been  ftigh*d  un  by  any  but 

mine  !"* 


A  CANADIAN  BOAT   SONG. 


TBB  kir&a  ST.   UkWaBNOB.' 

Bl  ramlfcn  caotua  bortitur. 

Qi'isrriUAM, 

Fadttlt  as  tolls  the  erening  chime 
Our  Toices  keep  tune  and  onr  oan  keep  time. 
Soon  as  the  woods  on  shore  look  dim. 
We'll  sing  at  Sl  Ann*s  onr  parting  hymn.') 
Row,  brothers,  row,  the  stream  nms  ^t* 
The  Rapids  are  near  and  the  digriight's  past 

Why  shonld  we  yet  onr  sail  unfbrl? 

There  is  not  a  breath  the  blue  wave  to  curlj 
But,  Trheu  the  wind  blows  off  the  shore. 
Oh  I  sweetly  veil  rest  our  weary  onr. 
Blow*  breezvs,  blow,  the  stream  runs  fast. 
The  Rapids  are  near  and  the  daylight's  ] 


Utawas*  tide  !  this  trembling  i 
Shall  ftee  us  float  over  thy  surges  soon. 


of  McfDet  or  (eellnpi  thftt  are  past,  the  metody  may, 
pcfhaptt  he  thought  cumnioii  and  tHOlng ;  but  [  raineinbrT 
when  we  haire  enterefl,  at  tum<>t,  upon  one  of  tho«e  bcaullHu] 
lakes,  loto  which  the  St.  Lawrence  lo  graodiy  sod  uaespeet- 
cdlj  opcui,  1  have  heard  tht*  limple  air  with  a  pleaaure  which 
tlio  Bnetl  compcdUlcrtui  of  the  Or«t  ina«i<^r*  ha»e  n«»er  glteo 
xntu,  and  now  there  it  not  a  note  of  it  which  Aott  not  recall  to 
my  mrmarj'  the  d^por  our  oart  In  the  Hi.  Lawrence,  the  flighl 
of  our  boat  down  the  Rapida,  and  all  tht»te  new  and  fancifUl 
knpretvioni  to  which  my  heart  wai  alkc  during  the  whole  o( 
thili  Tcr;  Interectffif  voyage. 

Ttie  abowc  sUnnt  are  tuppoAed  to  he  f ung  by  thwe  m^^ 
ftwt  who  go  to  the  Graod  Forlige  bjr  the  Utawaa  Rtver, 
For  ao  acojuot  of  thli  wonderful  underiaktng.  *ec  Sir  Alex* 
wider  llaC!iteDtle*t  General  llhtnry  of  the  Fur  Trad^,  jire- 
exed  to  hia  Jounisl. 

s  "  At  tbe  Bapid  of  St.  Ann  they  are  obliged  to  take  out 
paxU  it  not  the  whole,  of  their  lading.  It  ia  from  thia  apot  the 
CanoitUna  eotialder  tbey  take  theJr  depnrlure,  aa  it  poaaeatrt 
tlio  laat  church  cin  tbeliland,  which  ta  dedicated  to  the  tutelar 
i-aint  of  ▼oj'ogert."'  -*  Macicamtc,  GcNcrof  Hiti^ry  <nf  tJk  F^r 
Tred.\ 


^ 
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Saint  of  tbii  green  We  !  henr  our  prayers, 
Oh,  grant  OS  cool  heavens  and  fav^iurlng  airs* 
Blow,  breezes,  blovr,  the  stream  runs  fast. 
The  E»pidft  art  near  and  Ui«  dayliglit's  past 


TO  THE 

LADY  CHARLOTTE  RAWDON. 

imOH   TUB  1AI«K4   Of   TIIH  ST.    LAHKCNCK. 

Not  many  months  have  now  been  dream'd  away 
Since  yonder  sun,  beneath  whose  evening  ray 
Our  boat  glides  swiftly  past  these  wooded  sbores. 
Saw  me  where  Trent  his  raaiy  current  pours. 
And  Doolngton's  old  oaks,  to  every  breexe, 
Whiiper  the  talc  of  by-gooe  centuries  j — 
Thoflc  oaks,  to  me  as  sacred  as  the  groves. 
Beneath  whose  shade  the  pious  Persian  roves, 
And  hearu  the  spirit-voiee  of  sire,  or  chief, 
Or  loved  mistress,  sigh  in  every  leaf.  ' 
There,  oft,  dear  Lady,  while  thy  Up  bath  snng 
My  own  unpolish'd  lays,  how  proud  I've  hung 
On  every  timefUl  accent !  pnmd  to  feel 
That  notes  like  mioe  should  have  the  fate  to  steals 
As  o'er  thy  hallowing  lip  they  sigh'd  along, 
Such  breath  of  paaalon  and  such  soul  of  nong. 
YeiH^I  have  wonderM,  like  some  pea&ant  hoy 
Who  sings,  on  Sabbath-eve^  his  strains  of  joy, 
And  when  he  hears  the  wild,  untuk»r'd  note 
Back  to  his  ear  on  softening  echoes  float, 
Believes  it  still  aomc  answering  spirits  tone. 
And  thinks  it  all  too  sweet  to  be  his  own  I 

I  dreamt  not  then  that,  e'er  the  rolling  year 
Had  fiU'd  its  circle,  I  should  wander  here 
In  musing  awe;  should  tread  tliis  wondrous  world, 
See  all  its  store  of  uihi.nd  waters  hurl'd 
In  one  vast  volume  down  Niagara^s  sleep. 
Or  culm  behold  them,  b  inuuparent  sleep, 

I  **  Avendo  «••!  (icr  covtiimc  dii  Av<irii  In  vettenuiioiM)  gU 
lattftrt  ftiitidi  et  uitlcht,  i^ujut  che  •t«no  vpetio  rtcetAaecoti  dj 
KUlma  bc9tc.** ^  fietro  dHia  rai/4,  part.  i«coiui^  lettjera  16 
d«  I  fUrdlDt  dl  Sdrai. 

*  Arvburrj,  In  tU*  Trarela.  ba*  noticed  thli  ibootlng  llln- 
mttiotiod  «rhlch  porpolfcs  dlffUM  at  nigbt  Uirouf  b  the  river 
at*tJi«r«nc^.  — Viil.  f.  p.  sa. 

*  The  Klaia-sn^o  It  brittle  tnd  trsiuiMreDt* 

*  **  t1»t  <S«fiarted  fplrtt  goM  Into  the  CiNUitry  of  Souli, 
wham,  aeoordlnf  lo  ■oin«,tt  It  trsnarannvd  Into  a  dmrc/*  — 
Ck&rtfj^iQia,  ttptm  tkt  Trmtttton*  mmittkf  hdtgt^m  ttfike  Savage* 
^  CmMdH,  8««  tli#  ciirloui  fiibkt  of  th«  Amwtcaa  (Irplteui 
lnLaHiaii.  l4Mn.l.  |».  4<nt. 

»  *•  Ttw  MMonUiiat  ^fmnd  to  Ixr  ii>Hsiktod  with  wbUw 


Where  the  blue  hills  of  old  Toronto  shod 
Their  evening  shadows  oVr  Ontario's  lied  ; 
Should  trace  the  grand  Cadaraqui.  and  glide 
Down  the  white  rapids  of  his  lordly  tide 
Through  mmsy  woods,  mid  islets  flowering  fair. 
And  blooming  glades,  where  the  first  ainfiil  pair 
For  OOCMohition  might  have  weeping  trod, 
When  baaish'd  from  the  garden  of  their  God. 
Oh, Lady!  these  are  miracles,  which  man, 
Cag'd  in  the  bounds  of  Europe's  pigmy  span. 
Can  scarcely  dream  of,  —  which  his  eye  must  see 
To  know  how  wonderful  this  world  ean  be  I 

But  lo,  —  the  last  tints  of  the  west  decline. 
And  utght  falls  dewy  o'er  these  banks  of  pine. 
Among  the  reeds,,  in  which  our  idle  boat 
Is  roek*d  to  rest,  the  wind*s  complaiinng  note 
Dies  like  a  half-breath'd  whispering  oftlutes ; 
Along  the  wave  the  gleaming  porpoise  shoots, 
And  I  can  trace  him,  like  a  watci^  star,* 
Down  the  steep  cnrrent,  iiU  he  fuies  a&r 
Amid  the  foaming  breakers*  silvery  light. 
Where  yoo  rough  rapidsiparkle  through  the  night, 
Here,  as  along  this  shadowy  bonk  I  stray, 
And  the  smooth  glass-^nake  "^^  gliding  o'er  tiiy  way. 
Shows  the  dim  moonlight  through  his  scaly  form, 
Fancy»  with  all  the  scene*s  enchatitmeut  worm. 
Hears  in  the  murmur  of  the  nightly  breeze 
Some  Indian  Spirit  warble  words  like  these  •,— 

From  the  land  beyond  the  sea. 
Whither  happy  spirits  flee  j 
Where,  rransfomi'd  to  sacred  doves,* 
Many  a  blessed  Indian  roves 
Through  the  air  on  wing,  as  white 
As  those  wondrous  stones  of  light,* 
Which  the  eye  of  morning  counts 
On  the  Apallachian  mounts,  — 
Hither  ort  my  flight  I  take 
Over  Huron's  lucid  lake^ 
^\^lere  the  wave,  as  clear  as  dew, 
Sleeps  beneath  the  light  caooe. 
Which,  reflected,  floating  there. 
Looks  as  if  it  bung  in  air.* 

ftOBCt,  which  gllftrtird  ifi  Lbe  iud,  and  were  called  bf  the 
Jndlsat  msoetoe  aaimiAh,  or  tplrlt-ttotxt^."  —  Mocketnif't 
Journal, 

*  Thr*o  llnnc  were  itiggr^tted  hf  Cjtrvrr'i  de«erlption  of  one 
flrf  the  AcnericsD  lakct.  "  Wh^n  It  «a«  calm,"  be  •Jiyt,  '♦  and 
Ihc  IUD  ilionp  brlubt,  I  could  fit  In  mj  canor,  wberp  th«  deptb 
wai  upwards  of  tin  fathomi,  and  plalntj  tee  hug^  pll»  of  >tdne 
at  the  bnttom,  of  difftr^nt  ihap»i,  lomo  of  which  appeared  aa 
If  thpj  had  been  h«wn  ;  the  walcf  was  at  ihlf  time  84  pure  aod 
truupareiit  a* air,  and  my  ranor^tcemtHl  m  itlt  huitif  tuapmdvd 
In  tliat  etf^ment.  It  woa  Impoctihle  la  look.  KtLrntlvrly  ChrfMlifh 
thU  llmptiJ  nifrdium«  at  lbe  rocki  below,  without  Dndlng^  be- 
fore many  niluutei  were  eUpceil,  jour  bead  iwlrn  and  your 
ffjei  un  longer  nblo  to  bebotd  tbe  dasillnf  ticnie/* 
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Then,  whtm  I  hsf*  mnfd  a  wbile 
ifteMtnuhmlmMJc,' 
I  m  Doij  mnoHi, 
tlwwBtmeoatliepliiiBe 
or  mj  WakoB-Biid  •,  and  tj 
Wheie,  hfnwtfh  a  buniiiig  ikj, 
<yer  die  Iwd  of  Erie^  lake 


Wnpt  wiOin  the  veb  of  leaTei, 
Whidi  Ibe  waler-lilj  wcsrea' 
Next  I  dnte  the  Ikm'ret-kiiig 
Throagh  hit  rosy- lealm  of  fpriiig ; 
See  hm&  wnr,  whik  diamoiid  hoes 
Soft  hie  neck  and  wmgauffnae. 
In  the  leaiy  ehaliee  Biik» 
Thintmg  for  hb  Ymbaj  drink ; 
Nov  bdidd  him  all  oo  fire, 
LoTclj  in  hit  looke  of  ire. 
Breaking  everj  infimtitem, 
ScatfHng  every  Tdyet  gem, 
Where  hit  little  tyrant  lip 
Had  not  firand  enoogh  to  sip. 

Then  my  playfbl  hand  I  steep 
Where  the  gold-thread^ lores  to  creep. 
Coll  firon  thenee  a  tangled  wreath. 
Words  of  magic  roand  it  breathe. 
And  the  sonny  chaplet  spread 
Cer  the  sleefnng  fly-bird*8  head,^ 
Till,  with  dreams  of  honey  blest, 
Hannted,  in  his  downy  nest. 
By  the  garden*s  fiurest  spells. 
Dewy  buds  and  fragrant  bells. 
Fancy  all  his  sool  embowers 
In  the  fly-bird's  heayen  of  flowers. 

Oft,  when  hoar  and  silvery  flakes 
Melt  along  the  mffled  lakes, 
When  the  gray  moose  sheds  his  horns. 
When  the  track,  at  eyening,  warns 


*  Aprte  avoir  trsTeni  pliuleun  islet  peu  contld^rablei, 
BOOS  CO  traavlnM  le  qmtridme  Joar  une  fameuse  nonunfe 
riste  dm  Mmltowlto.—  Vof^eM  dm  Baron  de  LuMomtan, 
Ion.  i.  let.  15.  Bfanatanlin  slgnifiet  a  Place  of  Spirits,  and 
this  island  In  Lake  HaroD  is  held  sacred  by  the  Indians. 

>  **  The  Wakon-Bird.  which  probably  Is  of  the  same 
apedea  with  the  Bird  of  Paradise,  receives  iu  name  flrom  the 
Ideas  the  Indians  hare  of  iU  superior  excellence ;  the  Wakon- 
Bird  bdng.  In  thdr  langoace,  the  Bird  of  the  Great  Spirit." 
^Jferar. 

*  The  iainda  of  Lake  Erie  are  surrounded  to  a  consider- 
able disrance  bj  the  large  pond-lily,  whose  leares  spread 
thickly  over  the  surfisce  of  the  lake,  and  form  a  kind  of  bed 
for  Iha  water.«nakes  In  summer. 

*  "  The  gold  thread  is  of  the  Tine  kind,  and  grows  in 
avampai  Th«  roots  spread  themselves  Just  under  the  surface 
afUMSoraaaes,  and  are  easily  drawn  out  by  handfuls.   They 

tangled  skein  of  silk,  and  are  of  a  bright 


Weary  honters  of  the  way 
To  the  wig-wam^  ehecring  ray. 
Then,  akft  throogh  fkeeaing  air. 
With  the  snow-bird* soft  and  fkir 
As  the  fleece  that  hearen  flings 
0*er  his  little  pearly  wings. 
Light  abore  the  rocks  I  play, 
"^liere  Niagara*s  starry  spray, 
Frosen  on  the  cliff;  appears 
Like  a  giant*s  starting  tears. 
There,  amid  the  island-sedge, 
Jost  upon  the  cataract's  edge. 
Where  the  foot  of  living  man 
Never  trod  since  time  began. 
Lone  I  sit,  at  close  of  day. 
While,  beneath  the  golden  ray. 
Icy  colonms  gleam  below, 
Feather'd  round  with  fiOling  snow. 
And  an  arch  of  glory  springs. 
Sparkling  as  the  chain  of  rings 
Roond  the  neck  of  virgins  hnng,-^ 
Virgins?,  who  have  wander*d  yonng 
0*er  the  waters  of  the  west 
To  the  land  where  spirits  rest ! 

Thus  have  I  charm'd,  with  visionary  lay. 
The  lonely  moments  of  the  night  away; 
And  now,  fk^h  daylight  o'er  the  water  beams! 
Once  more  embark'd  npon  the  glitt*ring  streams, 
Oar  boat  flies  light  along  the  leafy  shore. 
Shooting  the  ftlls,  without  a  dip  of  oar 
^Or  breath  of  sephyr,  like  the  mystic  bark 
The  poet  saw,  in  dreams  divinely  dark. 
Borne,  without  sails,  along  the  dusky  flood,* 
While  on  its  deck  a  pilot  angel  stood. 
And,  with  his  wings  of  living  light  unAiri'd, 
Coasted  the  dim  shores  of  another  world  I 

Tet,  oh !  believe  me,  mid  this  mingled  maie 
Of  nature's  beauties,  where  the  fiemcy  strays 

*  **  L'oiseau  mouche,  groa  comme  un  hannetoo,  est  de 
toutes  couleurs,  vires  et  changeantes :  il  tire  sa  subaistenoe 
des  fleurs  comme  les  abeilles;  son  nid  est  bit  d'un  cotton 
tr^fln  suspendu  i  une  branche  d*arbre.*'  --  V0ffmgn  mms 
Indet  Occidentaleg,  par  M.  Bo$$u,  scc<mde  part.  lett.  zz. 

•  Emberixa  hyemalis.  —  See  im/oy's  Kentmekp,  p.  »0. 

7  Lafltau  supposes  that  there  was  an  order  of  vestals  esta- 
blished among  the  Iroquois  Indians.  —  Mtntn  da  Satnmgu 
Amirieahu^  ^.  tom.  i.  p.  178. 

"  Vedi  che  sdegna  gli  argomenti  umani  | 
Si  che  remo  non  vuol.  ne  altro  velo, 
Che  1'  ale  sue  tra  liti  si  lontani. 


Vedi  come  1*  ha  dritte  verso  1  clelo 
Trattando  1'  aere  con  I*  eteme  penne ; 
Che  non  si  mutan,  oome  mortal  pdo. 

Damtb,  Pmrgdtar,  i 
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From  clianii  to  cbarm,  where  every  flowYet^B  Ime 
l!iiih  sotnelbmg  strange,  and  every  leaf  k  new, — 
1  never  feel  a  joy  «o  pure  and  still, 
So  inly  felt,  at  when  tome  brook  or  btll» 
Or  veteraD  oak,  like  those  renieniber'd  well, 
Some  mountain  echo  or  mmn  wiUJ-tlower*®  smell, 
(For,  Iff  ho  COB  aay  by  what  smiiU  fiiiry  tiet 
The  meiuVy  cUugs  to  pleasure  as  it  flies  ?) 
Reminds  my  heart  of  many  a  fiilvan  dreiun 
I  otioe  iDdulg*d  by  Trent's  inspiring  Btrcam  j 
Of  all  my  sunny  moms  and  moonlight  nights 
Oq  Doonmgtou'fi  green  lawna  and  breezy  heighta. 

Wbether  I  trace  the  tranquil  moment*  o'er 
When  I  have  seen  thee  cull  the  fruits  of  lore. 
With  him*  the  poUsh'd  warrior,  by  t!iy  side, 
A  sisters  idol  and  a  nation's  pride  I 
When  thou  host  read  of  heroes,  trophied  high 
In  ancient  fame,  and  I  have  seen  thine  eye 
Turn  to  the  living  hero,  while  it  read. 
For  pure  and  bright 'nlng  eotmnents  on  the  dead ;  — > 
Or  whether  memory  to  my  mind  recalls 
The  festttl  grandeur  of  those  lordly  boIlH, 
When  guests  have  met  around  the  sparkling  boorcLi 
And  welcome  warm'd  the  cup  that  luxury  jKiur'd; 
When  the  bright  future  star  of  England'^  throne, 
With  magic  smile,  hath  o*er  the  banquet  shone, 
Winning  respect,  nor  claiming  what  he  won, 
Bnt  tempering  greatness,  like  an  evening  sun 
Whose  light  the  eye  can  tranquilly  admire. 
Radiant,  but  mild,  all  softness,  yet  ail  lire  ;  — 
Whaterer  hue  my  recollections  lake. 
Even  the  regret,  the  very  pain  they  wake 
Is  mix'd  with  happiness  ;^but,  ahl  no  more  — 
Lady!  adieu — my  heart  has  linger'd  o*er 
Those  Tanish'd  times,  till  ail  that  round  me  llefl, 
Stream,  bonks,  and  bowers  have  faded  on  my  eyes] 


IMPROMPTU, 

AWTKn  A  VISIT  TO  MBS. ,  OP  IfONTRCAL. 

VAS  bnt  for  a  moment^ and  yet  in  that  time 
She  crowded  th*  impreaaions  of  many  an  hoar  : 
Her  eye  had  a  glow,  like  the  sun  of  her  clime, 
AVhich  wak'd  every  feeling  at  once  into  flower. 


■  Thli  U  otiff  of  the  MA|f<lAti>n  litAndj,  and,  iingulju-Jy 
MKiush,  l«  the  prop*rtjf  of  Sir  Itojic  Cuffln.  The  alxtve  Itoei 
«p«re  iiifgMtcd  by  ft  luperititloji? cry  common  uvotig  Mtlorii 
who  call  thli  shoii-«bt|pi»  t  tblDk,  "  th#  ll|ing  Dutfhman." 

W«  wwn  tbIrlMQ  dayi  oq  our  fwaMftf  from  QurtMC  to 
ttslttes,  and  I  lud  b«ea  m  tpoUod  lit  ^^  ^ruly  iplondld  Hoi* 


Oh  !  could  we  have  borrow'^d  from  Time  bnt  a  day. 
To  renew  sueb  imprcfisions  again  and  again, 

The  things  we  should  look  and  imagine  and  say 
Would  he  worth  gdl  the  life  we  had  wasted  till 
then. 

What  we  had  not  the  leisure  orlangnnge  to  speak. 
We  should  And  some  more  spiritual  mode  of  re- 
vealing, 
And,  between  ns,  should  feel  just  as  mueh  in  a 
week 
As  others  would  take  a  millennium  in  feeling. 


WHITTfir 

ON  PASSING  DEADMAK'S  ISLAND,' 

IN   TI«B 

GULF  OF  ST,   LAWRENCE, 
LATE    IN   THIS   EVEKIKG,    SEPTEMQEn,    1804. 

Ske  yim^  beneath  yon  elond  so  dark. 

Fast  gliding  along  a  gloomy  bark  ? 

Her  sails  are  full, ^though  the  wind  is  still. 

And  there  blows  not  a  breath  her  sails  to  fill  1 

Say  what  doth  that  vessel  of  darkness  bear  ? 
The  silent  calm  of  the  gniTe  is  tljere, 
Save  now  and  again  a  death -knell  rang, 
And  the  flap  of  the  sails  with  night -fog  hting. 

There  tieth  a  wreck  on  the  dismal  shore 
Of  cold  and  pitiless  Labrador  i 
Where,  imder  the  moon,  upon  mounts  of  fh^st. 
Full  many  a  mariner's  bones  are  tost, 

Yon  shadowy  bark  hath  been  to  that  wreck, 
And  the  dim  blue  fire,  that  lights  her  deck. 
Doth  play  on  as  pale  and  livid  a  crew 
As  ever  yet  drank  the  chiirchyard  dew. 

To  Deadmon's  tsle,  in  the  eye  of  the  blast. 
To  Deadman's  Isle,  she  speeds  her  fast; 
By  skeleton  shapes  her  sails  are  furrd. 
And  the  hand  that  steers  is  not  of  this  world  I 


pftftlltir  of  taf  fHeodJ  of  tht  Phutoo  snd  BoMoa,  thai  I  wai 
but  11)  pr^'pATiNl  for  the  tnUrriei  of  m  Caoadlaa  rcnel.  Tbe 
weather  *  howeter.  wai  p]«aU)Dt,  and  the  •cenerf  aloof  tb* 
river  (IcIiKbtfuL  Our  paiiaf«  throufb  the  Giat  of  Canao, 
vkh  a  brlgbi  akj  and  a  fair  wind,  ««•  particular  I  jr  itriklng 
and  romaotlc. 
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Oh  I  hurry  thee  on — oh !  horrj  thee  on, 
Thoa  terrihle  bark,  ere  the  night  be  gone. 
Nor  let  morning  look  on  so  fool  a  sight 
As  woold  blanch  for  erer  her  rosy  light ! 


THE  BOSTON  FRIGATE, » 

on 

LEAVING   HALIFAX   FOR    ENGLAND, 

OCTOBER,    1804. 

N«rffw  wft^tutt  yXnoRif «». 

PlNUAK.  PplJL  4. 

With  triumph  this  mofning,  oh  Boston  !  I  hail 
The  stir  of  thy  deck  and  the  spread  of  thy  sail, 
For  they  tell  me  I  soon  shall  be  wafted,  in  thee, 
To  the  flourishing  isle  of  the  brave  and  the  free, 
And  that  chill  NoTa-Scotia*s  unpromising  strand'^ 
Is  the  last  I  shall  tread  of  American  land. 
Well — peace  to  the  land  I   may  her  sons  know,  at 

length. 
That  in  high-minded  honour  lies  liberty*8  strength, 
That  though  man  be  as  free  as  the  fetterless  wind. 
As  the  wantonest  air  that  the  north  can  unbind, 
Yet,  if  health  do  not  temper  and  sweeten  the  blast. 
If  no  harvest  of  mind  ever  sprung  where  it  pass'd. 
Then  unblest   is  such  freedom,  and  baleful    its 

might,— 
Free  only  to  ruin,  and  strong  but  to  blight ! 

Farewell  to  the  few  I  have  loft  with  regret ; 
May  they  sometimes  recall,  what  I  cannot  forget. 
The  delight  of  those  evenings,  —  too  brief  a  delight ! 
>Vhen  in  converse  and  song  we  have  stol'n  on  the 

night ; 
When  they've  ask*d  me  the  manners,  the  mind,  or 

the  mien 
Of  some  bard  I  had  known  or  some  chief  I  had  seen. 
Whose  glory,  though  distant,  they  long  had  ador'd, 
Whose  name  had  oft  hallow *d  the  wine-cup  they 

poured; 


•  Commanded  by  CapUin  J.  E.  Douglas,  with  whom  I  re« 
turned  to  England,  and  to  whom  I  am  indebted  for  many, 
niany  kIndneMet.  In  truth.  I  should  but  offend  the  delicacy 
of  my  friend  Douglas,  and,  at  the  same  time,  do  itijustice  to 
ny  own  feelings  of  gratttode,  did  I  attempt  to  say  how  much 
I  owe  Co  bin. 

*  Sir  John  Wentworth,  the  Governor  of  Nova  Scotia,  very 
khidly  allowed  me  to  accompany  him  on  his  Tisit  to  the  Col- 
lega,  which  they  haTe  lately  established  at  Windsor,  about 


And  still  as,  with  sympathy  humble  but  true, 
I  have  told  of  each  bright  son  of  fame  all  I  knew. 
They  have  listened,  and  sigh'd  that  the  powerftd 

stream 
Of  America's  empire  should  pass,  like  a  dream. 
Without  leaving  one  relic  of  genius,  to  say 
How  sublime  was  the  tide  which  had  vanished  away ! 
Farewell  to  the  few — though  we  never  may  meet 
On  this  planet  again,  it  is  soothing  and  sweet 
To  think  that,  whenever  my  song  or  my  name 
Shall  recur  to  their  ear,  they'll  recall  me  the  same 
I  have  been  to  them  now,  young,  unthoughtful, 

and  blest. 
Ere  hope  had  deceiv*d  me  or  sorrow  deprest 

But,  Douglas  I  while  thus  I  recall  to  my  mind 
The  elect  of  the  land  we  shall  soon  leave  behind, 
I  can  read  in  the  weather-wise  glance  of  thine  eye. 
As  it  follows  the  rack  flitting  over  the  sky. 
That  the  faint  coming  breeze  will  be  faiir  for  our 

flight. 
And  shall  steal  us  away,  ere  the  falling  of  night 
Dear  Douglas !  thou  knowest,  with  thee  by  my  side, 
With  thy  friendship  to  soothe  me,  thy  courage  to 

guide, 
There  is  not  a  bleak  isle  in  those  summerless  seas, 
Where  the  day  comes  in  darkness,  or  shines  but 

to  freeze. 
Not  a  tract  of  the  line,  not  a  barbarous  shore. 
That  I  could  not  with  patience,  with  pleasure  ex- 
plore ! 
Oh  think  then  how  gladly  I  follow  thee  now, 
When  Hope  smooths  the  billowy  path  of  our  prow. 
And  each  prosperous  sigh  of  the  west-springing 

wind 
Takes  me  nearer  the  home  where  my  heart  is  in- 

shrin'd  ; 
Where  the  smile  of  a  father  shall  meet  me  again, 
And  the  tears  of  a  mother  turn  bliss  into  pain  ; 
Where  the  kind  voice  of  sisters  shall  steal  to  my 

heart. 
And  ask  it,  in  sighs,  how  we  ever  could  part  ? — 

But  see  I  — the  bent  top- sails  are  ready  to  swell- 
To  the  boat — I  am  with  thee — Columbia,  fare- 
well! 


forty  miles  fVom  Halifax,  and  I  was  indeed  most  pleasantly 
surprised  by  the  beauty  and  fertility  of  the  country  which 
opened  upon  us  after  the  bleak  and  rocliy  wilderness  by 
which  Halifax  is  surrounded — I  was  told  that,  in  travelling 
onwards,  we  should  find  the  soil  and  the  scenery  improve,  and 
it  gave  me  much  pleasure  to  know  that  the  worthy  Govemor 
has  by  no  means  such  an  "  inamabiie  regnum  "  as  I  was,  at 
first  sight,  inclined  to  believe. 
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PREFACE. 

The  practice  wliich  hu  been  latt'ly  introduced 
into  Utemturc,  of  wrlliug  very  long  notes  upon 
Tcry  indifferent  verses,  appears  to  nit*  rather  a 
happy  invention;  os  it  supplies  us  with  a  mode 
of  taming  dull  poetry  to  account ;  and  as  hors4^g 
too  heavy  for  the  saddle  ma-y  yet  serve  well 
enougli  to  draw  Imnber,  bo  Poema  of  thii  kind 
make  excellent  heafts  of  burden,  and  will  bear 
notes*  though  they  may  not  bear  reading.  Be- 
sides^ the  coniinentii^  in  such  casei  are  so  little 
under  the  necesiiity  of  pajing  any  serrile  de- 
ference to  the  text,  that  they  may  even  adopt 
that  Socrtitic  doguia»  "  Quod  supra  Doa  niliil  ad 

tn  the  UrBt  of  the  two  following  Poems,  I 
have  ventured  to  speak  of  the  ReTolutJon  of 
16814,  in  languiagc  which  has  Bometiincs  been  em- 
ployed by  Tory  writers,  and  which  h  ikerefore 
neither  very  new  nor  popular.  But  however  an 
£nglii«hmnii  mighl  be  reproached  with  ingrati* 
tude,  for  depreciating  the  merits  and  result*  of 
a  measare,  which  be  is  tanght  to  ntgard  as  the 
•tmrce  of  his  libertie*^ — however  ungrateful  it 
might  api>ear  in  Aldenean  11 — rcb  to  question 
for  a  moment  the  purity  of  that  glorious  era,  to 
which  he  is  indebted  for  the  seasoning  of  io 
many  orations — yet  an  Irishman,  who  has  none 
of  the«e  obligations  to  acknowledge ;  to  whose 
comilry  the  Revolution  brouglit  nothing  but  In- 
Jtiry  and  insult,  and  who  recoltect«  that  the  book 
of  MolyneiLK  was  burned,  by  order  of  William's 
Whig  Parliament*  for  daring  to  extend  to  unfurta- 
Bftte  Ireland  tho»e  principles  on  which  the  Revo- 
lution was  professedly  founded  —  an  Irishmaniwrty 
be  allowed  to  criticise  freely  the  measures  of  that 
period,  without  exposing  himself  either  to  the  im- 
putatioo  of  ingratitude,  or  to  the  suspicion  of  being 
influenced  by  any  Popish  remains  of  Jacobitism* 
No  nation,  it  is  true,  was  evi«r  bteased  with  a  more 


golden  opportunity  of  estabiisbiog  and  securing  its 
liberties  for  ever  than  the  conjuncture  of  Eighty- 
eight  preftented  to  the  people  of  Great  Britain. 
But  the  disgraceful  reigus  of  Charles  and  James 
had  weakened  and  degraded  the  national  character. 
The  bold  notions  of  popular  right,  which  had  arisen 
out  of  the  struggles  between  Charles  the  First  and 
his  Parliament,  were  gradtmlly  supplanted  by  those 
slavish  doctrines  for  which  Lcrrd  II— keab — ry  en* 
logises  the  ehurchmen  of  that  period ;  and  ag  the 
Refonnacion  had  happened  too  soon  for  the  purity 
of  religion,  so  the  Revolution  came  too  late  for  the 
spirit  of  liberty.  Its  advantages  accordingly  were 
for  the  most  part  specious  and  iransitor)',  while  the 
evils  which  it  entailed  are  still  felt  and  still  iu- 
creasing.  By  rendering  unnecensar)'  the  frequent 
exercise  of  Prerogative, — that  un wieldly  power 
which  cannot  more  a  step  without  alaj'm,  —  it  di- 
minished  the  only  ioLerference  of  the  Crown,  which 
is  singly  and  independently  exposed  before  the 
people,  and  ivhosc  abuses  therefore  are  obvious  to 
thetr  senses  and  capacities.  Like  the  myrtle  over 
ft  celebrated  statue  in  Minerva's  temple  at  Alliens, 
it  skilMly  veiled  fh^m  the  public  eye  the  only 
obinisive  feature  of  royalty.  At  the  same  time, 
however,  tliat  the  Revolution  abridged  this  un- 
popular  attribute,  it  amply  compensated  by  the 
substitution  of  a  new  power,  as  much  more  potent 
in  its  effect  as  it  is  more  secret  iti  its  operations. 
In  the  disposal  of  an  immense  revenue  and  the 
extensile  patronage  annexed  to  it,  the  first  founda- 
tions of  this  power  of  the  Crown  were  kid  j  the 
innovation  of  a  standing  army  at  once  increased 
and  strengthened  it,  and  the  few  slight  barriers 
which  the  Act  of  Settlement  opposed  to  its  progresa 
have  all  been  gradually  removed  during  the  whig- 
gith  reigns  that  succeeded  ;  till  at  length  this  spirit 
of  influence  has  become  the  vital  principle  of  the 
state, — ^an  agency,  subtle  and  unseen,  which  per- 
vades every  part  of  the  Constitution,  lurks  under 
all  its  forms  and  regulates  all  its  movements,  and. 
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lik«  Out  iaTWitile  lylph  or  gnee  which  pretidei  orer 
ilie  BKiticHit  of  be«y[t]f ^ 

"  Rim,  4«ieqaid«f1t.  q<io%iio  vntiflA  (BeoUl, 
CoaipovlC  fUfftbn  •ubt»<tuitimniie»" 

Thm  tmOBt  of  Libcrtf  and  the  Revoluticm  are  ici 
Inibitiiallf  asaociaied  in  the  mind^  of  Englislunen, 
thai  prohahljr  in  ohjecting  to  the  latt«r  t  maj  he 
tfaoqght  hostile  oi' indifferent  lo  the  forroer.  But 
•aanredJy  nothing  coald  be  more  unjuist  than  sneh 
ft  wmfkMOL.  The  very  object,  indeed,  which  my 
Inalile  animad  versions  would  attain  is,  thai  in  the 
Cffina  to  which  t  think  CagLand  is  now  hjutening, 
and  between  which  and  foreign  snbjagation  the 
mMj  aooa  he  compelled  to  choo&e,  the  errors  and 
oauaaicNia  of  1688  should  be  remedied  ;  and»  as  it 
Via  then  her  fate  to  experience  a  Rerolulion  with- 
iiot  Reform^  so  she  may  now  endeavour  lo  ac- 
conpliah  »  Aeform  without  Revolution. 

la  apealdng  of  the  parties  which  hare  so  long 
imitated  Enghmd,  it  will  be  observed  that  I  lean 
aa  little  to  the  Whigs  as  to  their  adversaries.  Both 
^ftioos  have  been  equally  cruel  to  Ireland*  and 
fariMpa  equally  maincere  in  their  efTorls  for  the 
filwftiei  of  England.  There  is  one  name,  indeed, 
eonfiected  with  whiggism  of  which  I  can  never 
think  but  with  veneration  and  tenderness.  As 
josdy,  however,  might  the  light  of  the  sun  be 
claiawd  by  any  particular  nation,  as  the  sanction 
of  that  name  be  monopolised  by  any  party  whatso- 
ever. Mr.  Fox  belonged  to  mankind,  and  they 
have  loat  tn  him  their  ablest  friend. 

With  respect  to  the  few  lines  upon  Intolertmce, 
which  I  have  snhjoinedi  they  are  but  the  impertect 
begiiming  of  o  long  series  of  Elssays,  with  which  I 
here  menace  my  readers,  upon  the  same  important 
subject.  I  shall  look  to  no  higher  merit  in  the 
task,  than  that  of  giving  a  new  form  to  claims  and 
remonstrances,  which  have  often  been  much  more 
eloqacntly  urged,  and  which  wotild  long  ere  now 
have  produced  their  effect,  but  that  the  minds  of 
some  of  our  statesmen,  tike  the  pupil  of  (he  human 
eye,  contract  themselves  the  more,  the  stronger 
light  there  is  shed  upon  them. 


ADgtt  MOI  ac  taa  ounnU  tmpenie  mlrantur ;  cirteru  n*" 
tosteat. — Bofxla^  («  quoted  in  one  of  Dry. 
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3^  «ir«i  rmrTtmt  ^'  *t  i»«h^*JU  ««       


wetf  ^Arly  to  {t*\  the  oinactt  of  cnirltj 
•  dPjM.*ndenclr».  '*  Ttie  »everltf  of  \\vt  f ofprnment 
(tti9«  liaepliffrvoo)  contributed  morr  to  df^prlve  her  of  the 
cnotlatntal  domlnioai  otlhv  family  ef  Tliuitacenet  ihiA  the 
anns  of  Frjuice/*  —  S««  hii  Htsiorjf,  vo\.  i. 

*  **  Bf  the  total  reduction  of  the  klD^om  of  IrrLand  In 
|<l»l  (layi  Bnrkc),  th*  rulij  of  the  naUve  trfih^and  In  n  prrat 
meaMut*^  too,  of  the  llrit  men  of  ttie  EnfUfth.  wn*  rtitnplcteijr 
aecompHthed.  Th*  n«w  l£ngli<h  liitt'rett  vat  tpitlcd  wl>th 
w  Milld  a  #t*bilUj  ai  anj  thing  hi  htimnu  niTAirc  can  took  fur. 
All  the  pen  Hi  Liw»  of  th«i  unparalkk'U  code  of  iipiir(r»«iun, 


Dttuovn.  FkH^.  HI. 

Boast  on,  my  friend --  though  stript  of  all  hesido. 
Thy  struggling  nation  still  retains  her  pride  :  ^ 
That  pride,  which  once  in  genuine  glory  woke 
When  Marlborongh  fought,  and  brilUont  St.  John 

spoke ; 
Thut  pride  which  still,  by  lime  and  shame  unslung, 
CKitlives  even  \\li-tel-cke*s  sword  and  R-wk-s- 

Vry's  tongue! 
Boast  on,  mj  friend,  while  in  this  humbled  isle* 
Where  Honour  mourns  and  Freedom  fears  to  smite. 
Where  the  bright  light  of  England's  fame  is  known 
But  by  the  shadow  o'er  our  fortunes  thrown; 
WTiere-,  doom'd  ourselves  to  nought  but  wrongs 

and  ilights,  ^ 
We  hear  you  boast  of  Britain's  glorious  rights, 
Aa  wretched  slaves,  tlmt  under  hatches  lie. 
Hear  tho«e  on  deck  extol  the  sun  ajid  sky ! 
Boast  oUf  while  wandering   through  my  native 

hauntii, 
I  coldly  listen  to  thy  patriot  vauuts ; 
And  feel,  though  close  our  wt-dded  countries  twine. 
More  sorrow  for  my  own  than  pride  from  thine. 

Yet  pause  a  moment — and  if  truths  severe 
Can  find  an  inlet  to  that  courtly  ear^ 
Which  hears  no  news  but  W — rd's  gazetted  lieSi 
And  loves  no  politic*  in  rhyme  hut  Pje's,  — 
If  aught  can  pliease  thee  hut  the  gotxi  old  saws 
Of  **  Church  and  State,"^  and  **  William*s  maUihless 

laws," 
And  **Actsand  Rights  of  glorious  Eighty -eight,*'— 
Things,  which  though  now  a  century  out  of  date, 
Still  ser^e  to  ballast,  with  conveuieiit  words, 
A  few  crank  arguments  for  speeching  lords,'* — 


which  were  made  after  thn  L-ul  eTpnt,  were  manifettly  the 
eflVct*  of  oatl^Dnat  hHtrcd  nftd  acorn  towfwdi  a  ranquurcil 
people,  wboni  the  rictors  detighli^d  It*  trample  upon,  and 
were  not  «t  Ail  afmtd  to  proTirke.'*  Vet  thfi  H  the  er«  to 
which  the  wIm?  Cotnrooo  Council  ©f  Dublin  refer  tin  for  "  Ui» 
raluaiflo  blcftiag*,'"  ftc. 

«  It  oever  soemi  to  occur  to  thote  OT«ton  nnd  iiddreei«rt 
who  round  off  to  ttMCkf  tentcncei  and  p«n(igt»t>lit  wUh  tli« 
Bill  at  RlerHtt,  the  Act  of  Settlerment.  kc„  iKnt  moit  of  the 
prorVtloTii  whtcfa  those  Act»  contained  Tor  the  prraervktloa  of 
p4r1ia.fnenUr7  lndepend«i«e  have  tweo  long  laid  uldesi  ro- 
mantic And  tTOuble*arne,  I  never  meet,  I  confei*,  with  « 
polillejun  who  i].uotei  lerlrruiljF  the  Declaration  of  ttfghti,  Ac, 
ro  prove  the  aeliml  ciLUtrucr  of  Etigikh  IltMsrtjf,  ttij^t  I  ilia'  not 


^ 
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Turn,  Tvliik  I  tell  how  England's  iVeedom  footid. 
Where   most  sbe   l<JokM  fi>r   life,   her   deadlaest 

TTOund; 
Hoir  brave  she  struggled,  while  her  foe  wa«  leen, 
How  faint  since  Influence  lent  that  foe  a  screen  ; 
How  i^trotig  oVt  James  and  Popery  she  prevaiTd, 
How  weakly  fetl|  whcD  Whigs  and  gold  assail'd. ' 

While  king«  were  poor»  and  nil  tlio«e  Bclietni*3 

uiiknowii 
Which  drain  the  p-eople,  lo  enrich  tbe  throne  j 
Ere  yet  a  yielding  Commons  had  siippUi.*d 
Those  chains  of  gold  by  which   thctDselres   are 

tied  \ 
Then  proud  ProrogmtiTe,  untaught  to  creep 
With  bribery's  ulvni  foot  on  Freedom's  sleep, 
Frankly  avow'd  his  bold  enslaving  plan, 
And  claimed  a  right  from  God  to  trample  man  t 
But  Luther's  schism  had  too  much  rous'd  mankind 
For  Hampden's  truths  to  linger  long  behind  ; 
Nor  then,  wbeo  king-like  popes  had  fallen  so  low, 
Could  pope-like  kings «  escape  the  levelling  blow. 
That  |)onderous  sceptre  (in  whose  place  we  bow 
To  tlie  light  talisman  of  influence  now)* 
Tex*  gross,  too  visible  to  work  the  spell 
Which  modern  power  performs,  in  fragments  fell; 


think  of  that  BUirqtili,  whom  Mmitfiquieu  mpntlanis  who 
wc  about  lookine  for  tnlnpf  In  the  P/rrncei,  on  the  ttrcod^]!] 
or  iuilhorkl««  whfcb  he  had  rpAd  tn  tocne  Ancient  author*. 
The  poor  marquU  tt>il&i  and  searched  In  viln.  He  quoted 
hk»  auUi^rltfet  lo  the  ljut»  hut  Tound  no  minet  after  all. 

'^  The  chiefs  p^rhapt  the  only  «dvuitA|i«  which  hAi  retultcd 
from  the  f  jrtem  of  influpnctv  I*  that  tranquil  courie  of  unlntor- 
rup(«d  mlion  which  it  ha*  flren  to  the  adiotnUtraUoD  of  go- 
TcmtncDt^  If  ktnKi  mttil  l>c  paramount  In  the  atate  (and  tJheir 
nalniftcrt  Itor  the  llmo  bHng  alwayi  think  lo),  the  cmintry 
hi  Indrbted  to  the  Resolution  for  enabling  iHnm  to  b«critn« 
iu  quletlft  and  for  rrmoTlng  tkilfiilTj  the  danger  of  tho»« 
fhockitand  irnttUlatii  ivhich  the  aliumlng  efforltorprvrDivtlve 
never  falted  to  producn. 

Instead  of  vain  and  dUUirljinjr  eOtarta  to  eftablUb  that  cpt- 
euUtlvebalance  of  thr  ronttktotlon,  wrlilch,  ]i««-ba|H.ha»  never 
flal«t«i  but  In  the  poicei  of  MfxataMititeu  and  Dc^  l^Xme,  a  pTn- 
pmidanuiec  la  now  •Uoillf  y^MtA  lo  one  of  thu  three  ett^tei, 
which  cutHm  tba  otlior  two  •InKUt  loftpnafhiy,  but  it  ill  effLT- 
tualljr.  alotif  wlUi  ll(  and  cran  tlMMifh  tlie  pAth  raaj  Irad 
evcoiualljr  to  dMtnMStloiii.  jot  Ito  i|Md«MJi  iimi  gliJrd  •moc»ih- 
net*  aliDoit  atoooi  far  Ibo  danger ;  andi  like  Mliton'*  t^rldge 
orrr  Chao«^  It  may  be  latd  to  lead, 

*'  Smooth,  cMMjt  litoOUniiire,  down  lo /* 

*  The  driyef tinjt  eurrefpondence  tjM-t«reon  Jarai'i  L  and  hii 
*'do«  St«eiil«"  (th«  Duke  of  Duckinghain),  tirhlch  we  flml 
among  th«  liardwIfkiC  }'ap«ri,  tufficieotlyatiuwi.  Ifwc  wazited 
any  auch  llhiatratlo<i>  Intn  what  doting.  Idiotic  brain*  tbo  plan 
of  arbUrar)'  power  mny  rnter. 

*  Tacitui  ha*  eapre*«ed  hi*  opiiiton.  In  a  poaiofo  voty  frr- 
^(mnXtj  qOOt«d»  Lbat  ■uch  a  diJirllKatlon  of  powor  Oi  the 
tlMOTy  of  the  RrltUh  eonatitution  c-ahibiu  i*  inerdf  m  aoitjieot 
of  bright  aptcuUlioo,  '*  a  cjitetn  inoro  ea*Uy  pralaed  than 
praciiaod,  ipA  vbkJii  aton  could  It  hapiMn  to  eal*i,  woukl 
eortololjr  not  ptvft  iionoananl  t  **  ajid«  In  trulh»  a  rev  Law  of 


In  fragments  laVt  till,  patch 'd  aod  painted  o'er 
With  fleur-de-lys,  it  ghooe  and  scourg'd  once  luore. 

*Twaa  then^  my  friend^  thy  kneeling  nation  qniifi*d 
Ixingf  loagand  dtH.'p,  the  ehurehmun's  opiate  drmagbt 
Of  passive,  prone  obedience  —  then  Kxik  flight 
All  sense  of  man's  trne  dignity  atid  right ; 
And  Britons  slept  so  sluggish  in  their  chain, 
That  Freedom's  watch- voice  cail'd  ahnoot  in  Tain. 
Oh  [England  !  England  I  what  a  ebaoce  was  thinCt 
When  the  last  tyrant  of  that  ill-sto.rr*d  line 
Fled  from  his  sullted  crown,  and  left  thee  fVee 
To  found  thy  own  eternal  liberty ! 
How  nobly  high,  in  that  propitious  hour, 
Might  patriot  hands  have  rals'd  the  triple  tower' 
Of  British  freedom,  on  a  rock  divine 
Which  neither  force  could  storm  oor  treachery 

mine  t 
Butt  DO — the  ImninouSf  the  lofVy  plan, 
Jjike  mighty  Ilulwl,  ^eeni'd  too  lK»ld  for  man  j 
The  curee  of  jarring  lougues  again  wa&  given 
To  thwart  a  work  which  niis*d  men  nearer  hearen. 
While  Tories  nmrr'd  what  liVhig*  had  »carce  be- 
gun, 
While  Whigs  undid  what  Whigs  themselves  htul 
douej-" 


England**  annali  would  dttpoie  ui  lo  agree  with  the  great 
hlAtorlan'i  remark.  For  we  find  that  at  no  period  whatever 
hai  thU  baljini^  of  the  three  etLatca  uabted  ;  tliat  lhi«  noblei 
predumltiatTd  till  tha  fiolicf  of  tlmry  VII.  atid  hli  turccjiKir 
reduced  their  weight  by  breaking  op  ihe  feudid  lyiilrm  of 
property  i  that  the  power  of  tlie  Crown  became  then  tuprt- me 
and  atiAoiute,  till  the  bold  encro^chnientft  of  the  Comntiknt 
lubverled  the  faltdr  altogether  ;  that  the  aUemtite  aacend»*ncy 
of  prerogative  anil  privilege  dltlracled  the  pcHod  which  ful- 
Inwed  the  Reftoration  ;  and  that,  Lastly^  the  Act»  of  I6H4,  by 
laying  ihe  foimdatiati  of  an  unliounded  court*influenrp.  hare 
tecured  a  prepnnderanr*  to  I  he  Thront',  which  r*ery  ^itrceed- 
ing  year  IncreasM .  So  thut  the  vnunted  Drlliah  coottUuliun 
hat  nei^^r  perhapi  ealited  but  In  mere  ilienry. 

*  The  mnnarcht  of  Great  Briiajii  ean  nL-^ver  be  tufficiently 
grateful  for  that  ftCOOlDiaodatlng  tplrlt  which  Ird  itie  Bevo. 
Ikiilonary  \S'h!gi  to  gitre  away  the  cruwn.  wUhnnut  Impoting 
Amy  of  thc>«eri>fttrftlnt»  or  ttipuLatloni  which  other  men  might 
iiare  taken  ulvantagv  of  to  fav«*  ratilo  a  mmncitt  to  enfore** 
and  In  tho  framing  of  which  th^y  had  to  good  «  model  to 
follow  as  the  linnltatJont  proposed  t>y  the  Lordc  Eunt  and 
HAllfan^  id  tliie  debate  upon  the  ivactusiou  Bill.  They  not 
only  condewended,  however,  toaecept  of  place*,  but  took  cara 
that  the»e  dignllict  ihould  t>e  no  Impediment  to  their  "votce 
jtotenUal  "  in  afRilr*  of  legiiktion  ;  and  atthouRh  nn  Art  wai 
uftcr  many  yean  »uiri'rod  tt>  pati,  which  by  one  of  lU  artirlet 
dliquatificd  (»lAceinen  Trom  Msrring  ai  memt^ert  of  the  llouae 
of  Common!,  It  wa»  ynt  not  allott«d  to  InterfietTe  with  the  ku- 
fluencD  of  the  reigning  moaarcli.nDr  with  thalof  hla  n^tc^taar 
Anne.  The  purifying  claUfc,  Indeed,  wa«  not  to  taiko  «Act 
till  after  thm  daoaaaa  of  the  latt«r  toTtrreign,  and  f  he* cry  coo- 
fliderati'ly  repealed  It  altogether.  So  that,  ai  repreaentatlon 
hoi  coulinu-ed  ever  ftloco.  If  the  king  were  tfmpie  enoagh  to 
tend  to  fof^ign  court*  amtMutadort  who  were  nio»t  of  thom  In 
the  pay  of  ihofe court*,  be  would  bo  iuat  a*  honettly  and  faith- 
fully reprMvnIed  a*  ore  bli  peofilft.  It  would  t»e  indict*  (o 
lU  tlic  faroun  whlcfa  were  conferred  upon  WilUaoi 
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Tbe  Ikoor  wu  loet^  and  WiUimm,  witb  a  nnile. 
Saw  Freedom  weeping  o*er  tlie  imfiaiBh'd  pUe  1 

Hence  nil  the  UU  jou  tofier, — Lence  remam 
Sacb  galiinf  fragmenU  of  that  feudal  chma^  ■ 
WhlMe  links,  Bronnd  yon  by  the  Norman  fiung, 
Tlkoogh   lood'd  and  broke   so   ofl^n,   still   hare 

clnng. 
Bcsoe  sly  Prerogative,  like  Jove  of  old, 
Hii  tnnx'd  his  thunder  into  ahowers  of  gold. 


hj  tlio««  **«p(Mtif»  Wblfs.*'  Tbej  compl  I  Dieted  blin  wlih 
Hie  flrat  tUf  p«iid<m  of  Ihc  Habcoi*  Corpiu  Act  whkli  had  been 
InivdM  dne*  tlna  eonllrnuiliati  of  tbat  privilejec  ;  and  UiU 
•suDpto  ofow  Dt^vcrsr'f  rdfo  bM  oat  been  loit  upon  Anjr 
of  Ilia  mteommon,    Thaj  prMMiCod  tbv  atdbliihineut  of  a 

r  mj,  «nd  drculwted  la  tu  d«f<*Qce  tbe  cclct>itt/«d 
E  L«tter,"  In  which  II  it  liisltmat«tl  thai  England* 
«vm  IInd,  ta  ber  booited  hour  of  r«graer«tloo«  was  orrired 
■t  ohA  a  pltdi  of  bctton  and  corruption,  that  noihlDg  could 
kmi^  bcr  bi  order  l>ut,  a  Whig  mlnijtrj  and  a  standing  mrmj^ 
Tb<7  ffrfbwd,  •■  kmf  at  they  could,  to  thortra  tbe  durjitioa 
a  }  and  thoagfa.  In  the  Declaration  of  Rifhta,  the 

r  of  auch  a  rtfonn  waa  acknowU>dtred,  they  w*re  abl«» 
fef  vta  not  UDknowo  to  modern  mlnU tera,  to  brand  thoie  aa 
tniton  and  rvpubUcoai  who  urged  it.  *  But  th«  grand  ind 
dhyiiguUhing  trait  of  tbelr  meoturet  wu  tbe  power  th«f  b«- 
ttummA  on  tbe  Crown  of  olnaoit  onnikiflalLag  tbe  freedom  of 
•IcdJioa*. — of  turning  from  its  courf«,  and  for  ever  defiling 
Iboi  great  atriom  of  Rc|»r«aeot«tion.  wbkh  had,  own  in  the 
■oat  agllalad  peftadi,  fctected  eotnn  featiiret  nf  tine  prostit-v 
kot  wbkb,  (hNB  tbcoeefortb,  became  tht  Pactoiui,  the  "  au- 
'  of  the  court,  and  serrod  aa  a  mirror  of  tbe 

I  will  and  popular  feeling  no  longer.  We  rteed  but 
t  tfao  wrtting*  of  thai  time,  to  underttand  the  ottonlih- 
aascfted  bjr  meaaurei,  whiik  the  practice  of  a  cen< 
Uurj  haa  rendered  not  only  familiAr  but  nece»uiry.  See  a 
pavirpblet  colled  **  Tb«  Danger  of  mertenary  farltiunenti,'* 
lOa  t  State  Tracts,  Wilt.  HI.  voL  11. ;  n>«  alio  "  Some  Para- 
do««t  pre«ent«d  ai  a  New  Year'iCifl.'*  {Siait  Fofms^ifolAll.} 
'  The  tjut  great  wound  given  to  the  feudal  lyBttfni  wai  the 
Act  of  the  llih  of  Charle«  IL,  which  «l>olUhed  the  tenure  of 
knlfbt'a  fertlce  im  oopite,  and  which  Blackitonc  com  pare*,  tor 
Ita  Military  Intueoce  upHon  property^  to  the  boaited  proviatooa 
oC  Masoa  Cbaita  lt»eif.  Yet  even  in  thli  Act  w«  i««  tb« 
1^  of  tboi  counteracting  spirit  wiilch  bai  cnntrlired  to 

I  every  effort  of  the  Engliih  nation  toward*  liberty^ 
Tbe  exclution  of  copyholders  from  their  share  of  eiectlre 
right*  wa»  permitted  to  remain  oi  a  brund  of  feudal  lervitude, 
atid  33  an  obiiacte  to  the  ri»e  of  that  strong  ei>iiirLtcrhiiIance 
wbicb  an  equal  repreienlation  of  property  would  oppi)»e  to  the 
weight  of  the  Crown.  If  tbo  managers  of  the  Hevoiution  had 
been  ilnce-re  in  their  wi^hei  for  reform,  they  would  not  only 
have  taken  thti  fetter  off  the  rlght«  of  elLxrtion,  btit  would 
bave  renewed  tbe  mode  adopted  in  Crumweli'*  time  of  tn- 
rreai^Lng  tbe  number  of  knights  of  the  «hire,  to  tbe  exclusion 
of  iho«e  rotten  inilgnlllcant  boroughi,  which  have  tainted  tbe 
whole  masa  of  the  constitution.  Lord  Clarendon  calls  tbli 
roeasutv  of  Cromweirt  "  an  (Uteration  &t  la  he  more  warrant. 
•bl«  made,  and  in  a  better  time  J'  1 1  formed  part  of  Mr.  PJitt'* 
plan  in  1783;  but  PHt's  plan  of  reform  was  a  kind  of  an> 

I  dMunatlc  pliece,  about  as  likely  to  be  ever  acted  as 
n'***Fofwter»." 

*  Sk  a  iMiDphltt  pntilUhed  In  lfi99.  «lMm  IfM  KfnT*  rvAuinit  m  rifa  the 
THHHktal  But,  nllvd  *'  A  nUooatm  brtviwn  >  Ymmhw  rf  Kent  ud  a 
RnlK«i|  cf  «  fHiti*."— •'  tttmpm.  Imj*  lii*  YwiniBj  th*  (ivrKlMiun  nrrw 
iniOT.  wid  o^  Dim  J  tiaiM4  UU  s  b 


Whoae  silent  coortahip  wins  securer  joys,  ^ 
Taints  by  degrees,  and  rains  withoat  noise. 
WhDe  parliaments,  no  more  tho»e  eacred  thlngi 
Which  moke  and  rule  the  destiny  of  kings, 
Like  loaded  dice  by  mtuisters  are  thrown, 
And  each  new  set  of  sharpers  cog  iheir  own- 
Hence  the  rich  oil^  that  from  the  Treasiuy  steals, 
Drips  smooth  o'er  all  the  CoaBtittitioa*t  wbeela, 
Giving  the  old  maehitie  much  pliant  pky,' 
That  Coiu't  and  CommotLS  jog  one  joltleas  way. 


*  ^^—  fore  enln  toton  Iter 

Conireno  la  praUun  Deck 

Auniia  per  tnedloi  Ire  latellftes,  &e. 

HOSATV 

It  would  be  a  taik  oot  unlnitructlre  to  trace  the  historyr  of 
Prerogative  rrom  tbe  dote  of  tts  strength  under  the  Tudor 
prince,  when  Hcorr  VU.  and  his  luccessori  '*  taught  the 
people  (as  Notbaulel  fiocon  >ays)t>  to  dance  to  the  tune  of 
All4Efliaoce/*  to  tbe  period  of  the  Brk-oluUon,  when  the 
Throne.  In  Its  attacks  upon  liberty,  ttegao  to  (ixchange  the 
noliy  exptoaions  of  PrerogallTe  for  the  illent  and  <'ITlL>f*> 
tuol  aJr^gun  of  Influence.  In  rollowing  itt  course^  too,  since 
that  memorable  era,  we  shidJi  And  that,  whll«*  the  royal 
power  hail  been  abridged  In  branches  where  It  might  be 
made  conducke  to  the  interestt  of  ttie  people,  it  bat  been 
telt  in  full  and  un»hiickled  vigour  iLgKiinit  almojit  every  point 
where  tbe  Integrity  of  the  ct^nstltutlon  li  vulnerable.  For 
iQiitancfi,  the  power  of  cbartermg  buruughi.  to  who*e  c«pri- 
ciuus  abu»e  lu  the  hands  of  the  Stuart*  we  are  Indebted  for 
moft  of  the  pres-cnt  anurnaliei  of  representation,  mlgl>C,  if 
•ufl'ered  to  remain,  have  liTsome  degree  atoned  fur  its  mit- 
chief,  by  rc*toring  tbe  old  utKrhartert-d  boroughs  to  thfir 
rights,  and  widening  more  equiiiiy  the  Lmsis  of  the  legis- 
lature. But,  by  tbe  Act  of  tin  Ion  with  Gotland,  tlii<  part 
of  the  prerogative  was  removed,  lest  Fr«^Nlum  should  have 
a  chaiice  of  being  heitied,  even  by  the  ruit  of  the  jpcar  which 
bad  fgrineriy  wautided  her.  Tlie  dangvruu*  jMjwer,  how- 
ever, of  creating  p<^era,  wiilcb  has  been  so  ofti>n  cxcrrtscd/irr 
tile  government  agamtt  tlie  con*titution^  is  *tiil  left  In  free 
and  unqunliOcd  airtlvlty  ;  notwltbttandkig  the  exmnpie  of 
that  celebrHted  Bill  fur  the  Ihnitallon  of  tltli  over-budding 
branch  of  prerogative^  wbkrh  was  proposed  in  the  reign  of 
George  I.  under  the  peculiar  sancLimi  and  recommfudatlonof 
the  Crown,  but  which  the  Whigs  thought  right  to  reject,  with 
all  that  cbaracterisiic  delicacy,  which,  hi  general,  prevents 
them,  whea  cn^joylng  the  iweeis  of  office  tbemsclvei,  from 
taking  any  uncourtly  advanCage  of  the  Throne.  }t  will  be 
recollected,  however,  that  the  creation  of  the  twelve  peeri  bjr 
the  Tories  In  Anne's  reign  (a  measure  wblch  .Swll%,  like  a 
true  pnrty  man,  di'fends)  gave  these  upright;  Whlgi  nil  posji- 
blie  alarm  for  their  lllRTtic*, 

With  regard  to  the  generous  flt  otiout  his  prcrogatke  which 
■elsed  so  unroyally  tbe  good  king  George  I.,  hlntorians  have 
hinted  thot  the  paroxysm  originated  far  mure  In  hoircd  to  hit 
i^in  tboti  la  love  to  the  conttitutiuti.  c  Thit,  of  coarfe,  how- 
ever. Is  a  calumny :  no  loyal  person,  acquainted  with  the 
annals  of  the  three  Georgrs,  could  potiibly  lutpeet  any  on* 
of  those  gracious  mooarchi  either  of  111- will  to  his  heir,  of 
Indlifprencp  for  the  conitltutian. 

*  '*  They  drove  to  fait  (»ay»  Wei  wood  of  the  ministers  of 
Charles  1.)^  that  it  wai  no  wonder  that  the  wheels  and  cha- 
riot broke.**  iMemoin^p.^^,)  —  But  thit  fatal  accident.  If 
we  may  Judge  from  experience.  Is  to  be  imputed  far  less  to  the 
f4,»iiy  and  lmpetuoii>lty  of  the  drlvert,^  than  to  the  want  of  that 
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While  Wisdom  trembles  for  the  crazy  car, 

So  gilt,^  so  rotten,  carrying  fools  so  far  j 

Aud  tlio  dup'd  people,  bouiiy  doom'd  to  pay 

Tlic  simi!*  that  bribe  their  liberties  away,  '^ — 

Like  a  yoang  cagk%  who  baa  lent  bis  pliunc 

To  fledge  the  ishaft  by  which  he  meets  bisdocjiu. 

See  their  own  fealhera  pluck'd,  to  wing  the  dart 

Which  rank  corruption  destines  for  their  heart  I 

But  soft  1  methinks  I  hear  tbee  proudly  say 

"  Wkut  [  shall  I  listen  to  ihe  impious  lay, 

*'  That  dares,  with  Tf>ry  hccnee,  to  profane 

"  The  bright  bequests  of  WjUiam  s  glorious  reign? 

**  Shall  the  gre-at  wi&doni  of  our  patriot  sirt'S, 

**  Whom    II — wks— b — ^y    quotes    and     savoury 

B — rch  admires, 
«  B«  ahuider'd  thus  ?  Shall  honest  St — ^le  agree 
"  With  vlrtnotis  R — sc  to  call  us  pure  and  free, 
"  Yet  fail  to  prove  it?     Shall  <uir  patent  pair 
"  Of  wise  state-{K)«t«  waste  their  words  m  nir, 
"  And    P — e   imhe«ded   breathe    hia   prosperous 

Strain, 
"  And  C — DQ^— ng  take  the  peopled  aense  in  vain  V^ 


luppllng'aU  IVora  tliD  Trea»ury  which  liai  been  found  «o  mi- 
cemry  to  make  a  goircmm^nt  like  that  of  En^Tjuid  run 
■mociltily.  Hod  Charlet  bc«!n  *J  well  provided  with  thi« 
artlcJ^c  u  blB  tuccettort  have  been  *iacc  the  tiapfiy  Hctiiilu- 
Hut),  till  Conmon*  w&uld  never  Hiavc  m^rrltjc-d  from  hlra  thr 
h«rth  appcllatluD  of'*  tcditioiu  rifjerv."  but  woidd  haro  been  (4« 
Ihey  now  V9,  and  1  Cruft  alwa^»wtll  \»)  '*  dutiful  ComtiKin*," 
*'  lojal  ComnKnu,'"  Stc.  &c.,  and  nrould  have  ^Ivf^n  him  tfaip^ 
money t  or  any  other  sort  of  m^Jtiey  he  irijiht  batrc  fiiAded^ 

>  Among;  tiio$e  aajtiliarle*  which  the  Kevolullon  of  Ifisa 
marihalled  on  Cho  «ide  of  the  Throne,  the  bufticar  of  Poftorjr 
hjia  not  tieen  the  Leaft  conrctdent  and  lervioeaible.  Thot« 
linikllful  tyrant!,  Charles  and  Jamea.  to«tjead  of  proAtlng  by 
that  uicfkl  kubcerrfencf  which  hw  alvayi  dittfiaguUtiMJ  ttie 
inlnUten  of  our  rcllgioiii  catabUihiDent,  were  to  Inrnlunted 
oa  to  phui  the  rutu  of  thii  bfit  bulwark  of  their  jtoturer.  aji>d, 
rooreorer,  conned ed  their  denliriK  upon  Ihe  Church  to  undli^ 
lliliedir  with  their  lULarki  upon  the  Conttltutiati,  thni  they 
identlded  in  t)ve  mloda  of  the  pcopli*  thi«  fntcreiy  oJf  their  n- 
Uylioti  aod  thetr  hb«rtiea.  During  thote  timea,  therefore, 
*'^  No  Pojwry"  waa  the  watchword  of  freedom,  and  served  to 
Leep  th«  poliUc  iplrU  awake  agnloit  the  invMlona  of  liigotry 
snd  pTero;Tiit!vo,  The  Revolution,  bowcrrr,  by  remorlnf 
ti  I  icaloutyt  haa  produced  a  reliance  otii  the  orlbo- 

J  brotie,  of  which  the  Tbruue  ha«  not  failed  to 
L  i/e  ;  and  tli>e  cry  of"  No  Pop<*ry  "  havlnf  thui 

jii«t  lu  power  of  aUrmlnir  the  people  againtt  th«>  inroAiU  of 
tite  Crown,  haa  tenred  ever  lince  the  very  diflVinrnt  purpoao 
of  •tnnifthailtif  the  Crnwn  a^alnit  the  preteniionk  and 
)  of  Ibt  ptople.  11)6  danger  of  the  Church  froro 
I  ■nd  PralaAdfrr*  wu  the  clitef  pretext  for  the  repeat  of 
Ihe  Trknofal  MIL  fbr  Ihe  adoption  of  a  atandlng  army,  for 
the  nuiiMroa>faaptii>lon»  of  the  lUbeoi  Corpus  Act,  and.  Id 
ahorl,  for  all  tboae  •(ilriled  infractinni  of  the  tonftltuiioQ  by 
whkh  the  trignt  of  the  taat  century  were  fo  emineiiif)'  dlJiin* 
irulbhe*!;.  We  have  aeew  very  lately,  too,  how  the  'Hi rone  ha* 
been  enabled,  kf  the  tuif  •emcrow  wrt  of  alarm,  to  Mleet 
It*  mlnUlevf  f^om  «»aof  mMf  wboMr  tenrillty  la  tbrtr  omly 
claim  In  etevatloo,  vA  who  mtm  pledged  <  If  aucb  «a  altema* 
Uve  eovJif  arUe)  lo  take  part  with  the  icruplea  of  the  King 
Afalnat  tlie  tAlfatloo  of  the  empire. 


The  people  I  —  ah,  th&t  Freedom's  form  should 
itay 
WTnere  Freedom's  Bpirit  lon^  bath  passM  uw  iiy  1 
That  u  false  smile  should  play  around  the  dead. 
And  ^ush  the  fi'Utures  when  the  t^oul  bfttb  ied  t^ 
Wben  Rome  bad  lost  her  virluie  with  her  rights, 
When  her  foul  tyrant  siit  on  Cuprece's  heighttt^ 
Amid  hia  ruffian  spies^  and  doom'd  to  death 
Each  noble  niime  they  blasted  with  their  breath, — 
Even  then,  (in  mockery  of  ihat  golden  time, 
When  the  Republic  rose  revered,  sublime, 
Aud  her  prtmd  jsous,  dt^us'd  from  zoDe  to  zone, 
Gave  kings  lo  every  nation  but  their  own,) 
Even  then  the  senate  and  ilw  tribunes  slot*d, 
Insulting  marks,  to  show  bow  higb  the  !fliH)d 
Of  Freedom  flowed,  in  glory  *8  by -gone  day. 
And  how  it  ebb'd,  — for  ever  ebb'd  away  I  * 

Look  but  amnnd — -though  yet  a  tyrant's  sword 
Nor  haunts  our  sleep  nor  glitters  o'er  our  board, 
Thongh  bhjod  be  betttr  drawn,  by  modern  qiuieks, 
M'iili  Treasury  leeches  than  with  sword  or  axej 


>  SometioJy  haa  »alil,  "  Quand  tout  les  poete«  lefAlent 
tio)'^,  ce  ne  •eraH  poj.  grand  du^umage ; "  (mt  I  am  aware 
that  thii  li  not  Qt  language  to  be  held  at  a  time  when  our 
Mrtb  day  ode*  and  at.Ue-paper«  arc  wittteD  Ity  tiivh  pretty 
pocti  aj  Mr.  P— e  and  Mr.  C — no — ng.  All  I  wUh  l».  that  the 
letter  (entlefUQ  wou.ld  change  placet  with  liLi  brother  F— e, 
by  whlcli  nseMU  we  ihouM  have  aomi-'wliai  leti  proM  la  our 
odet,  and  certainly  leti  poetry  in  our  poUtlct. 

*  **  It  li  a  u^amUl  {aaM  Sir  Charlet  Medley  In  Winiaoi'i 
raiga)  tbat  a  govennnent  io  itek  at  heart  at  ourt  It  thoidd 
look  to  well  la  the  &ce  i  **  and  Bdnund  Burke  haa  Mid«  la 
the  preeent  rHfn,  '*  Whan  the  people  ooncetive  that  Law*  and 
tribunal!,  and  even  pcrpular  ataembHei,  are  perverted  tnsm 
the  endt  of  their  IntLituUon,  they  And  In  the*«  name*  of  de> 
generated  ettabUihroeoU  only  new  moUvoi  to  dJACOBLeiitir 
Tlioae  bodiM  which,  whm  full  ofUfeaad  beauty,  lay  to  tbelr 
armt  ind  were  IhcJr  Jny  and  tomlMt,  wbra  dead  and  putrid 
beoofiiefiM»r«  loatliirjine  from  remambninoe  of  former  endear- 
roeata."—  Tkomgkts  am  Uttprttmt  DignmtenUt  17tO< 

<  — ^—  Tutor  baberi 

Prlqdplt,  Auguiti  Capreamm  In  rupe  aedeDlli 
Cum  grego  Chaldara.  JuvcKaL.  Sai.  x.  v.  99* 

The  lenato  ttlll  continued,  during  the  reign  of  Tlberiui,  lo 
oionofe  all  the  biulnest  of  the  public  ;  the  money  wat  then 
and  long  alter  coined  by  their  authority,  and  e*ery  other 
public  affktr  recetved  their  unction 

We  are  told  by  Tacltut  of  a  certain  race  of  nien«  who  made 
thennielvct  pttrtkulorly  u»efu1  lo  the  Roman  etnperora,  and 
were  tbefefDre  called  "*  hulrumentA  regni,**  or  "  court  toolt.'* 

From  thli  It  appears,  that  my  Lord«  M ,  C ,  ftc.  ftc* 

are  by  no  meani  things  of  mock^rn  Inrrjitimi. 

*  There  ii  lomellLlng  very  touthing  In  what  Tacltut  lelli 
ui  nf  the  hopet  that  rorivcd  In  a  few  patriot  botomt,  nhfn 
the  death  of  Auguitun  waa  near  approaching,  and  the  loml 
expectation  with  which  tbef  already  t>egsn  '*  Iwoa  llbertaiia 
Incaaatun  dltterere/* 

Accurdlnf  to  Ferguaon.  Caesar 'i  Interferenee  with  the 
rlflhla  of  election  *'  made  ihe  lubreMloti  of  the  republic  ntore 
fett  than  any  of  the  former  acta  of  blc  power."  —  Humam  ft«- 
public,  tKxik  V.  chap.  1, 
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Td  asj,  «aald  ercn  a  pnwtnte  tnliitiie'b  powcf , 
Or  a  Bock  aeiuU,  in  Rome's  lenile  bour, 

ao  macJi  the  elftiins,  the  rights  of  man^ 
fiecter^d  mob,  that  fne  divus. 
Of  liobie  tools  sad  hoooonible  kosTes, 
ftf  IifiiiifiliT  patriots  sod  pririkg^d  ibves;— 

pan^-eoloar'd  naasa,  vhicb  nought  can  wsnn 
eonvptioa^s  heat — whose   quickeo'd 


thor  light  wings  in  Bribery's  golden  tkr, 
Ibr  n  period,  Isy  their  eggs,  and  die  ;■ — 
greedy  Tsmpire,  which  Irom  freedom's  tomb 
Conscs  forth,  with  sU  the  mimicry  of  bloom 
trpoo  its  lilcless  cheek,  and  flicks  and  drains 
Jl  people^'s  blood  to  feed  its  putrid  veins  I 

TWm  surf  St,  my  friend,  at  pictnre  drawn  so 
difk^ 
^  Is  &ere  so  llgfal  ?  "  tliou  ask*8t — **  no  lingering 


■  Of  ancient  flrc  to  warm  ns  ?     Lives  there  none* 
•  To  act  a  Blarrdrs  part  ?"  '  —  sins  1  not  one. 
TV  place  and  power  all  public  spirit  tends, 
ik  place  and  power  ail  public  spirit  ends ;  ^ 
Like  hardy  plants,  that  love  the  air  and  sky, 
Wbco  cmt,  HwiU  thriTc^-^but  taken  irit  'twill  die  ! 

Kot  bolder  truths  of  sacred  Freedom  himg 
From  Sidney^i  pen  or  bura'd  on  Fox's  tongue, 
Thaii  npstart  \^liigs  produce  each  nmrket  night. 
While  yet  their  conscience,  as  their  purse,  is  light; 
While  debu  at  home  excite  their  care  for  those 
Which*  dire  to  telL,  their  mnch-lov'd  country  owes. 


*  Andrew  Matt^U,  tlve  hooeft  oppowr  of  the  cmirt  durtng 
Uh*  rrian  of  CliMirlri  Ui<i  Sccoad,  and  the  Ust  member  af  pvr*^ 
ttHMDt  tatH}.  vcf^'rdlnc  to  the  aocl^nt  Tnode,  t^^ok  wogci  from 
lAft  elmititurnU,  Tb«  Common*  hAve»  *it\ce  tbini,  mueh 
r1iM<|rr'  ""'"  jMj-miatrTt.  —  Sre  the  StaU  Poem*  for  *ome 
md*  liut  ff»irit<il  d!fU»iont  of  Andrew  MarrelL 

9  Tba  foiloiriiiff  artleM  tfxrach  of  B^it  FraJQcii  WhmlnEton. 
In  Ibe  rdcn  «f  Ctaark*  tlio  S<KODd,  wfll  maum  tliote  who  are 
fHUf  aware  of  tbe  perfection  we  hnro  since  attained  Id  itiat 
of  foranUDcnt  who*e  humble  twj^nuLnK^  to  murh 
the  worthy  baronet.  '*  I  diJ  obw-Tf e  (**}■  h«) 
M  who  had  pentioiif,  and  mmr  of  thoie  iv^lio  licid 
id  all  of  a  ilde,  ««  thty  were  dtrfcU'd  by  tome 
exactly  u  if  their  bU4\ne«a  So  IhU  Houm  bitd 
fn  prcaerve  their  fHiuioni  bqU  nfllceji.  and  not  to  make 
lave  fiar  the  good  nf  ihvin  who  icnt  rhem  hero.' '  —  He  alludet 
Ift  Ikat  partiamcQt  which  wni  calJed,  par  excctknte,  the  Fen* 
^anMiTf  pArllament. 
>  Accordlof  to  Xenophon,  the  chief  clrcutn>Uuu«  which 
tbete  creature*  to  the  (UfTTicc  of  Eaftrm 
the  l^otninlouj  tUtioD  they  hcM  In  tcicl<^tj,  aud 
th«  pftrfMbUUf  of  tJivlr  being,  upon  rhi*  account,  wore  de* 
««t«d  U»  the  wUl  and  caprlct?  of  •  matter,  from  whote  notice 
aloQw  tikcy  derived  euiuld^- ration,  and  In  whoie  favour  tbey 
■ddhl  eeek  refoge  from  the  general  contempt  of  mcuiklnd.  ^^ 
Att^  *rf%t  «■  i»4vt«  wmfm  «wr  «AA«'r  Mrl^vrMf  jmu  Im  TMrrt 
IwwvMV  tviK^^w  «'e«fdMrf*f.  —  But  1  doubt  whether  fven  an 


And  lood  and  upright,  till  their  prixe  be  known. 
They  thwart  ^e  King's  supplies  to  raise  thetr  oiRti. 
Hut  bees,  on  flowers  alighting,  cease  their  hum  — 
Soi,  settling  upon  places,  l^Vliigs  grow  dumb. 
And^  though  most  base  ia  he  who,  'neath  the  shade 
Of  Freedom's  ensign  plies  corruption's  trade. 
And  makes  the  aacred  flag  he  dares  to  ahuw 
His  paavport  to  the  market  of  her  foe. 
Yet,  yet,  I  own*  so  venerably  dear 
Are  Freedom's  grave  old  anthems  to  my  ear, 
That  I  enjoy  tbeni»  though  by  traiu»n  sang. 
And  reverence  Scripture  even  fttrai  Satsn%  tODgae. 
Nay*  when  the  constitution  has  expired, 
Fll  have  such  men,  like  Irish  wakers,  hir'd 
To  chant  old  "  Habeas  Corpus**  by  its  side. 
And  ask,  in  purchased  ditties,  why  it  died  ? 

See  yon  smooth  lord,  whom  nature's  plastic  pains 
Would  seem  to've  fii&hionM  for  those  Eastem  n*ign8 
^Mien  eunuchs flourish'd,  and  such  nerveless  lUmgs 
Ab  men  rejected  were  the  chosen  of  Kings  j^  — 
Even  he,  forsooth,  (oh  fraud,  of  all  the  worst!) 
Dur'd  to  as«ume  the  patriot's  name  at  first — 
Thus  Pitt  bt*gar*,  and  thus  begin  his  apes  j 
Thus  devils,  when  first  rais'd,  take  p1e:ising  shapes* 
But  oh,  poor  Irelimd  1  if  revenge  be  sweet 
For  centuries  of  wrong,  for  diirk  deceit 
And  withVing  insult  —  for  the  Union  thrown 
Into  thy  bitter  cup*,  when  that  alone 
Of  slavery's  draught  was  wttnling*  —  if  for  this 
Revenge  be  sweet,  thntu  htL'it  that  dromon's  bliss  \ 
For,  sure,  'tis  more  thjin  helTs  revenge  to  see 
That  England  trusts  the  men  who've  ruin'd  thee  ;— ^ 


Eaiteni  prince  would  hare  choien  on  cnlire  admhiUtratloa 
utKKi  thift  {jftnciple. 

*  **  And  lo  the  cui*  on  Uni&n  fhall  he  thrown  " 

*  Among^  the  many  tneajtirei,  wltich,  lince  the  iterolutlon, 
hare  crtntributed  Co  J'ncreoAe  the  lE^iience  of  the  throne^  and 
to  feed  up  tbl»  '*  Aaron^i  icrpent  "  of  the  conitltiitiun  to  Us 
[ir«i>nnt  liPJbllh  and  n>«pectable  mai^nkudc?,  there  bJive  Lmmmi 
few  mure  nutrliiire  tlian  iJie  Scnich  and  lrl»h  Unhmi.  Sir 
John  Packer  uild,  in  a  debate  upon  the  former  question,  that 
**  he  would  ■ubtnll  It  to  the  [tou^e,  whether  men  who  had 
baarly  betrayed  their  truit,  by  givjng  up  their  independent 
conttitutlon,  were  fit  to  be  admitlt^d  Into  thu  English  tlmuo 
of  Cornmonc.*^  But  Sir  John  would  hare  known,  U  be  bod 
not  been  out  of  idare  at  the  tiniD,  thnt  the  pllnncjr  «f  «iich 
tnjllcriak  weis  nut  iimiMi^  the  least  of  thdr  rBcutntoendiitlofii. 
Indeed,  the  pn^moCrrs  of  the  Scotch  l^nlnn  w«r«  tiy  no  BMtSBS 
disappointed  In  iho  leadlDg  otiji'^t  of  their  meaMire,  for  Ilia 
triumphant  inajoritles  of  the  cmirt->party  h)  pwrttanenl  ins^ 
be  «late*1  from  the  odmliflon  of  the  4h  and  I  ho  16,  Onee  or 
twice,  upon  the  allerotimi  of  ihelr  liiw  of  treason  and  the  Itn- 
pnsltloix  of  the  malt-^tax  <me.aiuret  which  were  In  direct  tlo- 
Intion  of  the  Act  of  Union ),  these  worthy  North  Brltona 
arrayed  themiehe*  In  opposlthin  to  the  court  ;  hwt  llndln^ 
this  t'tTurt  fur  Ihelr  country  unavjiilliig^,  ihey  prudently  deter* 
minrd  to  thhik  theticeforvrafd  of  themfclToi,  and  few   men 
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That,  in  these  awful  days,  when  tTery  hoar 
Creates  some  new  or  hla&tj&  some  ancient  power, 
Wlien  proud  Napokon*  like  th'  enchanted  shield ' 
"WTioee  light  compcirdeaeh  wond'ring  foe  to  yield, 
With  bttk'ful  lustre  blinds  the  brave  and  free, 
And  dju/les  Europe  into  slarery,— ^ 
That,  in  this  hour,  when  patriot  aeal  should  guide, 
When  Jliad  should  rule,  and  -^  Fox  shcmld  noi  have 

died. 
All  that  devoted  England  con  oppose 
To  enemies  made  Bends  and  friends  made  fbct. 
Is  the  rank  refnse,  the  deapis'd  reomins 
Of  that  unpitying  power,,  whose  whips  and  chains 
Drove  Ireland  first  to  tui-a,  with  harkjt  glance, 
Towards  other  shores,   and   woo   th'   embrace    of 

France ;  — 
Those  hacked  and  tainted  tools,  so  foully  fit 
For  the  grand  artisan  of  mijichief,  P — tt, 
Sso  useless  ever  hut  in  vile  employ, 
Sa  weak  to  save,  so  vigorous  to  destroy  — 

hiiTtt  ever  kept  to  i  laudililQ  ratotuUoo  more  firmtj ,  TKie 
fffbct  of  Irtila  rapmenCation  on  Ibe  llbertlei  of  EiigluntJ  wlU 
bo  no  lets  pereapltiilv  md  pcnaao^nt. 

Ov»'  h*  'Tm»^mf 

Tho  tn  Fusion  of  iuch  cbeap  und  u»cful  Inio-pclkmi  m   mj 
Lord  Ir,,  Mr,  D.  B,.  *c,  *c.  into  the  lejt{iUtun%  cAtiiiot  but 
Met  u  a  powerful  Altomtlri"  on  thp  cuniititiitloni  and  clear  it  tij 
flc§ro«t  of  oil  trautile*oBt(?  liiuQioixrt  of  honcitj« 
'  The  magician 'i  thlcU  In  Araa«to  : 

B  tciko  per  vertil  deUo  »plfn»lur« 
La  iiticrtalci  a  lora.  Cant,  ft. 

Wo  are  told  that  Cictar'ii  cotle  of  tnomlity  wai  contalDod  in 
tb«  foltowlof  llu^  af  Eurlpldet»  wMcb  that  jfreat  moJi  Ire^ 
quentlj  rrptMlei :  — 

KAAJUrrw  m^min-  r«AA«  H'  itt0tCur  Xt*'^- 
Thli  [■  a1k»,  ai  It  appeart,  the  moral  cod«  of  Napoteon. 
■  Ttw  roll{}«{ntf  pr«ph«lle  r«9iuir1i«  occur  in  a  letter  written 
bt  Sir  Robert  TalboC,  trlio  attondtrd  ihtt  Duke  oi  Drdfurd  to 
Faria  in  I769L  TatUnc  of  wUiim  wbfch  Iia««  gi own  powerful 
la  flooiBioreo,  h*  Mf  a,  **  Aecordtag  to  Di«  naittTQ  aiid  coinmon 
floofw  of  tklBfli,  tlMftt  la  a  eonfodtnejr  agslmt  thenn ,  and  t-on- 
MQUMriljr  In  Um  •aine  propottloii  u  tbajr  Incroue  lu  rlchei, 
thny  appTcwh  to  deitructlott.  The  addreti  of  mir  Klag 
Wllhoro,  In  making  all  Europe  Lnke  thn  uXmtm  at  Fraiioe,  hat 
brought  that  countr;  ticforc  ui  niMt  that  Ineritablo  perlcNl. 
Wv  mutt  oec^Maritf  ha*«  our  laro,  and  Great  tirttaJn  will 
attain  it  as  loon  at  Fra&c«  AbMll  h^To  a  d«cUltiier  with  orgttDi 
M  proper  for  tliat  poUttcal  purpoMi  is  irer«  ttuM«  of  our 

WlllUiB  Cha  Third WltlHml  doutit,  my  Lord, 

Great  BHtaln  niiut  lower  her  fUgbt.  Sttrope  wilt  rvmlod  lu 
of  tllo  bftlaora  of  coina«rce,  ai  thr  baa  mnlmleil  France  of 
tlw  balance  of  porwer.  Tb«  addrrai  of  our  itatR«m«n  vtlL  Inu 
nortaliM  them  Uf  contriving  for  uj  a  descent  which  ihall  not 
\tv  a  tall,  bf  mailing  ui  rnther  re«emlilr  Holliud  than  Carthage 
and  V«ol«e,"—  Leller$  on  tkt  Fttnck  SatwH. 

*  Thfl  king-depoaiac  doebiM,  astwitfiflajidljic  III  taa^y 
ralJchioTous  abaurdlttea,  nai  of  oo  liltlo  Mrvtaa  Co  tlio  eanw 
of  polltkal  Ulicrtjr,  by  lacoIeBtlag  tho  rlfht  of  raalitsaeo  to 


Stteh  are  the  men  that  guard  thy  threatened  shore. 
Oh  England  E  sinking  England!'^  boost  no  more. 


INTOLERANCE, 

A   SATIRS* 

**  Thii  clamour,  which  preteodc  to  be  ralaed  for  tlw  ufetj 
orrollgion,  huA  almniil  warn  out  ihe  vcrf  appearance  of  It, 
and  r^ncierisl  u«  not  oii.ljr  the  mcMt  <UviLled  but  the  raott 
linmorat  people  upon  tlic  face  of  the  earth." 

Ai»Ditoi«.  Frttkoider,  No.  37. 

Start  doc,  my  friend,  nor  think  the  muse  wiU  stala 
Her  elassie  fiDgers  with  the  dust  profane 
Of  Bulls,  Decrees,  and  all  those  tbiind'ring  scrolls. 
Which  took  such  freedom  once  with  royal  souls,  > 


tjranti,  anil  aitettlng  the  wfU  of  tb<  people  to  \m  tlie  onlf 
true  fountain  of  power.  BellarmlnB,  the  moat  rlolont  of  the 
a4lvorftti>«  for  papal  muthoritj,  wai  one  of  the  ArU  to  maintain 
(U<r  PiMitiJf.  lib.  1.  cap.  7),  "  that  klnga  hare  not  tbelr  autlio. 
tMj  or  office  Immrdiatelj  frvfm  God  iior  hla  law,  bitt  only 
rrom  the  law  of  natloni ;  '*  and  in  King  Jamea't  "  Dafonce 
of  the  Rigfata  of  Kloga  agaltiat  CaidlnaJ  Perron,"  we  find  liU 
Hajeaty  expreaclag  ftrooff  ludlgiuitlon  agalnat  the  Cardinal 
for  barliig  aaiertod  **that  to  the  depoaJog  of  a  yng  the  coa- 
aent  of  the  people  muat  be  obtained "  —'*'  for  hj  iheae  worda 
(aajra  Jnmca)  the  people  are  exalted  abovethe  king,  ami  made 
thejudgea  of  the  klng'a  depo»lin||."  p.  4'i4.  —  ETcn  In  Mariana'* 
celebrated  boolt,  where  the  nonacnac  of  bigotry  doea  not 
taterfere,  there  may  be  fcKund  mianj  IftMral  and  enilghteaed 
viewa  of  the  prtnclplca  of  government,  of  the  reMiainta  whkh 
iliould  be  Impoted  upon  rojal  power,  of  the  auborillriatlon  of 
the  Throne  to  the  inlereata  of  tlie  people,  he.  &.<:.  {Dr  ftrgt 
H  Ht^tt  Inttituttone.  S«w  purtleularly  lib.  t.  cap,  C.  S,  and 
9).  — It  la  rather  remarkable,  too,  that  Bnglanil  ahould  \tis 
Indebted  Co  another  Jeauit  for  the  earileat  defeiKre  of  thai 
prliMlple  upoQ  which  the  Keroiullon  waa  founded,  nami-tj, 
the  rigbl  of  tbe  people  to  change  the  aucceaaion —  ( See 
Dolemau^a  **  Confcreiiice*,"  writtcii  In  aupprirt  of  the  title  of 
tht<  Infanta  of  Spain  against  that  of  Jam««  I.J^-'Wbea 
Englltiiinen.  thert^fore,  aay  that  Popery  U  the  religjon  of 
alavery,  they  ahould  noi  unly  recollect  tbat  their  own  boantad 
conatitution  ia  the  work  ajid  bct|Ui<al  of  popiih  aneeitora  \ 
tivoy  ahoulil  not  only  remember  the  Law  I  of  EdWiard  IIL, 
'*  uttiler  whom  (aaya  Bolinghroke)  the  conitlttilliw  of  our 
parltamenta^  and  the  whole  form  of  our  govemiBeot,  teaine 
reduced  Into  better  Conn  ;"  hut  they  ahouVd  know  that  even  the 
error*  cbarged  on  Popery  have  leaned  ia  tbe  cauae  of  liberty^ 
and  thai  Paplata  were  the  firat  promuifatora  of  the  doctrlnea 
which  led  to  the  Revolution.  —  In  general,  howeeer,  the 
political  princlplea  of  the  Honun  Cathollea  have  been  de> 
acribed  a«  tiappened  to  auit  tbe  temporary  coneeoleoct  ol 
thi'lr  oppn-faora,  and  have  been  repreaeoted  ^^temalely  •• 
•UvUh  or  refractory,  according  ai  a  pretext  for  toraienUng 
them  was  wutloff.  Tho  Hine  hioooaifftency  baa  marked 
every  other  InpalatloB  afalnat  thoan.  Tbey  are  charirrd 
with  laxity  in  th«  obaervcnee  of  oathi,  though  an  oath  haa 
tioen  fotind  auffident  to  ahut  then  out  frmn  all  worldly  nd-^ 
rantaget.  If  tbej  reject  eertaki  dcdaiona  of  tbelr  church, 
they  are  eald  lo  be  aoeptlc*  and  bad  Chriatlana ;  If  they  admit 
>,  Uiey  are  branded  aa  b^gola  and  bad  auh^ 
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bearen  wba  jet  the  pope's  excloaiTe  trade, 
^Aod  kingTi  were  damn'd  as  fast  aa  now  they're  madr. 
"       no — let  D — gen—u  aearch  the  papal  chair ' 
ftagnmt  treaaorei  long  forgotten  there; 
aa  the  vitch  of  ntnleia  Lapland  thinltB 
little  fwarthj  gnomes  delight  io  stinks, 
Let  aallow  P — ^rc — v — 1  snuff  up  the  gale 
Wlueh  wiaard  D — gen — n's  gaUier'U  sweets  ex* 

lude. 
EDtm0k  for  me,  whose  heart  has  teamed  to  scorn 
Bj^ts  alike  in  Eome  or  Enghind  bom, 
Wlio  UMithe  the  Tenotn^  wheocesoe  er  it  spriDgSf 
FrogB  popea  or  lawyers  ^»  pastry -cooks  or  kings, — 
Ettoogh  fbr  me  to  laugh  and  weep  hy  turns. 
JLs  mirth  provokes,  or  indignation  barns, 
Aa  C — nn — og  yapours,  or  as  France  succeeds. 
Aa  H*-wk — ah*ry  proses,  or  as  Ireland  hleeds  ! 


thoa,  my  friend,  if,  in  these  headlong  days. 
When  bigot  Zeal  her  drunken  antics  pb}  s 
80  neftr  a  precipice,  that  men  tlie  while 
IdOok  IsreailileM  on  and  shudder  while  they  smile — 
in  such  fearfhl  days,  thou'U  dare  to  look 
ha|»le«  Ireland,  to  this  rankling  nook 
Whieh  Hcaren  hath  freed  from  poisonous  things  in 

Tain, 
While  G — ^ff — rd*8  tongue  and  M— sgr — ve's  pen 

remain  — 
If  thou  hast  yet  no  golden  hiinkers  got 
To  shade  thine  eyes  from  this  devoted  spot. 
Whose  wrongs,  though  blazoned  o  er   the    world 

they  be, 
PUcemea  alone  are  prlyileged  fio(  to  sec  — 

We  mr«  UAd  thai  confldetice  And  klndncti  will  rokk« 
m  lb©  soTeminefit,  though  we  know  IhAt 
lolurtM  liAf«  hardly  prcTctitoi]  them  firom 
lis  frUodii.  In  shorU  Qoehlaf  can  better  fUuftrate  the 
of  thoce  tbilli  snd  evuiooj  lij  whlrh  a  kmf  coura« 
otnemwi'dlf  ln^uftice  muft  be  ftupponed,  than  lh«  whota  hit* 
tpry  of  Great  Britiln'i  conduct  tawardf  tha  Catholic  part  of 
bar  emplra. 
*  Tli»  **  Sella  Slerewaria'*  of  the  po|>«.  — The  Iliglil 
Doctor  will  find  on  <»ngTaf  Ihk  of 
"  Dliquhjtto  HUtorii'A  d(r  Va^^i 
(p.  lis.);  and  I  roeooinirDd  It  m  a  modd  for  the 
itoo  of  tiut  lent  which  tho  Doctor  U  about  to  tsike  In  the 
pr1rj-«ouficil  of  Ireland. 

<  Wh«^n  Innocent  X.  wot  entreated  Co  dedd«  ttie  eon- 
Iroverij  U^veen  the  JecuitJi  aod  the  Jan»cnlit»,  hesDtwcTed. 
thai  **  bt  bad  Iwan  tired  a  lawyer^  and  had  therefore  nothing 
to  da  with  divtailcj.**—  It  wvre  to  be  wiihcd  that  tome  of  our 
BocUilt  peUifofffers  knew  tbelr  own  lit  element  a«  well  aj 
I*apa  Innoccot  X. 
'  Ko«  the  C — ind— n  who  speoki  thu«  of  Ireland :  — 
**  To  wUwi  up  all.  whether  we  reford  the  fhiUfulnett  of  the 
aollf  tJie  advantage  of  the  tea,  with  fo  ranny  corarnddiatis 
ur  the  niiilivef  themnelvei,  who  arc  warlike,  Ingi.-^ 
le,  Nod  W4!lUrmntilK!tIoac-d,  «uft-iklnned  nrid 
by  reMon  of  the  pllantn^^w  of  their  umnclei,  tlii* 
b  In  vumf  retpects  lo  happy,  that  Glraldux  might 
tcfj  welt  My,  '  NMtiire  hod  regarde^l  with  more  favourable 
eyea  than  ordinary  thli  Kingdom  of  Zephyr/  " 


Ohl  turn  awhile,  and,    thtmgh    the    shamroek 

wreathes 
My  homely  ha.rp,  yet  shall  the  song  it  hreathes 
Of  Ireland's  slavery^  and  of  Ireland's  woes. 
Live,  when  the  memory  of  her  tyrant  foes 
Shall  but  exist,  all  fbture  knaves  to  warn. 
Embalmed  in  hate  and  eanonised  hy  scorn. 
When  C — sll^r— gh,  in  sleep  still  more  profound 
Than  his  own  opiate  tongue  now  deals  around. 
Shall  wait  th'  impeachment  of  that  awful  day 
Which  even  ku  practised  hand  can*t  bribe  away. 

Yes,  my  dear  friend,  wert  thou  but   near  me 

now, 
To  see  how  Spring  lights  up  on  EriD*B  brow 
Smiles  thut  shiue  out^  unconnjuenibly  fair, 
Even  through  the  blood-murks  left  by  C^ — md — n^ 

there,  — 
Coiild*st  thou  but  see  what  verdure  paiDts  the  sod 
Wliich  none  but  tyninte  and  tboir  sluvcs  have  irod. 
And  didst  thou  know  the  spirit,  kiod  and  brave. 
That  warnis  tbc  soul  of  each  insuUed  slave. 
Who,  tir'd  with  struggling,  sinks  beneath  his  b>t. 
And  5CCI11S  by  all  but  watchful  France  forgot -•  — 
Thy  hi.'iirt  would  burn  —  yes,  even  thy  Pitlitc  heart 
Would  burn,  to  ibink  that  such  a  bltJoming  part 
Of  the  world's  gurdeu,  rich  in  nature's  charmi. 
And  fiU'd  with  social  souls  and  vigorous  arms, 
Should  be  the  victim  of  that  canting  crew, 
So  smooth,  so  godly,  —  yet  so  dcviUsh  too  ; 
Who,  arm*d  at  oiUDe  with  prayer-hooks  and  with 

whips,  Si 
Blood  on  their  hands,  and  Scripture  on  their  lips, 

<  The  example  of  toleration,  which  Bonnparto  ba«  held 
forth,  will,  [  feAT,  produce  no  other  efl^t  tbsD  (hat  of  doler^ 
mining  the  BrilUh  fovemment  to  p«r*3Jt,  from  tile  very 
■plrlt  of  opposition.  In  their  own  old  tyitem  of  tntokraneeond 
injoitice  ;  Jiut  u  the  i»iame«e  blockcn  their  teeth,  *'  ttecmiue,** 
oa  they  tuy,  '^the  devil  hai  white  onet,'^^ 

*  One  aft  he  unhappy  reiulti  of  the  controverfly  tietween 
Proteitanti  and  CAtholi»,  i«  the  mntiial  expoiuro  which 
their  crimination!  nod  rocrimitutlani  httne  produced.  In  Talu 
do  the  ProteiLonu  charge  the  Hapbti  nith  dD«injff  the  door 
ofudTatlon  upon  o-tberi,  while  many  of  their  own  writinf{« 
mnd  ATticlea  hroatliie  the  lame  nnchArltAhli;  ipiHt.  No  csunun 
of  Constance  or  Lateron  ever  damned  hert.^tlci  more  effeclu- 
mIIj  tima  the  eighth  of  the  Thirty-nine  Articlet  comignn  to 
perdition  eir«ry  single  member  of  the  Greek  church  ;  and  I 
doubt  whether  a  more  sweeping  cLuise  of  damnation  wai  ever 
proposed  In  the  mott  bigoted  council,  than  that  wbkh  the 
CalvinlaLic  theorj  of  predritinntlun  In  the  »eirenteenth  of 
the»e  Artlclei  exhibit!.  It  U  true  that  no  liberal  Trott^tant 
avowA  ftuch  excliuliro  opinion*  ;  that  every  honest  cicrgynKtu 
niu»t  foel  a  pang  while  he  tubtrrlUrt  to  then)  ;  thnt  tome 
even  as»ert  the  Athananlan  Creed  to  l>e  the  forgery  of  one 
VIglllua  Tnp»en»U.  in  the  heginnlng  of  the  Bixtli  century,  and 
that  emlni^nt  d!vlne»,  like  Jortin,  hare  not  heiitatcd  to  a^y^ 
"  There  are  prnpoftitinti*  contained  In  our  Liturgy  and  Ar- 
ti€lei,  which  no  man  of  common  sense  amongit  u*  bilieTei/'  b 
Biut  wiiile  all  liil*  is  freely  conc^'dt:^  to  Protestant*  i  whllu 

b  BtT4ClurB  on  the  Arttctdij  Sub>cTl|iUana„  6tt. 
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Tyrant*  hy  cived,  and  torturers  by  text, 

Miike  thiM  life  hell,  id  boaour  of  the  nes-tf 

Your   R — desd — les,    P — re— v — Is, — great,   glo 

rious  Heaven, 
If  Vm  presumptuous,  be  my  tongue  forgiven, 
Wljen  here  I  swear,  by  my  soul's  hope  of  rest, 
Fd  rather  have  been  bom,  ere  man  wom  blest 
With  the  pure  dawn  of  Re%elation*B  light, 
Yes,  —  rather  pJunge  me  back  in  Pagan  night. 
And  tuke  my  chance  w  ith  Socrates  for  bliss, 
TbAa  be  the  Cbristiim  of  a  fakb  like  this, 

nobodf  doubti  their  liDccriTf,  wtiim  thry  declare  th&t  tht^lr 
■j'tlclei  arc  not  eiientiaU  of  fiiitti.  but  4  fo] lection  of  o^ilnliDnf 
wblrh  have  tJecn  protnuJgKt«r4  by  filJIble  meo.  »ml  from 
mmty  of  which  thi'jr  ft**!  thc»idYDi  juttjfte<l  ln.41iiH!iitlng,*- 
whiie  >o  much  liberty  of  rniractfttloo  Ij  oJlowcd  to  rrotcntAAti 
upan  their  own  d«elari><1  and  fub«crni«d  Artickt  of  rfltgion. 
It  St  not  itritife  that  «  Blmilar  indulgencQ  ftlioiild  bo  so  obiU- 
nMctjr  TeAuuid  to  the  C4tbolici«  upon  timiitA  wbtch  their 
church  hai  uniformly  r»l»tiNl  und  cnadeniued,  in  erery 
emmUj  when  it  hu  lDde>p<inflrnlly  aourlihed  ?  When  t*io 
Ca.thoUc«  My,  "  The  tJiH;r«>n  of  the  Council  of  Ijiteraii,  which 
you  object  to  ui,  hat  no  claim  wtiatcrcr  u|}on.  either  our  faith 
or  our  rcKion  5  it  dlil  ntut  cireu  profe«i  to  coiitnin  any  doc- 
IrlnaJ  deeUiun,  but  wuji  merely  a  JudictaJi  procc^ltng  of  that 
■namfaly ;  nnd  it  wmild  be  u  fair  for  ua  to  Impute  a  tt(fe' 
kfUimg  d«ctrin«  Ut  tho  Proieitutti,  t>ecaiiic  their  Artt  pope, 
Henry  VII L,  wu  uuctiou>ed  in  an  iadulgrrtce  of  ttmt  pro- 
|*«nsity,  uji  for  you  ta  conclude  that  wc  have  inherited*  klng- 
dotMnloff  taate  n-om  ttue  acts  of  the  Council  of  Lsterafi,  or  the 
wecular  pretxnitlout  of  our  pope«.  With  retpoet,  loo.  to  thv 
Decrea  of  the  CoudcIJ  of  Conttonce,  u|M(II  tbe  «treii|tb  of 
whjf-h  you  acctue  ui  of  breaking  faith  with  heretics,  wc  do 
not  heallate  to  pronounce  that  Decree  a  calumnlaui  forgeiy, 
a  forgery,  loo,  to  obviou*  and  lU-fabrlcdted^  that  none  but 
our  eocmle*  hare  ever  ventvtr<>d  to  give  it  the  tllghett  credit 
for  authenticity  ."  —  Whom  the  CAiholics  make  Iheee  decLar- 
ationi  (and  they  are  almoit  weary  with  makinji;  (hem),  when 
tln-y  ihow,  ttio,  by  tlielr  conduft,  that  thi'»e  dci-iarjitioni  are 
«inccro,  and  that  their  faith  and  Riorali  are  uo  more  regulated 
by  the  abiurd  decrees  of  old  councili  and  popei,  than  their 
■clence  h  iJiOuenced  by  the  papal  auathema  against  that 
Iflihman*  who  llrtt  found  out  the  Antipode«»  —  U  it  not 
fttrjinge  that  to  many  itlll  wh fully  diitnut  what  every  food 
man  iB  to  much  Intereited  In  Ixdierinf  ?  That  10  nt&ny 
•bould  prefer  the^  dark-l^intern  of  the  13ih  century  to  the 
•unvhine  of  iniel]c>ct  which  hai  ilnce  overtpr^id  the  world  ; 
and  that  ewi-ry  dabbler  In  theology,  from  Mr.  Le  Mciurfer 
diown  to  the  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer,  «houlil  dare  to 
orpfioee  the  mbbtih  of  Conftance  and  Ljiieran  to  the  brtght 
and  Irlmnphant  pmfre«i  of  jtwtfce,  getieroiity,  and  truth? 

*  In  a  finpfutar  work.  wrUteti  by  one  Krancl4Cii»  Colllui, 
*"  i|.p<m  the  Boul*  of  the  l*agan«,"  the  author  dlAcuHet.  with 
much  coolncu  and  erudition,  all  the  probable  chanceB  of  tal- 
TJiiJmi  upon  which  a  heathen  phllixapher  mti^ht  calculate^ 
Consifntnff  to  perdition,  without  mnth  dJlDculty,  Plato.  J9o- 
cntM,  «fC.,  the  only  *a<re  at  whote  fate  he  leem*  to  hMltal»  It 
^tlM(oraa.  In  coittUkration  of  hl«  golden  thifh,  and  the 
many  tnlrarle*  which  be  performed.  But.  having;  balanced 
a  httlfi  hla  claim >,  and  ftmlUiv  reaavn  to  fnther  all  theie  mlra- 
c^ct  on  the  deiril,  he  at  length,  lo  the  tweoty-arth  chapter, 
d^^ldet  upon  damning  hi  in  al«o.  ( /V  Amimabtu  PagoMorum^ 
Ult.  iv,  CAP-  20.  anil  2A,)^^The  poet  Dante  compromi»e«  the 
matter  with  the  l*«gant«  and  gire«  them  a  neutral  lerrltoi^ 

il  M.tttfitfiM,  a  HMlw  «r  I 


"^Vbicb  builds  on  heavenly  cant  its  earthly  sway, 
And  iu  a  cunvcrt  naourus  to  lose  a  prey^ 
Which  graiiping  human  heurts  with  double  hold, — 
Like  Daniie's  lover  mixing  god  and  gold,* — 
Corrupts  both  state  and  church,  and   mokes   tm 

oath 
The  knave  and  atheist's  passport  into  both} 
Whicli,  while  it  dcxims  dissenting  soitls  to  know 
Nor  bliss  above  uor  liberty  below, 
Adda  the  slave's  suffering  to  the  sinner's  fear, 
Ajidf  lest  he  "scape  hereafter,  racki  bim  here  l  ^ 


or  Umbo  of  their  own,  where  their  employnent.  It  muit  be 
owned,  la  not  rory  enrlahlo — **Senza  ipeme  Tiremo  in 
deiio.*'  — Cant-iir,  —  Aranng  the  numeroui  error*  iniptited 
to  Orlgen,  he  ti  accused  of  having  denied  the  eternity  of 
ftiture  punitbment ;  and,  If  he  never  advanced  a  more  Irra- 
tional doctrine,  we  may  venture,  I  think,  to  forgive  him.  He 
went  10  fur,  however,  ai  to  Indudu  the  devil  hlmfelfin  the 
general  hell-delivery  which  he  luppoied  would  one  day  or 
other  take  place,  and  In  thit  &L  Auguitin  thinks  him  rathc^r 
too  mcrdfiil  — "  Mlsereeordlor  profecto  fUli  Orlgmet,,  qui  et 
Iptum  dl«l>olttro."  &C.  {Df  Cipttnt,  DW,  lib.  xxL  cap.  17.)  — 
According  to  St.  Jrroro,  It  wai  Orlgen'A  opinion,  that  *'  the 
4evlt  himself,  after  a  cirtain  time,  will  be  as  well  nfTax  the 
angel  Gabriel  "— "  Id  lp«um  fore  Gabrlelem  quod  dlalKiluirt.*'^ 
(See  hi»  Epiiiie  to  PammacMim.}  Btit  Halloii,  in  hit 
Defence  of  Origen.  denlt««  strongly  that  hU  learned  father 
had  any  such  mliplacrd  tenderness  for  the  devil. 

1  Mr.  Fox.  In  his  HpiMH^h  on  ihe  Repeal  of  the  Tert  Act 
(17^).  thus  condemns  the  Intermixture  of  religion  with  the 
pnHtical!  constitution  of  a  state  :  —  "  What  purpose  (hf  asks) 
can  it  serve,  except  the  haleful  purpote  of  commLinicating  and 
reeeivingcontimLnallonV  Under  such  an  alliance  corruption 
muit  alight  upon  the  one,  and  slavery  overwhelm  Che  other/* 

Locke,  too,  lajrc  of  the  connection  between  church  and 
suto.  **  The  boondsrlM  on  both  sides  are  (Ited  and  Immove. 
able.  He  jmsblei  bcttven  and  earth  together,  the  things 
most  remote  and  opfMsitc,  who  mixes  these  two  sodeiles, 
which  are  In  their  orlginjil.  ead»  busloesi,  and  In  everything, 
perfectly  distinct  and  Inanltely  ditfernot  from  each,  other/*. 
Ftnt  Letter  an  Totereiion. 

The  corruptions  Introduced  into  Christianity  may  be  dated 
from  the  period  of  Its  eitablJshmefit  under  Coostantlne.  nor 
could  all  the  tp|«indoirr  which  It  then  acquired  atooe  for  the 
peace  and  purity  which  It  lost. 

^  There  baa  been,  alter  alt,  quite  a*  modi  Inlolervics 
among  Protestants  at  among  Papists.  According  lotbt  hack- 
nojed  quotation  — 

IhncoB  Intra  muros  peccatur  et  extra. 

Even  the  great  champion  of  the  Iteformatlon,  Melancbtboti, 
whom  Joilln  calls  "a  divine  of  much  miMnesi  and  g«o«|' 
ffolurr,"  thus  expresses  his  approbation  of  tbe  burnltig  of 
Servetut :  *'  Leg!  (he  says  to  Sitllljif«r)  qu«  de  Servetl  btai- 
phemlis  rcfpondistli,  ct  pletatem  u  jtMUda  vestra  probo. 
Judlco  etlam  senatum  GeneTentem  ractt  feclsse,  quod  bo. 
minem  pertinacsno  at  Hon  omlssarum  hlaip'herolaa  sustullt ; 
Bc  mlratua  sum  mm  qmt  wrtrlUtem  Ulam  improbent."— 1 
hare  great  pleaiura  la  edotrastlng  with  these  '*  mild  and 
good-natured*'  •eDttments  the  futlowing  worda  oftHe  Papist 
Bnluse,  In  addratfing  bb  friend  Conrlnglua:  "  tnteritn  ame- 
miis.  ml  CoDrlngl,  ei  tanetsii  dlviinas  opInJonAi  Uiemur  In 
catuA  religioais,  roorlbus  tamen  lUrerd  aoQ  ilaiiu,  qoi  eadem 
llteraruBi  studla  aectamur.**. irrmMos.  Camrimg,  Epntoi,  par, 
secirnd.  p.  M. 

Hume  tells  us  that  the  Commons,  la  the  beflnnlng  of 
Charles  tbe  Flrsfa  reign. «  attAcke*!  Montague,  one  of  tbe 
King's  chaplains,  on  account  of  a  mo<irnatP  book  which  be 
had  lately  coiniM4<^,  and  which,  to  thetr  great  disgust,  sav H 


intolerance;  a  satire. 
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But  no— ^  fiir  otlier  £uth,  fkr  milder  bemni 

Of  kemreol J  justice  worm  the  Chrisdan's  dreamA; 

HU  creed  i»  writ  on  Mercy*a  page  atiovc, 

Ej  the  pure  hands  of  aH'Sloning  Love  ; 

ffe  weeps  to  lee  abnu'd  Religion  twine 

Bxviiiid  Tjranoy's  eoane  brow  her  wreath  divine; 

Aad  k^  white  found  him  aectt  and  nations  raise 

Ta  ilie  one  God  their  rarying  notes  of  praise, 

Blrirrn  ettoh  Toice,  whatever  iu  tone  may  be, 

Tbst  ierrca  to  swell  the  general  harmony.  ^ 

Sodi  was  the  spirit,  gently,  grandly  bright. 
That  fil]*d,  oh  Fox!  thy  peacefol  sonl  with  tight; 
While  free  and  ipaeious  as  that  ambient  air 
Which  folds  our  planet  in  its  circling  care. 
The  mighty  sphere  of  thy  transparent  mind 
Emhrac'd  the  world,  and  breath'd  for  all  mankind. 
Last  of  the  great,  farewell ! — yet  not  the  last^^ 
Though  Britain's  sunshine  hour  with  thee  be  past, 
Seme  atill  one  ray  of  glory  gives. 
And  lieelt  hot  half  ihy  loss  while  Grattan  lives. 


APPENDIX. 

To  the  foregoing  Poem,  as  first  published,  were 
■abjoined,  in  the  nhape  of  a  Note,  or  Appendix^ 
the  following  remarks  on  the  History  and  ^luslc 
of  Ijreland.  This  fragment  was  originally  intended 
to  Ibrm  part  of  a  Preface  to  the  Irish  Melodies} 


.  CailioUca.  u  well  u  other  CbiiiclAoi,  from  et^ma] 
'  —  In  the  *«me  rnanoer  a  compUlot  wju  lodged 
tcfure  tbc  Lords  of  the  Coiiiieil  sK^JTut  that  exccllcfnt  writer 
HaokeT.  for  baviof ,  In  a  Sertnon  a^init  PoT»ery,  attrtn|)ted 
lo  isv*  mmaj  of  hia  Popish  ancectora  for  ignoraHca.  — To 
IhcM  etimplrti  of  Pratcslaot  toleration  I  shall  bog  leave  to 
thm  fbllowliif  oattract  from  a  letter  of  old  Roger 
I  (tha  tutor  of  Queen  EU«abetK),  which  H  prc»err«d 
tike  Uarrbigtafi  Paprri,  and  wot  wrtttea  In  154343,  lo  Lbe 
fiati  of  LcieevtCT,  coraiitalning  of  the  Archhiihop  Youngs 
wfao  bad  talicfi  away  hU  prebend  In  tbe  church  of  York : 
"*  Kutcr  Bourne •  did  never  griet e  tne  half  la  raoche  in  offer* 
Img  mm  wraif,  aa  Mr.  Dudley  and  the  Bythopp  of  York  doe« 
In  laltlnf  away  mj  right,  No  bythopp  In  Q.  Mary'i  time 
vould  lurra  to  dealt  with  nue;  not  Mr.  Uournc  hfinseljr«,  when 
Wlnrihcner  llv«d,  dur»t  have  to  dealt  with  mc;  For  tuche 
food  eitliaatlaa  In  lho««  dajei  even  the  learocdat  and  wj-tett 
aaaOv  aa  Gardeoer  and  Cardinal  Poole,  made  of  my  poore 
•arvlAt,  that  altbou^lt  tbey  koewe  perfectly  that  in  reUgloD^ 
todi  bgr  opra  WTTtlnge  and  pfTrlc  Ulkc,  I  wat  contrzirje  un(o 
them  ;  yea,  when  Sir  FrancU  EtigleBeld  bj  mtine  did  note  me 
ipeciailye  at  the  councill- hoard,  Oardener  would  not  vuflf^r 
IBC  to  be  called  thither,  nor  touch«*d  elliwheare,  lallnge  luche 
worda  of  me  in  a  lettre,  as,  though  leUrei  eanntit,  I  t>lu»he  to 
arrita  th^ro  to  your  Ifirdshlpp.  Winebe«ter'i  good- will,  ttoode 
not  la  cpeaUag  fairs  and  wUhtng  well,  but  hi*  did  In  deeds 
that  far  matt  whereby  my  wife  and  chilldrun  shall  Iltro  (be 
iMttar  when  I  am  gone/*   {See  Nugim  ArUiifuar,  vol.  i.  pp.  9S, 


but  afterwards,  for  some  reaaoa  vhich  I  do  not 
DOW  recoUeet,  was  thrown  aiide, 

a  •  a  a  • 

Our  history,  for  many  centuries  past,  Lt  crodit- 
ahle  neither  to  oitr  neighbours  nor  ourselTea,  and 
ought  not  to  be  read  by  any  Irishman  who  wishes 
either  to  love  England  or  to  feel  proud  of  Iretand* 
The  loss  of  independence  very  early  debased  our 
character;  and  otir  feuds  mid  rebellions,  though 
frequent  and  feroeious,  but  seldom  displayed  that 
generous  spirit  of  enterprise  with  which  the  pride 
of  an  indepeodL'nt  monarchy  m*  long  dignified  the 
struggles  of  Seotlimd.  it  is  true  tliis  island  haa 
giTen  birth  to  heroes  who,  under  more  favourable 
circtttustanceSt  might  have  left  in  the  hearts  of 
tlreir  countrymen  recollections  as  dear  as  those  of 
a  Bruce  or  a  Wallace;  but  success  was  wanting  to 
cofiseerate  resistance,  their  cause  was  branded 
With  the  difihi'jirtening  name  of  treason^  and  tlietr 
oppressed  country  was  such  a  blank  among  nations, 
that,  like  the  adventures  of  those  woods  which 
Rinaldo  wished  to  explore^  the  fume  of  their 
actions  was  lost  in  the  obscurity  of  the  place  where 
they  achieved  them. 

^^^  Errando  In  quelli  Im^LI 
TrOTir  potrla  itrane  avventure  o  moike, 
Ala  come  \  luoghl  I  faitl  ancor  son  fo»cbi, 
Che  Roo  se  n*  ba  notlzia  le  piO.  volte*  * 

Hence  is  it  that  the  annals  of  Ireland,  through 
a  lapse  of  six  hundred  years,  exhibit  not  one  of 
those  shinmg  names,  not  one  of  those  themes  of 
national  pride,  from  which  poetry  borrows  her 
noblest  inspiration;  and  that  historyf  which  ought 


99.)  —  If  men  who  acted  thus  were  bigota,  what  ihall  we  call 
*lr.  P^Tc-»— I  ? 

In  Sutcllffo^i  "  Surrey  of  Popery  "  there  Olircurii  the  follow. 
Ing  asLsertlon: —  "  Papisti,  th.it  positively  bold  the  heretical 
and  false  doctrtnes  of  tbe  modern  church  of  Ilome,  cacinoi 
possibly  be  sat^ed.'^^Ai  a  cotitrost  to  this  and  othvr  ipecl- 
mens  of  Protestant  liberalHy«  which  it  would  be  much  more 
eaty  than  pleasant  to  collects  I  refer  tny  reader  to  tbe  Decla* 
ratimiof  La  P^re  Coiiirayer  ;— doubting  not  that,  wbllo  be 
rcaids  the  lejitlnimts  of  this  ploui  man  upon  toleration,  ho 
will  feel  inclined  to  exclAlm  with  Belsbam,  '*  DIusb,  ye  Pro' 
tcstant  hfgots  !  and  be  confounded  at  the  conipari»on  of  your 
own  wretched  and  malignant  prejudices  with  the  gt^'nerous 
iud  enlarged  Ideas^  the  noble  and  aninuited  Language  of  thLi 
Poplcb  prieit:'*— Ewaj^i,  %%wii.  p.  8fl. 

^  "  La  tot^raoce  est  la  cbose  du  monde  la  plus  prof>reik 
rameQer  le  lilcle  d'or,  et  i  faire  un  concert  et  \m«  harmonle 
do  plturieura  votx  et  Instruments  de  dllTc rents  tons  et  nolea, 
Auisi  sigrcable  pour  Ic  muius  que  T uniform ke  d'unc  seule 
tolx/'  Baylf^  CommtntrnTt  Pkilotopht'qtte.  die.  part  II.  rhap* 
vl.^Both  Hayle  nnd  Locke  would  h»irc  treat pil  tbe  euhjert 
of  Toleration  in  a  manner  miuth  more  wnrthy  of  themielvea 
and  of  tbe  cause.  If  they  had  written  In  nn  age  less  distracted 
by  religioua  prejudices. 

^  AdoatOi  canto  Iv. 

«  fttr  J^n  Uournv,  rilncl|iAl  ScctvUt?  of  HiBte  la  Qimm  H^. 

It  Bj  Uiudcner^  fitTour  Ateham  \aug  held  kkU  f*^io*^ttif^t  UUmgh  not 
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ta  be  the  richest  garden  of  the  Muse,  yieldf  no 
growth  to  her  in  this  hapless  lAland  but  cypress 
tikd.  weeds.  In  trtitli,  the  poet  who  would  embellish 
bis  song  with  alJuiiioriB  to  Irish  names  and  events, 
most  be  contented  to  seek  theim  in  those  curly 
periods  when  our  character  was  yet  unalloyed  and 
origiimt,  hefore  the  impolitic  craft  of  our  conquer- 
ors bjEid  divided,  weakened,  and  disgraced  u& 
The  sole  traits  of  heroism » indeed,  which  he  C4in 
venture  st  this  day  to  commemorate,  either  with 
safety  to  himself,  or  honour  to  his  eoantry,  ore  to 
be  looked  for  in  those  ancient  times  when  the 
native  monarchs  of  Ireland  displayed  and  fostered 
Tirtues  worthy  of  a  better  agej  when  our  Mala- 
chies  wore  orouad  their  necks  collars  of  gold  which 
they  had  won  in  single  combat  from  the  invader  ^ 
and  our  Briens  deserved  and  won  the  warm  af- 
fections of  a  people  by  exhibiting  all  the  most 
estimable  qualities  of  a  king.  It  may  be  said  that 
the  magic  of  tradition  has  shed  a  charm  over  this 
remote  period,  to  which  it  is  in  reality  hut  tittle 
entitled,  and  that  most  of  the  pictures,  which  we 
dwell  on  so  fondly,  of  days  when  this  island  was 
distinguished  amidst  the  gloom  of  Europe,  by  the 
sanctity  of  her  morals,  the  spirit  of  her  knighthiKMJ, 
and  the  polish  of  her  schooK  are  little  more  than 
the  inventions  of  national  partiality,  —  that  bright 
bat  spnrioaa  offspring  which  vanity  engenders  upon 
ignorance,  and  with  which  the  first  records  of 
every  peopfe  abound.  But  the  sceptic  is  scarcely 
to  be  envied  who  would  pause  for  stronger  proofs 
thflm  we  already  po^ess  of  the  early  glories  of 
Ireland^  and  were  even  the  veracity  of  all  these 
I»rooffi  surrendered,  yet  who  would  not  tly  to  such 
tattering  fictions  from  the  sad  degrading  truths 
which  the  history  of  later  times  presents  to  us  ? 

The  language  of  sorrow,  howeverj  is,  in  general, 
best  suited  to  our  Music,  and  with  themes  of  this 
nature  the  poet  may  be  amply  supplied.  There  is 
•cwrcely  a  pAge  of  oar  annals  that  will  not  furnish 
him  A  sabject,  and  while  the  national  Muse  of 
other  conntries  adorns  her  lempk  proudly  with 


I  8e«  Wamcr't  Hlitofr  of  IreUad,  f  ol.  i.  book  is. 

•  Ststitu.  Tb(!b«id.  lib.  %ih 

*  "  A  iort  of  civil  eicommuitfcstltm  (iaf«  Gibbon),  wblrh 
tflttnAed  tbeiD  from  tbctlr  feUow-citlieni  by  a  peculiar  brand 

of  laltaiy ;  «nd  thit  d«elar«lt(m  of  tho  lupreinc  magi*tra^t« 
Imdid  to  Justify^  or  at  leait  to  «actu«,  tbe  ItuultJ  of  a  fanatic 
Tti*  Mctarira  were  fraduallf  dlfquatlHed  far  tbe 
B  of  konouraUe  or  lucraiire  enaitlojrraenta,  and  Tboo- 
tfotUti  ««■  latiafled  with  hi*  owd  juitlce  wben  b«  decraod, 
that,  w  iJmj  Euoomiana  dUtlmutibtvl  tbe  nature  of  tbe  Soo 
from  that  of  tbe  Falber,  tbi|f  abould  be  lDca(iabl«  of  making 
Ibair  waic.  or  oT  rvceivlof  anr  advantJi^e  from  t««tamicDtaiT 


trophies  of  the  past,,  in  Ireland  her  melancholy 
altar,  like  the  shrine  of  Pity  at  Athens,  is  to  be 
known  only  by  the  tears  that  are  shed  npon  it; 
**  lacfymis  attaria  sudanL"  ^ 

There  is  a  well-known  story,  related  of  the 
Antiochians  rnider  the  reign  of  Theodosius,  which 
is  not  only  honourable  to  the  powers  of  music  in 
general,  but  which  applies  so  peculiarly  to  the 
mournful  melodies  of  Ireland,  that  I  cannot  resist 
the  temptation  of  introducing  it  here. — The  piety 
of  Theodosius,  would  have  been  udniirable,  had  it 
not  been  stained  with  intolerance;  but  under  his 
reign  was,  I  believe,  first  set  the  example  of  a 
disqualifying  penal  code  enacted  by  Christians 
against  Christians,'  ^Vhether  his  interference 
with  the  religion  of  the  Antiochians  had  any 
share  in  the  alienation  of  their  loyalty  is  not  ex- 
pressly ascertained  by  historians ;  but  severe  edicts, 
heaTy  taxation,  and  the  rapacity  and  insolence  of 
the  men  whom  he  sent  to  gorem  them,  sufficiently 
account  for  the  discontents  of  a  warm  and  sus- 
ceptible people.  Repentance  soon  followed  the 
crimes  into  which  their  impatience  haxl  hurried 
them;  but  the  vengeance  of  the  Emperor  was  im- 
placable, and  punishments  of  the  most  dreadflil 
mature  hung  over  the  eity  of  AntioL'h,  whose 
devoted  inhabit  an  ts^  totally  resigned  to  despond- 
ence, wandered  through  the  streets  and  public 
ossembLies,  giving  utterance  to  their  grief  in  dirges 
of  the  most  touching  lamentation.*  At  length, 
Flavian  us,  their  bishop,  whom  they  had  sent  to 
intercede  with  Theodosius,  finding  all  his  en- 
treaties coldly  rejected,  adopted  the  expedient  of 
teaching  these  songs  of  tofrow  which  he  had  heard 
from  the  lips  of  his  unfortunate  countrymcB  to  the 
minstrels  who  performed  for  the  Emperor  at  table. 
The  heart  of  Theodosius  could  not  resist  this 
appeal;  tears  fell  fast  into  his  cup  while  he  listened, 
tad  the  Antiochians  were  forgiven.  —  Surely^  if 
music  ever  spoke  the  misfortunes  of  a  people,  or 
cotild  ever  conciliate  forgiveness  for  their  errors, 
the  music  of  Ireland  ought  lo  possess  those  powers. 


ftAkuAtrnt  iwfUt.  —  Sicrpkor.  lib.  nM,  cap.  i3.  Thb  tlorj  U 
told  alio  la  SoBoawm,  lib.  vU.  cap.  23. ;  but  unfortunatelj 
Cbrytoctam  Mjrt  ootblog  whatf>v»r  about  It,  antl  be  not  oalj 
had  iHu  bejt  opportunUiei  of  tnforniatkn^  but  wa*  to<i>  fond 
of  miule,  ai  appcari  bjr  bit  proLici  of  pftalmutljr  (ExpotiL  In 
Ptatm  %iV, ).  to  omit  fucb  a  0«tterin(r  lllaitrallion  of  hi  powan. 
H«  Jmputea  their  reeoiftclllillon  to  the  intcrfrTcnce  of  the  An- 
tkicblan  •oUtartoi,  vhJls  Zotlmui  attiibutet  It  Xa  tbe  remoci. 
•traacea  of  the  M>pbiit  Llbanlui.  —  Glbbou,  J  tbloli»  doea  ooi 
*tea  aUudt  to  ibii  itor|  of  tb«  mualciani. 


THE  SCEPTIC,  A  SATHIE, 
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THE   SCEPTIC, 

A    PHILOSOPHICAL    SATIRE. 


PutDAR.  mp,  Htnfdot.  lib.  111. 


PREFACE. 

Tbs  Seeptieil  Pbiloiophy  of  tb^  Ancients  has 
hcen  AO  leis  iiii«rvpresented  thun  the  Epiciin?aQ. 
I^rirlio  BBAjr  iwrhjip*  have  carried  it  to  rather  an 
uialuMul  exceis;  —  bat  we  must  mot  belie^'e,  with 
,  all  the  abiurditipA  imputed  to  this  philo- 
r;  and  it  appears  to  tne  that  the  doctrines  of 
lbs  tebool,  aa  explained  hy  Sextua  Empiricus  > , 
•re  far  niore  nuted  to  the  wants  and  infirmities 
eihaman  reatoiL,  aa  well  a»  more  conducive  to  the 
mild  rirtues  Qf  hwuility  and  patience,  than  any  of 
ihofe  iystema  of  philosophy  which  preceded  the 
intrndiictioti  of  Christianity.  The  Sceptic*  may 
be  nid  to  have  held  a  middle  path  between  the 
Dogmatiatf  and  Academic  ianii;  the  fonner  of  whom 
boaited  that  they  had  attained  the  tmth,  while  the 
latter  dienied  that  any  uttainable  truth  existed. 
The  Sceptics,  howeyer,  without  either  aEsertiDgor 
denying  its  existence,  professed  to  be  modestly 
atti  Mixiously  In  search  of  it;  or,  as  St.  Augustine 
expreasea  it,  in  his  liberal  tract  against  the  Moui- 
cbsaoSf  **ne]iio  nostrum  dicat  jam  se  inTeoisse 
vetitatein ;  lic  earn  qnocnimn^  quasi  ab  utrisque 
■Mciaiur***  From  this  habit  of  Impartial  m- 
THti^Stioa,  and  the  necessity  which  it  Imposed 
apoD  Uiem,  of  stndjiDg  not  only  every  system  of 
pbUoaophy,  bnt  every  art  and  science,  which  pro- 
ftitd  to  lay  its  basia  in  tmth,  they  necessarily 
took  a  wider  range  of  erudition,  and  were  fur  more 
traveUed  in  the  regions  of  philosophy  than  those 
whom  ootivictioo  or  bigotry  had  domesticated  in 
maj  particiUar  system.  It  required  all  the  kartiing 
fd  dognialiam  to  overthrow  the  dogmatism  of 
ksniing;  and  the  Sceptics  may  be  said  to  resemble 

»  Pyirh,  Hrpoih.  —  The  readrr  may  find  a  toler»h1jr  rlear 
■Isitnoc  of  thla  work  or  Soxtui  Ecnplrlcua  In  La  Veril^  dei 
9cl«nce»i  hf  Mcnewmo,  Uv.  L  chap.  IL  Itr. 

*  Lllx  contra  BpUt.  Manichftt  quun  irocjutt  FuodAtn«tttl, 
Op.  Paris,  tfjm.  wi. 

*  &$m  Ifftrtln.  SchooclUii*de  SrrplidimOt  who  Fudearourt, 
— wtaklf ,  I  tJiiDk.  *-  to  refiito  thi*  opinion  of  Lip*lui. 


in  ihii  respect,  that  ancient  incendiary,  who  stole 
from  the  altar  the  fire  with  which  he  destroyed 
the  temple.  This  advantage  over  all  the  other 
sects  is  allowed  to  them  even  by  Lipsius^  whose 
treatise  on  the  miracles  of  the  Virgo  Halleosia  will 
sufficiently  save  him  from  all  suspicitm  ofscep- 
ticism.  **  Labore^  ingenio,  memoria,'*  be  says, 
**  supra  omnes  pene  philosopbod  fuisse.  —  Quid 
nonne  omnia  aliorum  seeta  tenere  debuerunt  et 
inquirere,  si  potermit  refellere  ?  res  dicit.  Nonne 
orationes  varias,  raras,  subtiles  inveniri  ad  tarn 
reci'ptas,  claras,  certas  (at  videbatur)  sententias 
evertendas?"  &c  &c, '-^Jlfaitwrfwct  ad  PhiloaopK 
Stvk.  Dissert,  4. 

Between  the  scepticism  of  the  ancients  and  the 
moderns  the  great  difference  is,  that  the  former 
doubted  for  the  purpose  of  investigating,  as  may 
he  exempliJled  by  the  third  book  of  Aristolle*8 
Metaphysics^,  while  the  latter  investigate  for  the 
purpose  of  doubt  lug,  as  may  be  seen  through  most 
of  the  philosophical  works  of  Himie.  *  Indeed, 
the  Pyrrhonism  of  latter  days  is  not  only  more 
subtle  than  that  of  antiquity,  but,  it  must  he  con- 
fessed, more  dangerous  in  its  tendency.  The 
happine^  of  a  Christian  depends  so  essentially 
upon  his  belief,  that  it  is  but  natural  he  should 
feel  alarm  at  the  progress  of  doubt,  lest  it  should 
steal  by  degrees  into  that  region  from  which  he  is 
most  interested  in  excluding  it,  and  poisoo  at  last 
the  Very  spring  of  his  consolation  and  hope.  Stilly 
however,  the  abuses  of  doubting  ought  not  to  deter 
a  philosophical  mind  from  indulging  mildly  and 
rationally  in  its  use  ;  and  there  is  nothing,  surely, 
more  consistent  with  the  meek  spirit  of  Christi* 
anity,  than  that  humble  scepticism  which  professes 

4  Errj  }i  r*ir  itrfrtfurmt  fifvlfHp*tf  «'fM'f>«f  t«  innr*f*t4mi 
vwXwc.  --  Mctaphjft-  lib.  lU.  caa^* 

»  Neither  Ituine,  howeTer,  cWBdrkeky,  Ar*?  to  bp  judgrd 
Tijr  the  iniiri'preit'iiitntlont  of  Seattle,  whuso  tuook^  Ihowerep 
amiably  Int^ndeil,  puti  forth  a  moat  unphUasophk-ol  appeal  to 
popular  feelCngi  ojid  prcjudjcef,  and  Li  a  coDtinued  petitio 
primeipli  throughout. 
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not  to  extond  tta  distrtiBt  beyond  the  circle  of  hu* 
niao  pursuit**  and  the  prc^tcnsions  of  buiijaa  know- 
ledg^c.  A  follower  of  this  acliooi  may  be  aiBoug 
die  readiest  to  admit  the  eluims  of  a  suix?riii tending 
Intetligence  upoD  his  f^iiih  and  wdoration :  it  la 
only  to  the  wisdom  of  tbis  weak  >*'(?rld  that  he  rc- 
fiues,  or  Qt  least  delayt,  his  assent ;  —  it  is  only  in 
pMM9mg  through  the  shadow  of  eartb  that  his  niiiid 
imdergtH's  the  ochpse  of  seepticism.  No  follower 
of  Pyixho  baa  ever  spoken  more  strongly  agaiast 
the  dogmatists  ihmi.  St.  Paul  himself,  in  the  Firet 
Epistle  to  the  Corintliiaus  ;  and  there  are  passages 
ID  Ecclesiastes  and  other  parts  of  Scripture*  which 
justify  our  utioost  diffidt  iiee  in  all  that  human  reason 
originaites.  Even  the  Sceptics  of  antiquity  re- 
fraiiied  carefully  from  the  mysteries  of  theology, 
and,  in  entering  the  temples  of  religion,  laid  aside 
their  philosophy  at  the  porch.  Sextus  Emperieus 
thus  declares  the  acquiesce  nee  of  his  »ect  in  the 
general  h-clief  of  a  divine  and  fore-knowing  Power: 

^touf,  Kat  tFfio^ttf  Sifovs  Kot  icpovoftv  avrovi  <^aft*if.  ^ 
In  short,  it  appears  to  ine^  that  this  rational  and 
well  regulated  scepticism  is  the  only  danghtcr  of 
the  Schools  that  can  safely  he  selected  as  a  hand- 
maid for  Piety.  He  who  distrusts  the  light  of 
reason,  will  be  the  first  to  follow  a  more  luminous 
guide ;  and  if,,  with  an  ardent  love  for  truth,  be 
has  sought  her  in  vain  through  the  ways  of  this 
life,  he  will  byt  turn  with  the  more  hope  to  that 
better  worlds  where  all  is  simple^  Inie,  and  ever- 
lasting ;  for,  there  is  no  parallax  at  the  zenith ;  — 
it  is  only  near  our  trouhled  horizon  that  ohjects 
deceive  us  into  vague  and  erroneous  cakulations. 

I  Lfti  m.  cap.  t. 

'  "  The  parlkuUr  bulk,  Qumber,  fifuro^ABd  motion  of  the 
parti  of  fire  or  •na*r  tire  tpMj  in  them,  wht'iber  any  one  per- 
ctfite  ihpio  or  not,  auti  therefore  thpjr  mny  im  caUtnH  real  qim- 
tttlo«,  ticfftnie  t)iey  r^«1ly  exUt  In  thotc  bodlo*  ;  but  light, 
liiMit,  wbHen»*it  or  coldoe**,  ar«  no  more  rejUly  In  them  th«n 
•lcknM.»  or  paXa  !■  in  rouina.  Take  away  tbe  «<niuitlon  of 
%htftn  ;  Int  not  the  eye  ■««  light  or  rolourt,  nor  the  ttftn  hear 
•micdt ;  Irt  the  palate  not  tut^,  nor  tlm  noAe  imeU,  mud  all 
coluurK  tA>te«t  odourt,  and  «ounda,  ai  they  arv  >uch  particu- 
Jar  Idrat,  vankih  aodceaie."  —  Lockf^  book  11.  rhap.  1. 

BUhop  Berkeley.  It  U  well  known,  extendi^d  thli  «lortrlne 
rvun  lo  primary  qu&lltiftt  and  iu<ppi>»<>d  that  matter  ttjcif  tiot 
but  an  ideal  exislen^e>  Dut,  hoar  are  w<>  in  appij,  hit  theory  to 
lliat  fipriod  which  preceded  ibe  tormation  o^  man,  when  our 
tyilom  ori^niible  thtof*  wa«  produced,  and  the  ftun  thoiie.  and 
tha  walur*  do  wed,  without  any  lentient  being  tawUneit  them? 
The  iprctator.  whom  Whlfton  fUf^plle^,  will  tcareely  toke  the 
difllrulty  :  "  To  apeak  my  mind  freely,'*  layi  he,  "  I  bwlieire 
that  llie  Meuhu  wa»  there  actUiilly  present/*  —  See  WkiMton, 

*  Boetltu  employ!  thlsargovient  ofthe  Sceptktamonv  hit 
f  nA«ctlioDi  u|K}n  the  ttnptineAt  of  time.    *'  Qtild 
UTum  fetutum  morrt  Inter  ■*  atqne  Inttitota  dit-^ 
;,  ut^uodapiMl  alio*  Uude,  apud  allot  •iippDrlodlKniam 
Hur  ?  **  —  Lib.  IL  prfwi  f.  U any  omuaing  intlance*  of  dl- 
vvnilyt  In  the  taitea,  auuinen,  auad  miorali  of  dlibrcnt  natlomi. 


THE   SCEPTIC. 

A*  the  gay  tint,  that  decks  the  vernal  rcwe,* 
Not  in  the  flower,  hut  in  our  vision  glows ; 
As  the  ripe  flavour  of  Falernian  tidea 
Not  in  the  wine,  but  in  our  taste  resides ; 
So  when,  with  heartfelt  trihute,  we  declare 
That  Marco's  honest  and  that  Susan *s  fair, 
"Tis  in  our  minds,  and  nut  in  Susan's  ejea 
Or  Marco's  life^  the  worth  or  beauty  lies  : 
For  Bhe,  in  fial-no«'d  China,  would  appear 
Aa  plain  a  thing  as  Lady  Anne  is  here ; 
And  one  light  joke  at  rich  Lorelto's  dome 
Would  rank  good  Marco  w  itli  the  damu'd  at  Rome. 

There's  no  deformity  so  vile,  so  hose, 
That  'lis  not  somewhere  thought  a  ehanii,  a  grace  ; 
No  foal  reproach,  that  may  not  steal  a  biam 
From  other  sunSt  to  bleach  it  to  esiei  ra.  ^ 
Ask,  who  18  wise  ?^  you  U  fmd  the  sdf-sanie  man 
A  sage  in  France,  a  madman  in  Japan  ; 
And  here  some  head  beneath  a  mitre  swells, 
Which  there  had  tingled  to  a  cap  and  hells  : 
Nay,  there  may  yet  some  monstrous  region  he, 
Unknown  lo  Cook,  and  friim  Naf^filefm  free, 
Where  C — rtl— r — gh  would  for  a  patriot  pass, 
And  mouthing  M ve  scarce  he  deem'd  an  assl 

**  List  not  to  reason  (Epicurus  cries), 
"  Bui  trust  the  senses,  there  conviction  Hies  :"^-^ 
Alas  I  <A**^  judge  not  by  a  purer  light. 
Nor  keep  their  fountains  more  imttng'dand  bright: 


may  be  Toiind  tbroujchnvit  the  wnrki  of  that  atnutlnf  ScefttJe, 
Le  l^uthe  le  Vayer —  See  hli  UpuKule  Sropllque,  hU  Trea- 
life  "  U*'  la  S^H^^e  Sceptique/'  and.  atKaro  all,  thote  Dlalca^e*, 
not  lo  be  found  lo  hii  workt,  which  he  puhlljhed  under  the 
nam.*!  of  Moratlui  T libera.— The  chief  objection  to  theM 
wrttluK*  *'<^  L*  Vayer  (and  it  ii  a  blemiih  which  may  ha 
felt  alia  tn  the  Eiprit  dca  Lniit),  ti  the  ■u«plciout  ol>* 
ftcurlty  of  the  murce*  from  whence  he  frequently  draw*  kilf 
lni<tane<>»t  and  the  indiscriminate  u.»c  made  hy  him  of  the 
lowest  populacfi  of  the  lihrary,  —  thft>«e  l|'lnf  traTellert  and 
wonder-monger t,  of  whom  ShaHeibury,  In  hia  Adtrke  to  azt 
Author,  romplaint,  as  having  tended  in  hi»  own  time  lo  the 
difTniiaiun  of  a  rery  ihalkiw  and  vfclmi*  lort  of  ace|Hieiini«  — 
Vni.  i.  p.  aai.  The  PyrrhoniKm  of  I^e  Vayer,  however,  U 
of  the  moit  (unocent  and  playful  kind;  and  V'lllemandy,  th« 
aulhur  of  Sceptlcltmoi  Debetfatui,  exempt i  btin  ipedallr  lo 
the  declaration  of  war  which  he  denonneet  agaiiut  tb*  oUkar 
armed  oeutralA  of  the  tecU  In  eonildeiatlon  of  Ibe  oitbodox 
iimki  within  which  lie  ennllnea  hii  incredulity. 

*'  Thia  waa  the  creed  alto  of  thoM"  modem  Eplcitrcaoa,  wlioni 
Nlmm  dt  l*Eoeloi  eollwttd  around  her  in  the  Rob  dw  Taur- 
ndtoi,  snd  wham  olt^^et  teetni  to  have  twvn  to  decry  tbfl 
facutty  of  fflaaoo,  as  tnuUnff  only  U*  embarraat  mir  vholeMMOt 
use  of  pl«aiiir«a,  wlUMMCt  enabllnir  ui.  In  any  degree,  to  a«oM 
their  abuse,  llidtine  daa  Houll£re».  ibe  fair  pupil  of  Dee 
Damtttix  In  Ibe  aiti  of  poetry  «nd  fall  antry,  liai  {levot«^d  moit 
of  her  vertet  to  tlili  Isudiitde  porpoie,  and  !•  oven  inch  a  dc 
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\  than,  chat  the  Russian  swain 
WM  m\^  ibr  tnyuQH>ilf  «bik  he  sips  cbampogDe  ; 
And  health  so  roles  them,  that  a  fever's  heat 
WnQld  make  eren  Sh — r— d— n  think  water  sweeL 

Jdit  wm  the  mind  the  erring  tense  i  belierea, 
The  erring  mind,  in  tiLrn,  the  sensv  deceives ; 
And  cold  disgnit  can  find  but  wrinkles  there. 
Where  piicaioD  funcles  ill  that's  smooth  and  fair. 
P  •  •  •  •,  who  sees,  upon  his  pillow  laid, 
A  tace  for  which  ten  thousand  pounds  were  paid. 
Dm  tclU  how  qiuck  before  ft  jury  flies 
TIk  spell  that  mock*d  the  warm  seducer*s  eyes* 

Self  la  the  medium  through  which  Judgment's 
ray 
Can  seldom  pass  withont  being  ttirn'd  nstrav. 
The  smith  of  Ephesus  «  thought  Diun's  shrine. 
By  which  his  craft  most  throve,  the  most  divine; 
And  ev'n  the  true  faith  seems  not  half  so  true. 
When  link'd  with  one  good  living  as  with  ttpo. 
Had  W — Ic^t  first  been  pensioned  bj  the  throne. 
Rings  would  have  suffer'd  by  his  praise  alone; 
And  P — ^ine  perhaps,  for  something  snug  per  ann,, 
Had  laughU  Like  W— ll-^ley,  atall  Rights  of  Maj]. 

Bat  *tJM  not  only  indtridnal  minds, — • 
Whole  nations,  too,  the  same  delusion  blinds. 
Thus  Enghind,  hot  from  r>enm ark's  smoking  meads, 
Tnrna  op  her  eyes  at  Gallia's  guilty  deeds; 


n»  that,  la  OQ<r  or  lier  pattomlt.  the  con. 
3  on  the  want  of  |L     SL  Errt^mont  ftpeaJui 
^dMSOlljoct:  — 

'  Vn  nCtanfe  ln€*rt*lii  dViprit  ♦'(  ile  mntlfre 
Kous  CkU  vlTTe  avec  trop  du  trop  [icu  tie  lurotj^re. 

Kaiur*,  jErl4iTe-noa«  il  Ia  clartf  det  a«ig««, 
Ou  iiotitsljalM#>u  ieni  dm  iimplet  «iifni:^ux," 
BUj  be  tliii*  puraphrufcd  :  — 
Had  nun  hvcii  made,  at  nature't  birth, 
Of  on  I J  fljunc  or  only  eArth^ 
HjuI  he  been  fonn'tj  a  i^erfrtt  wltols 

Of  purcljr  iAMt  or  grosilj  thij. 
Then  •ente  would  ne'er  bav«  clouiliriJ.  $€m[, 

SJor  •oul  reJtnln'U  the  temc'a  bl)*** 
Ob  h«pp7,  bad  hi*  Itght  been  ttrong. 

Or  had  be  nerer  ihar'd  a  }igbl. 
Which  sUIno  enough  tu  thow  he'i  wronf. 
But  mtt  enough  to  load  him  rli^hL 
K  omonB  the  frugnienls  of  Petrcmliiii.^  those  Tprie»  be^ 
••  FaUunt  not  orttll,"  Ac*    The  tno»t  tcfptiral  of  the 
poeti  was  Eiirlpldet;  md  It  would,  1  ttiiak,  luiEile 
Ik*  whote  uboot  of  P/rrho  to  produce  a  doubt  more  ii^tlintf 
llMnttaerollottlng:  — 

Tit  I'  0tit»  u  lift  T#v^  immkntm  ^muft 
T*  'nr  it  :^yfrmn*  irri* 
S«e  I^aert,  to  Pyrrh. 
Soerace*  lud  Plato  were  the  grand  •ourei'i  of  aneletit  ieep- 
Arcordlng  to  Clci^ro  (de  Orator,  Uh.  Iti),  they  lup- 
itreesQai  wlih  tht  doctrior*  of  the  Middle  Acudemj; 
and  bow  doftclf  thiue  re«eniblcd  the  tenett  of  the  Dceptlei, 


Tbui,  self-pleaj*d  stilly  the  same  diflbonouriog  chain 
She  byadB  in  Ireland,  ihe  would  break  in  Spain; 
While  prai**d  at  distance,  bat  at  home  forbid, 
Rebels  in  Cork  are  patriots  at  Madrid. 

If  Grotitis  be  thy  guide,  shut,  shut  the  book* — 
In  force  done  for  Laws  of  Nations  look. 
Let  sbipless  Danes  and  whining  yankees  dwell 
On  nuval  rights,  with  Orotlos  and  Vattel, 
While  C — bb — t*s  pirate  code  alone  appears 
Sound  moral  sense  to  lilngtand  and  Algiers. 

Woe  to  the  Sceptic,  in  these  party  days. 
Who  wafU  to  neither  shrine  his  puffs  of  praise! 
For  him  no  pension  poura  its  annual  fruits, 
No  fertile  sinecure  spontaneous  shoots; 
Not  At*  the  meed  that  crown*d  Don  H — kh — m's 

rhyme, 
Nor  sees  he  c?'er,  in  dreams  of  future  time. 
Those  shadowy  forms  of  sleek  reversions  rise. 
So  dear  to  Scotchmen's  second -sigh  ted  eyea. 
Yet  who,  that  looks  to  History *s  damning  leaf. 
Where  Whig  and  Tory,  thief  oppos'd  to  thief. 
On  either  side  in  lofly  shame  are  seen,' 
While  Freedom's  form  hangs  crucified  between  — 
W^ho,  B — rd — tt,  who  s»ich  rival  rogues  can  see. 
But  flies  from  iMtth  to  Honesty  and  thee? 

Tf,  weary  of  the  world's  bewild'ring  maxe/ 
Hopeless  of  finding,  through  its  weedy  ways, 


ttiMf  be  fppn  <»¥Pn  In  vSrxtui  Empl? leo»  (lib,  i  r-ip,  33.),  who^ 
with  all  hit  diitjui'tiottf,  rjui  irarcrly  pr<rve  any  AiBi''Ptnc^, 
Tt  Appears  itr^nite  tlmt  Epkurua  ibould  haire  hrr-n  a  dogmd* 
iJitt ;  and  hit  mutural  temp*r  would  mokt  probablj'  have  Ird 
him  to  the  repose  of  Keptklim,  b^ul  not  the  Jttolei,  bjr  ibeJr 
violent  i3ppo»it1[on  to  hli  dcH'trlncf,  {romfR'Hed  him  to  t>»  tu 
dbttlnat^*  ai  thomsclvet,  Plutjirch,  Indeed,  in  reporting  aoidq 
of  hii  opintooi>r«pre»crkt»  him  a*  havinjt  ileiivcTed  them  with 
considerable  heiltalloti.  —  Ewhc*v(h  tvitr  Kimynatrxti  rturt/v^ 
Mx*t^fH  T<woili%«^»»  —  Dfi*/tffi/.  PhiiontpA.  lib.  li.  cap.  1.1. 
lAtm  alio  the  21  ic  and  22d  chnpten.  But  thai  ihe  leading 
chararterlAtln  of  the  lect  were  feir-auSiricncj  and  dngtiia* 
tltto,  appeari  from  what  Cicern  tayt  of  VpHeliu.  De  Nutur. 
Hear.  —  '*  Turn  Velleltu,  ifldenter  Linli,  ut  mlent  kti,  of  bit 
taio  irerpna  qiuun  ne  dulittare  aliqui  de  n-  ifhlppctiir/* 

<  At'li,  chap.  xix.  "  For  a.  cfirtAln  mnnnampd  Demetr|u«, 
n  iJIrerimith,  which  mado  tilver  Bbrtoet  for  Diana,  brought 
no  im.-il)  gain  unto  thp  crHitimeii." 

*  *'  Thoi«  two  thlcvrt/'  tAyi  Ralph,  "  toetween  whom  the 
nation  1«  crncirted/'  —  I'tr  and  Abute  qf  Parliammtt, 

^  The  agluiinn  of  the  ihi[i  it  one  of  the  chief  difflruklet 
which  impede  liie  Alu-avrry  of  the  longitude  at  awi;  and 
Ihe  tiioiult  »nd  hurrjr  of  Ufe  are  eqiudly  nnfavrwrabte  to  that 
c«3Tn  level  of  mind  which  ii  necetiiiirj  to  an  Inquirer  afier 
truth. 

To  the  mean  dine,  our  mrnlcit  Sceptic,  In  the  ah«ence  of 
tTiith,  ronlfnli  himielf  with  probabfMLlc^»,  Te»enib1iog  In  thl» 
mpect  thoie  «ullori  or  Penc1o|;»e,  who,  on  flndlriif  that  thef 
eouki  not  pollen  the  nilflrcM  hcr*p1f,  »rry  wltcly  rcfolfcd 
to  put  lip  with  her  maidi ;  rn  IIifHA»Ti»  vXvtfmZii*  **n  iv*m-- 
Ui>t4.   rant   T«vr^  i/uf\utr*    ^ *^m.ttmi*mtt ,  —  riutarcki,   tlf|i 
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Ooe  flower  of  truth,  the  hiusy  crowd  we  shun, 
And  to  tbe  sliade^  of  tranquil  learuing  run^ 
How  many  a  doubt  pursues  1 '  huw  oft  we  sigh, 
Wheu  hi&toTies  clmriu,  to  think  that  histories  liet 
That  all  are  grave  roraanceB,  at  the  best. 
And  M— «gr — ve's^  but  more  clumsy  thao  the  rest 
By  Tory  Hume's  seductiTt*  page  heguil'd, 
"We  fiiucy  Charles  was  just  and  StridFord  mildr 
And  Fox  hioisclf,  with  party  pencil,  drawa 
MoDmouth  a  hero,  "  for  tbe  good  ohl  cause!  "^ 
Then,  rights  are  wrongs,  and  victories  are  defeats, 
A&  French  or  Engbsh  pride  the  tale  repeats ; 
And,  when  they  tell  Corunna's  story  o*er. 
They'll  disagree  iu  all,  hot  honoiiritig  Moore: 
Nay,  future  pens,  to  Hatter  future  courts, 
May  cite  perhaps  the  Park -guns*  gay  reportt^ 
To  prove  that  England  triumph 'd  on  the  mora 
Which  found  her  Junot's  je*t  and  Europe's  scorti. 

In  Science,  too  —  how  many  a  system,  rais'd 
Like  Neva's  icy  domes,  awhile  hath  blazed 
With  lights  of  fancy  and  with  forms  of  pride. 
Then,  melting,  minified  with  the  oblivious  tide! 
Now  Earth  usur^js  the  centre  of  the  sky, 
Nom  Newtoo  puts  tbe  paltry  planet  by; 
Niow  whims  revive  beneath  Oescartes'si  pen^ 
Which  noUTt  asiaird  by  l«ocke*t,  expire  agnin. 


(  S«tt  a  curt'ctu  work,  entltltd  '^'  ncflcctioni  upcm  LiNim- 
lof."  written  on  the  pl»n  of  Agrrl^iji***  "  I>e  V^tiktAtc  Sclon- 
iXHrum,"  biit  much  more  honrttly  Atiit  »iiUfullj  fxccuUrd. 

*  ThI*  hlitorLin  of  the  triiti  rtbelUoiu  baj  outrun  even  hit 
prrdeccMor  lu  iho  *vne  toih.  Sir  John  Ti-mpli*^  for  wlio^e 
chftTiiCter  witli  retpect  to  Tfracit;  Ihp  reader  maj  consult 
Gurt«'ft  "  CollcciliMi  ot  OrinoDd'*  OrigUi&l  Ptpcrt.'*  p.  207, 
8««  itm  Dr.  Halion^i  a^«^aunt  or  lifii>>  iti  ih»  iutroditctioD  to 
tlMS  iviMMid  t«iluak«  of  hit  '*  llistorlc.  CoUt^ct." 

3  1I«  defend*  Straflbrd'i  randuct  u  "  Innocent  and  «ren 

F  tsudjihlo."     In  thft  tame  tplnt,  ipeaUiif  o(  the  arbUrary  usn- 

tMiCft  of  the  Stajr  Chainber,  he  »a|r».  — "  The  tcvorUy  of  the 

Star  Chamber,  twhich  wti  geniirally  ucrlbed  to  l<jiud'»paMiuci< 

•!«  (ilipo«Ltion.  «ju  ppr];ijip«.  In  Itself,  *ofi>uwli4t  h1am«j|ble/' 

*  That  fltfiLlbiUty  of  temper  and  opinion,  whkh  the  haUitt 
of  icvpt^ci*m  ar«  $a  cakulated  to  produce,  are  thui  ptri^icd 
for  by  Mr.  Fov,  la  the  v«ry  «ketcti  of  Moniumith  t&  whidb  I 
Kituda ;  and  thi*  part  of  the  picture  ttm  hLciurlan  may  be 
thtfUfht  to  have  drawn  from  liim*el/.  "  One  of  iha  moit 
lotikpkuoui  fedturei  In  hU  character  lecm*  to  hava  b«eKi  a 
remarkable,  and,  lu  luino  think,  a  culpabta  d«fr««  of  lle«- 
IMIity.  That  tueh  a  dl«|ti4lt1on  li  predirablo  |o  lu  oppoaite 
extreme  will  be  adaillt«d  by  all,  who  think  that  tnodMty, 
urea  (n  e*cc*i,  t»  mot*  nearly  allied  to  wlwlom  than  ctMKvIt 
and  •eir'auOlcicticy.  He  who  bai  ■tlenlltrcty  cuniUlervd  tins 
Jiolitlcat.  or  tniiecd  the  general  coocerrtt  of  life,  may  p<jailbly 
go  fttin  Turihi-r,  fti^t  may  rank  a  whUngne**  to  be  convinced, 
•r,  let  »omf«  catn,  m%tm  without  conTktfoa,  U>  eonoede  <nir 

\  0WQ  opjTik»t»  to  ttMt  of  oDiar  ni«n.  among  Um  prtadipal  IngriT'^ 
At*  In  tho  eotapoaltkm  of  praetkal  wlMkita.'*^  It  fa  rlffht 
|)0  ohtoTVf,  hfiwever^  that  the  ScqHk'i  readinew  ort^oreutau 
■r)ae«  rather  frrtm  iiiu^ei-talnty  tlian  convictloa.  more  from  a 
mtpjiii  i   ''    T  '  '  '  tlifo  ntAy  bv  «rron^«  than  from  .tny 

poniLQi  <(  hli  ardteriari^  u  rl^ht    "  It  may 

b«»u,'  uid  tci-iHlcaJ  fortniila,  with  whUh 


And  when,  perhaps,  in  pride  ofclieiiJiic  powers. 
We  think  the  keys  of  Nature's  kingdom  ours, 
Soniv  Duvy'fi  mugic  touch  the  dream  unsettles, 
And  turns  at  ouce  our  alkalis  to  mctaJs. 
Or,  should  we  roam,  in  melaphytiic  maze, 
Through  fair^^huilt  thtories  of  former  days^ 
Some  Dr^mm— nd  ^  fh>m  the   north*  more  ahly 

skiird. 
Like  other  Goths,  to  ruin  than  to  huild. 
Tramples  triumphant  through  oiir  fnnes  o'erthmwn, 
Nor  leaves  one  grace,  one  glory  of  his  own. 

Oh  I^earoing,  whatsoe'er  thy  pomp  and  boost, 
£/«letter"d  minds  have  taught  and  charm'd  men 

most 
The  rude»  unread  Columbus  was  our  gtiide 
To  worlds,  whicla  learn'^d  Lactantius  hatl  denied; 
And  one  wild  Shakspeare,  following  Nature"*  lights. 
Is  worth  whole  planeti^  filFd  with  Siagyritea. 

See  grave  Theology,  when  once  she  strays 
From  Revehilion's  path,  what  irieks  she  plays; 
What  Yarinus  heav'iis, —  all  fit  for  burds  to  sing,— 
Ilave  churehrnen  dream'd,  from  Papias"  down  lo 

King!* 
While  hell  itself,  in  India  nought  but  smoke, ^ 
In  Spain^s  a  fnrnace,  and  in  Fraoee — a  joke. 


the  Dutch  were  accufltonted  t»  reply  to  Ute  statcmivnt*  of 
ambaiuulon.  See  Llo^d't  Siaie  WortJkKM,  art.  Sir  Tbotnat 
Wyat. 

^  Daaeartet,  who  l»  conitdered  ai  the  par^^nt  of  modem 
■ceptldim^  cayi,  that  thpre  u  nothiof  In  tho  whole  range  of 
phlloiophy  whkrh  doeg  not  admit  of  two  oppuvkr  oploNm*, 
mtd  whlirh  i*  imt  InrtiUcd  In  duubt  and  umerulnty.  *'  In 
PhlloAophla  rtihJl  adhur  reperirl,  4e  qua  oon  hi  utraTiM|ue 
partem  diiputatur.  hoc  e^t.  qiiodiMsm  nit  Inrertum  etdubium/' 
GaiAetidi  i<  likettiu^  to  bo  added  ta  the  litt  of  modem  Sr#^p. 
tici,  ai:4  Wedderkopff,  In  hJ»  DlMcrtatlofi  **  De  Jiceptklimo 
profano  el  aacro  "  ( Argentoral.  iGGH).  ba*  dctaounced  Eraimtu 
alto  at  a  fttHilower  of  ^rrho,  for  hit  opinion*  upon  the  I'rinity, 
and  lome  other  ■nt4«cti.  To  ttiete  If  we  add.  the  naturpa  of 
Bayle,  Mallehranche,  Drjden,  Locke,  Ac.  Ac,  I  tblnk  there 
It  no  iMie  who  oeod  be  aahamed  of  doubting  In  such  com- 
pany. 

*  See  thli  gentleman'!  AtAdemic  Qiieellonf^ 

7  Paplai  llred  about  the  tkmi^  of  the  apottki,  and  It  tttp^ 
poted  l(»  have  given  birth  tu  tho  hereby  of  the  CThllli«ji(», 
whnie  heaven  wju  by  na  mt^nm  of  a  4 ^d ritual  nature,,  but 
rather  an  anticipation  of  the  Prophet  of  Hera'f  rljalum.  See 
Eutebliut^  lUtL  E^cctetlAftt.lih.iii  cap.  33.,  and  Dieroaym.  tie 
Scrlplor  Kccletlakr  —  Krum  all  I  ran  Hind  In  three  aulhori 
coocenilng  Papttii,  It  iceroi  hardly  fair  Co  Impute  to  him 
thote  grow  ImagiiMttocu  Id  which  tha  hetieirertor  the  ieEi»ual 
mlllenntum  I  dulged. 

"  King,  In  hit  MarteU  of  Crltkiim,  toL  1..  tuppoiM  tlit  fun 
to  he  the  recepta*  le  of  bicfttrd  tplrtt*. 

■  The  IndUnt  rail  holl  "  iJiv  tlouw  of  Smok«/*  See  PIcart 
upon  the  Kellgkra  of  the  Banlant.  The  rvwder  who  It  eurlMM 
ahout  Infernal  oiauert.  may  bo  cdliled  by  con4iiUli<g  Ku>ca  de 
Infertio,  portJctilarly  Hb«  \l  cap.  7,  8.,  where  he  will  find  tha 
precl«e  tort  of  ire  aieertatnod  In  waich  wkked  ipirlu  are  to 
be  tMirtit^  bereafter. 
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HaO,  modest  Igiumnce,  thou  goal  and  prize, 
Thoa  last,  best  knoirledge  of  the  simply  wise  I 
Hail,  hmnbie  Doabt,  when  eiror's  waves  are  past. 
How  sweet  to  reach  thy  shelter'd  port  >  at  last. 
And,   there,  by  changing  skies    nor    lur'd  nor 

awed, 
&nile  at  the  battling  winds  that  roar  abroad. 
There  gentle  Charity,  who  knows  how  frail 
The  bark  of  Vutoe,  eren  in  sommer's  gale. 
Sits  by  the  nightly  fire,  whose  beacon  glows 
For  all  who  wander,  whether  friends  or  foes. 


There  Faith   retires,  and  keeps  her  white  sail 

furl'd. 
Till  call'd  to  spread  it  for  a  better  world  ; 
While  Patience,  watching  on  the  weedy  shore, 
And  mutely  waiting  till  the  storm  be  o'er. 
Oft  turns  to  Hope,  who  still  directs  her  eye 
To  some  blue  spot,  just  breaking  in  the  sky  I 

Such  are  the  mild,  the  blest  associates  given 
To  him  who  doubts, — and  trusts  in  nought  but 
Heaven  I 


TWOPENNY  POST-BAG. 

BY  THOMAS  BROWN,  THE  YOUNGER. 


EUpMB  manibiM  cecid6re  tabcllff.        Ovid. 


STEPHEN  WOOLRICHE,  ESQ. 

Mr  DEAR   WOOLRICHE, 

It  is  now  abont  seven  years  since  I  promised  (and 
I  griere  to  think  it  is  almost  as  long  since  we  met) 
to  dedicate  to  you  the  very  first  Book,  of  whatever 
sixe  or  kind,  I  should  publish.  Who  could  have 
thought  that  so  many  years  would  elapse,  without 
my  giving  the  least  signs  of  life  upon  the  subject 
of  this  important  promise?  Who  could  have  im- 
agined that  a  volume  of  doggerel,  after  all,  would 
be  the  first  ofiering  that  Gratitude  would  lay 
vpon  the  shrine  of  Friendship? 

If  you  continue,  however,  to  be  as  much  in- 
terested about  me  and  my  pursuits  as  formerly, 
yon  will  be  happy  to  hear  that  doggerel  is  not  my 
tmhf  occupation ;  but  that  I  am  preparing  to  throw 
my  name  to  the  Swans  of  the  Temple  of  Immor- 
tality S  leaving  it,  of  course,  to  the  said  Swans  to 
determine,  whether  they  ever  will  take  the  trouble 
of  picking  it  from  the  stream. 

In  the  mean  time,  my  dear  Woolriche,  like  an 
orthodox  Lutheran,  you  must  judge  of  me  rather 
by  mj  faith  than  my  works;  and  however  trifling 


1  **  Cb^re  Sceptique,  douce  pAture  de  mon  ame,  et  riinlque 
port  de  Mlut  k  uDe  esprit  qui  aime  le  repos  I  "  —  La  Molhe  le 
Vajftr. 


the  tribute  which  I  here  offer,  never  doubt  the  fi- 
delity with  which  I  am,  and  always  shall  be. 

Your  sincere  and 

attached  Friend, 

THE  AUTHOR. 

March  4.  1813 


PREFACE. 

The  Bag,  from  which  the  following  Letters  are 
selected,  was  dropped  by  a  Twopenny  Postman 
about  two  months  since,  and  picked  up  by  an 
emissary  of  the  Society  for  the  Suppression  of  Vice, 
who,  supposing  it  might  materially  assist  the  pri- 
vate researches  of  that  Institution,  immediately 
took  it  to  his  employers,  and  was  rewarded  hand- 
somely for  his  trouble.  Such  a  treasury  of  secrets 
was  worth  a  whole  host  of  informers;  and  ac- 
cordingly, like  the  Cupids  of  the  poet  (if  I  may 
use  so  profane  a  simile)  who  "  fell  at  odds  about 
the  sweet-bag  of  a  bee  3,'*  those  venerable  Sup- 
pressors almost  fought  with  each  other  for  the 
honour  and  delight  of  first  ransacking  the  Post- 


s  Ariotto,  canto  85. 
s  Herrick. 
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llag.  Unluckily,  liowcTer^  it  turned  out.  upon 
^XAtnmation,  thflt  tbe  discoverius  of  profligacy 
which  it  enabled  them  to  make,  lay  chiefly  in  tha6«!> 
upficr  regions  of  society,  which  Iheir  well-bred 
rcguhitions  forbid  them  to  molest  or  meddle  with* 
—  In  consequence,  they  gained  but  very  tVw 
victims  by  their  pnre,  ftnd,  after  lying  for  a  week 
or  two  under  Mv.  Hiitchard's  counter,  the  Bag, 
with  it«  violated  coutentK,  wiu  sold  for  a  IrtQe  to  a 
frieiid  of  mine. 

It  happened  that  I  hud  been  just  ihea  seized 
with  an  ambition  (having  never  tried  the  strength 
of  my  wing  but  in  a  Newspaper)  to  publish  some- 
thing or  other  in  the  shape  of  a  Hook ;  and  it 
occurred  to  me  that,  the  present  being  such  a 
letter- writing  era,  a  few  of  these  Twopenny- Post 
Epistles,  turned  into  easy  verse,  would  be  an  liglit 
and  popular  a  to&k  as  I  could  possibly  select  far  a 
eommeucement.  1  did  not,  however,  think  it  pru- 
dent to  give  too  many  Letters  at  first,  and,  ac- 
cordingly have  been  obliged  (in  order  to  eke  out 
a  suMeicnt  Dumber  of  pages)  to  reprint  some  of 
those  triHeSj  which  hod  already  appeared  in  the 
public  jaumals.  Aa  in  the  battles  of  ancient  times, 
the  shades  of  tbe  departed  were  sometimes  seen 
among  the  combatants,  so  I  thought  I  might  manage 
to  remedy  t  he  tbinnessof  my  ran  kg  by  couj  uring  up  a 
few  dead  and  forgotten  epbemerons  to  fill  tliem. 

Such  are  the  motives  and  accidents  that  led  to 
the  present  publication ;  and  as  this  is  the  first 
time  mj  Muse  has  ever  ventured!  out  of  the  go-cart 
of  a  Newspaper,  though  f  feel  all  a  pa.reQt*6  deligbf 
at  seeing  little  Miss  go  alone,  I  am  also  not  without 
a  parent's  anxiety,  lest  an  nnlucky  fkll  should  Ik* 
the  consequence  of  the  experiment;  and  I  need 
not  point  otit  how  many  living  instances  might  be 
found,  of  Muses  that  have  suffered  very  severely 
in  their  heads,  from  taking  rather  too  early  and 
rashly  to  their  feet.  Ik'siiles,  a  IkKtk  is  so  very 
different  a  thing  from  u  Newspaper  I  —  in  the 
former,  your  doggerel,  without  either  company  or 
shelter,  must  stand  shivering  in  the  middle  of  a 
bleak  page  by  itaetf;  whereat,  in  the  latter,  it  la 
comfortably  l»cked  by  advertisement]^,  and  baa 
•Ofnetimea  even  a  Speech  of  Mr.  ^t — pb^— n's,  or 
MMHetlling  equally  warm,  for  a  ctm^Jft-pt^^so 
that,  in  general,  the  very  reverse  of  "  Uiud&tur  et 
alget  '*  is  its  destiny. 

Ambition,  howerer,  must  run  some  risks,  and  I 
shall  be  very  well  satisfied  if  the  reception  of  these 
few  Letters  should  have  tbe  effect  of  sending  me 
to  Ihe  Post- Bag  for  more. 


Pfth,  1 » If y  ftl«oi  Mftalnlf  esnaat  odd  . 


PREFACE 

TO  TllK  rolRTEKNTIl  EDITIOSJ. 
BY  A.  FRIEKD  OF  TBE  AirTDOIL 

In  the  absence  of  Mr.  Brown,  who  is  at  present 

on  a  tour  through *  I  feel  myself  called 

upon,  as  his  frieud,  to  notice  certain  mij$conceplions 
and  mEsrepresentations,  to  which  this  little  volume 
of  Trifles  has  given  rise. 

In  tlie  first  place,  it  is  not  true  that  Jlr.  Brown 
has  had  any  accomplices  in  the  work.  A  imte, 
iudeed,  which  bos  hitherto  accompanied  his  Pre- 
face, may  very  naturally  have  bt^en  the  origin  of 
such  a  STippo&itioQ ;  but  that  note,  whieb  was 
merely  tlie  co*iuetr)'  of  an  author,  I  have,  in  the 
present  edition,  taken  upon  myself  to  remove,  and 
Mr-  Brown  must  therefore  be  considered  (like  tbe 
mother  of  that  unique  production,  tlie  Centaur, 
fiova  HOI  fiovoM  ')  as  alone  resp^iUAible  for  the  whole 
contents  of  the  volume. 

In  the  next  place  it  has  been  said,  that  in 
consequence  of  this  grmceleas  little  book,  a  certain 
distinguished  Personage  prevailed  upon  another 
distinguished  Personage  to  withdraw  from  the 
author  that  notice  and  kindness  with  'Mhieh  he 
had  so  long  and  so  liberally  honoured  liim.  In 
this  story  there  is  not  one  syllable  of  Injlb.  For 
the  magnanimity  of  the  former  of  these  persons  1 
would,  indeed,  in  no  case  answer  t*K)  rashly ;  but 
of  the  conduct  of  the  latter  towards  my  friend,  I 
have  a  proud  gratification  in  decbiriDg,  that  it  has 
never  ceased  to  be  such  as  he  must  remember  with 
indelible  gratitude;  — a  gratitude  the  more  cheer- 
fully and  warmly  paid,  from  its  not  being  a  debt 
incurred  solely  on  his  own  account,  but  for  kind- 
ness shared  with  those  nearest  and  dearest  to  bim. 

To  the  charge  of  being  an  Irishman,  poor 
Mr.  Brown  pleads  guilty;  and  I  believe  it  most 
also  he  acknowledged  that  he  comes  of  a  Roman 
Catholic  family:  an  avowal  which  I  am  aware  li 
decisive  of  his  utter  reprobation,  in  the  ey^a  of 
those  exclusive  patentees  of  Christianity,  so  worthy 
to  have  been  tlie  followers  of  a  certain  enlightened 
Bishop,  Ikmatns^  who  held  '*  that  God  is  in  Africa 
and  not  tiaewhere,'*  But  from  all  this  it  does  not 
necessarily  follow  that  Mr.  Brown  is  a  Papist  y  and, 
indeed,  1  have  the  strongest  reaaons  for  suspecting 
that  they,  who  say  so,  are  somewhat  mistaken. 
Not  that  I  presume  to  have  ascertained  his  opinions 
upon  sucli  subjects*  AH  I  profess  to  know  of  his 
orthodoxy  is.  that  be  has  a  Protestant  wife  and 


*  Blthep  or  Cu*  KlfTS,  is  the  Iburth  cretmy. 
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two  «rr  tliree  Utile  Protestant  chiidren»  and  thAt  be 
Ins  beea  mco  at  churcb  ever;  Sandfly,  for  a  whole 
ytMT  together,  liatenlxig  to  the  sermons  of  his  truly 

rrrerend  wad  uniable  friend.  Dr. ,  and 

behaving  there  m  well  and  as  orderly  aa  moat 
pMfile. 

Thrtsre  are  yet  a  few  other  mistakes  and  false- 
hoods aboat  Mr  Brown,  to  which  I  had  intended^ 
with  all  becoming  graTity,  to  advert;  but  I  b^gia 
to  tJuitk  the  task  ia  qmte  aa  useleas  as  it  is  tiresome. 
lfjn«]ncseiitadoiia  and  caiumnies  of  this  sort  are, 
lOw  tiie  argmneots  and  stalements  of  Dr.  Dntgenxm, 
— not  at  all  the  lew  Tiracions  or  leas  serriceable 
to  their  fiibricatora,  for  having  been  refuted  and 
dllcprored  a  thousand  times  over.  They  are 
broogbt  forward  again,  as  good  as  new,  whenerer 
nuilSee  or  sinpi^ty  may  be  in  want  of  lb  cm;  and 
are  quite  aa  nsefbl  as  the  old  broki^n  lantera,  in 
Ftelding'a  Amelia,  which  the  watchman  always 
keepa  rendj  by  htm,  to  produce,  in  proof  of  riotous 
ftjodnci,  igunst  his  victims.  I  «hall  t  h^^  re  fore  gi  ve 
Vp  the  Ihdtlesa  toil  of  vindication,  and  would  even 
draw  my  pen  over  what  I  have  ukeadj  written, 
had  t  ooi  promised  to  ftimisb  my  publisher  with 
a  Prdace*  and  know  not  how  else  1  could  contrive 
to  eke  it  ouL 

I  have  added  two  or  three  more  trifles  to  this 
edition,  which  I  found  in  the  Morning  Chronicle, 
and  knew  to  be  from  the  pen  of  my  friend.  Th*> 
rest  of  the  volume  remains  ■  in  its  ohgina]  state. 

.  ItH. 
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LETTER  I. 


ntoM  TUB  PR— nc — 

TO   TRE   LADY 


CH— RL— E    OF    W^L— a 
—  RH — 'A    ABHL^V,* 


Mr  dear  l^adj  Bab,  you'll  be  shoek'd,  I'm  afmid^ 
When  you  hear  the  sad  rumpus  your  Ponies  have 
made; 

'  A  MW  nudlng  hai  bora  lugeejled  In  the  orEglcal  of  the 
Od#  of  Horace,  ff«ljr  trsnsUtM  by  I^md  Eld— «i,  pAg«  \m. 
tn  thf  Uo*  "  Stve  per  Sfrtcli  iter  a^tluoiat,"  It  h  pro|KH#<l. 
by  a  very  trlflini^  altenMinn,  to  read  "Sutltet,"  in»t*vi  *'  ajnr- 
Isla,*'  whkh  brtnR^  the  Ode,  it  It  ^d.  inore  hnme  to  the  noble 
or,  ftiid  gWca  «  peculUr  force  Ami  Aplnett  to  lh«  cpU 


Since  the  time  of  hone-consula  (now  long  oot  r^ 

date). 
No  nags  ever  made  such  a  stir  in  the  state. 
Lord  £ld^ — n  first  heard — and  as  instantly  pray*d  be 
To  **God  and  his  King" — that  a  Popish  young  I^dy 
(For  though  you've  bright  eyes  and  twelve  thousand 

a  yew. 
It  is  still  but  too  tme  yoo*re  a  Papist,  my  dear,) 
Ilad  insidiously  sent,  by  a  tall  Irish  groom. 
Two  priest- ridden  Ponies,  jnst  landed  from  Rome, 
And  so  full,  little  rogues,  of  pontifical  tricka, 
That  the  dome  of  St  Paul's  was  scarce  aalie  from 

their  kicks. 

Off  at  once  to  Papa,  in  a  flurry  he  flies ^ — 
For  Papa  always  does  what  these  statesmen  advise. 
On  condition  that  they ^11  he^  in  tum^  so  polite 
As  in  DO  case  whate'er  to  advise  him  too  riyht  — 
•'  Pnlly  doings  ar^  here.  Sir,  (he  angrily  cries, 
While  by  dint  of  dark  eyebrows  he  Btrives  to  look 

wise)— 
**  *Tis  a  scheme  of  the  Romanists,  so  help  me  Godt 
**  To  ride  over  your  moat  Royal  Highness  roughs 

shod  — 
"Excuse,  Sir,  my  tears — they're  from  loyalty's 

source — 
"  Bad  enough  'twas  for  Troy  to  be  sack'd  by  ft 

■*  But  for  US  to  be  ruin*d  by  Ponies  still  worse T 
Quick  a  Council  is  called  —  the  w  hole  Cabinet  sits  — 
The  Archbishops  declare,  frightened  out  of  their 

wits. 
That  if  once  Popish  Ponies  should  eat  at  my  manger. 
From  that  awful  moment  the  Church  is  in  danger  1 
As,  give  them  but  stabling,,  and  shortly  no  stalls 
Will  suit  their  proud  stomachs  but  tliose  at  St.  Paul's. 

The  Doctor  \  and  he,  the  devout  man  of  Leather  ^, 
V— ns  —  tt — t,    now    laying    their    Saint-heads 

together. 
Declare  that  these  skittish  youog  o-bominalions 
Are  clearly  foretold  in  Chap,  vi,  RevebtiODS — 
Nay,  they  verily  think  they  could  point  out  the  one 
Which  the  Doctor  s  friend  Death  was  to  canter  upon. 

Lord  H — rr — by,  hoping  that  no  one  imputes 
To  the  Court  any  fancy  to  persecute  brutes. 
Protests,  on  the  word  of  liiinself  and  his  cronies. 
That  had  these  said  creatures  been  Asses,  not  Ponies, 
The  Conrt  would  have  started  no  sort  of  objection, 
As  Asses  were,  (Ittre,  always  sure  of  protection. 


thet  "  »tuoui."  I  Rierelj  throw  oijt  thlt  aoipndatJfHi  for 
tha  iMftied,  tM^ng  nTmbLe  mfMirto  decide  upnn  it»  merfta* 

>  This  jatitif  Ladf,  who  it  a  RotnAa  CAihallc,  had  IjiUjIj 
mBde  B  pre«ciiC  <iiyf  loine  t)c«utirul  Pofilcii  to  the  fr— nc — ^i«. 

5  Mr.  Addhigtoo,  lo  nirldoatnfd^ 

1  Alluding  to  Atxx  lately  Iftid  upon  {«ftlhor. 
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**  If  the  Pr— »c — SB  will  keep  tbein  (says  Lord 

C— fitl-r— g:h), 
'*  To  niake  them  quite  liarmleAS,  the  only  true  way 
•*  Is  (ascertain  Chief  Jo^tict?* do  with  their  wivc«) 
••  To  flog  them  w ithin  half  an  inch  of  their  lives. 
**  If  tbejVe  any  bad  Irish  blood  lurking  about, 
•'  This  (he  knew  by  experience)  would  soon  draw 

it  out." 
Should  this  be  thought  cruel,  his  Lordship  proposes 
••  The  new  Veto  snaffle  *  to  bind  down  their  noses  — 
••  A  pretty  contrivance.,  made  out  of  old  chaine, 
••  Which  appears  to  indulge,  while  il  doubly  re- 
fit nuns ; 
••  Which »  however  high-mettled,  their  gtmesonie* 

neas  checks 
*■  (Adda  his  Lordihip  hunumely),  or  elae  breaka 
their  neckt!'* 

Thi*  proposal  receiv'd  pretty  general  applause 
From  the  statesmen  around — and  the  neek-breok- 

ing  clause 
Had  a  vigonr  about  it,  which  soon  reconcifd 
Even  Eld— n  himself  to  a  raeaaure  so  natld. 
So  the  snaffles  my  dear,  were  agreed  to,  nem.ctm.^ 
And  my  Lord  C — stl — r — gh,  bavbg  »o  often 

shone 
In  the  Jhiierimg  line,  ta  to  buckle  them  on. 

I  ihalt  drive  to  your  door  in  these  Vetos  some  day, 
But,  at  present,  adieu  I  —  I  rniist  hurry  away 
To  go  aee  my  Mamma,  as  Vm.  suffered  to  meet  her 
For  just  half  an  hour  by  the  Qu — n's  best  repeater* 

Ch — WL — TTE. 


LETTER  IL 

rmoif  coLoirEi.  v*x — b — v  to  q 
L— CUE,  caq. 


-Li>  tn — KC- 


Deah  Sir,  Fve  just  had  time  to  look 
Into  your  very  learned  Book  ,* 
Wherein  —  d£  plain  as  man  can  apeak, 
Whtwse  English  is  half  modem  Oreck- 
Yon  pfx)ve  that  we  can  ne'er  intrench 
Onr  happy  isles  against  the  French, 
Till  Royalty  in  England's  made 
A  much  more  independent  trade;  — 


*  Thm  qnerttoti  irHpttMr  a  Veto  w«t  to  b*  altovrvdl  to  th« 
Cr««ii  tn  th«  appo(nimf>nt  of  Irltli  Catholtc  Bbhopt  wo*,  at 
lilts  tliM,  vr«7  tafw^lf  «nd  aetl^clr  aftuicd. 

*  fm  an  aeaottiU  of  thU  v^trmoriltnafT  work  of  Mr.  L«cl(l«» 
sat  dM  "  EAlabanh  ft«*lev/'  vol .  %%.  * 


In  short,  until  the  Iloose  of  Ouelph 
Lays  Lords  und  Commons  on  the  ahelf. 
And  boldly  sets  up  for  itael£ 

All,  that  con  well  Im?  understood 
In  this  said  Boo!^,  ia  vastly  good  ; 
And,  as  to  what's  incomprehensible, 
I  dare  be  sworn  *tis  full  as  sensible* 

But,  to  your  work's  immortal  credit, 
The  Pr— n — e,  good  Sir,  the  Fr— n— «  has  read  it 
(The  only  Book,  himself  remarks. 
Which  he  has  read  since  Mrs*  Clarke's). 
Lost  levee^mom  he  lookM  it  through, 
During  that  awful  hour  or  two 
Of  grave  tonsorinl  preparation. 
Which,  to  a  fond,  admiring  nation. 
Sends  forth,  nnnounc'd  by  trump  and  dmm. 
The  best-wigg'd  Fr — n — e  in  Christendom. 

He  thinks  with  you,  th'  imagination 
Of  partnerjthip  in  legislation 
Could  only  enter  in  the  noddles 
Of  dull  and  ledger-keeping  twaddles. 
Whose  heads  onjirms  are  running  so. 
They  ev'n  must  have  a  King  and  Co,, 
And  hence,  most  eloquently  show  forth 
On  chrcks  and  balances,  and  so  forth. 

But  now,  he  trusts,  we*re  coming  near  a 
Far  more  royal,  loyal  era  { 
>Vhen  England's  monarch  need  bat  say, 
"  Whip  me  those  scoundrels,  C — stl — ^r— gh  T 
Or,  ■*  Hang  me  up  those  Fapists,  Eld— n^*' 
And  HwtU  be  done  —  ay,  faith,  and  well  done* 

With  view  to  which,  Fve  his  command 
To  beg»  Sir,  from  your  travelled  hand, 
(Round  which  the  foreign  graces  swarm)" 
A  Flan  of  Radical  Reform ; 
Compird  and  chos'n  as  best  yoa  eaa, 
In  Turkey  or  at  Ispahan, 
And  qiiite  upturning,  branch  and  root. 
Lords,  Commons,  and  Burd6tt  to  booC 

But,  pray,  whate'ef  you  may  impart^  write 
Somewhat  more  brief  than  iljyor  C — rtwr — ght: 

Else,  though  the  Fr e  be  long  to  rigging, 

T would  take,  at  least,  a  fortnight's  wigging,— 
Two  wigs  to  every  paragraph  — 
Eefbre  he  well  could  get  through  halt 


•  **  The  mitH  inde«d  temn*  to  be.  thai  havinf  lit«il  to  to«i 
abroad  a«  •vi<Wntlj  to  liata  loal.  In  a  r'**t  •l^S'*'.  tJw  w-  of 
HU  native  lancuafe,  Mr.  i^ecJile  Imu  ttmAvmMf  C0««>^  i*ni  «m\f 
to  afwak,  IniI  to  feci.  Uko  a  IbrelsMr."     EOmhmrtk  Mr 


1 

^^^^^^ 

■ 
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1 

ToaH  seod  it  also  speedilj^^ 

Aft,  truth  to  aaji  'twixt  yoo  and  me. 

LETTER  111. 

■ 

Hit  Hlghnets,  heated  by  your  work. 

■ 

Alf«ady  thinks  himself  GraDd  Turk! 
And  yoa*d  hare  l«ugb*d,  bad  vou  s«cn  bow 

FROM   O— OE   PB--CB   B— O — T  TO  TUB 

I 

He  ecar'd  the  Ch — nc — U — r  j  list  now. 

1 

Wheo  (,om  hia  Lordiihip's  entering  puff'd)  he 

We  niiss'd  you  lost  nigh  tat  the  "  hoary  old  sinner's,"' 

■ 

Sa{>p*d  hia  back  and  caird  him  ^lufii!"                   i 

Who  gave  us,  as  usual,  the  cream  of  good  dinners  ; 
His  soups  scientific  — his  fishes  quite  prime  — 

1 

The  tailon  too  have  got  commandtt                     ' 

His  pall's  superb — and  his  culk'ts  sublime! 

■ 

To  put  directly  into  hands 

In  short,  *twas  the  snug  sort  of  dinner  to  stir  a 

■ 

All  forts  of  Diiiiraias  and  Poucbea, 

Stomachic  orgasm  in  my  l#ord  El— b — gh^ 

■ 

With  Sashes,  Tarbans,  and  Paboatcheiu 

Who  Mf  lo,  to  be  sure»  with  miraculous  force, 

■ 

(While  Y— nn— th's  sketching  out  a  plan 

And  exclaimed,  between  moothfuls, "  a  He-Cook  of 

■ 

Of  oew  MouMUich£3  tf  VOttomant) 

course !  — 

■ 

And  all  things  fitting  and  expedient 

**  While  you  liTe^-(wbal*s  there  under  that  corisrf 

■ 

To  turkiftf  our  gracioiis  R — g^-ntl 

pray,  look)— 
**  Willie  you  live — (Fll  just  taste  it)  ne'er  keep  a 

1 

Too,  therefore,  have  ao  time  to  waste  -^ 

Sbe-t^ook. 

Soi^  ftend  your  System. — 

"  'Tis  a  souud  Salic  Law  —  (a  small  bit  of  tliat 

Yours,  in  baste. 

toast)— 
"  Which  ordains  that  a  female  shall  neVr  rule  the 

roast; 
**  For  Cookery's  a  secret— (this  lurile*s  uneom- 

POSTSCRIPT. 

mon)  — 
**  Like  Masonry^  never  found  out  by  a  woman  T* 

Before  I  send  this  scrawl  away. 

1  seise  a  moment,  just  to  say. 

The  dinner,  yon  know,  was  in  gay  celebration 

There's  some  parts  of  the  Turkish  systi*m 

Of  ™^  brilliant  triumph  and  H — ufs  condemna- 

So Tiilgar,  'twere  as  well  you  miss'd  'em* 

tion  J 

For  instance  —  in  Seraglio  matters^ 

A  compliment,  too,  to  his  Lordship  the  Judge 

Your  Turk,,  whom  girlish  fondness  flatters, 

For  his  Speech  to  the  Jury — and  zounds!   who 

Would  fin  hia  Haram  (tasteless  fool!) 

would  grudge 

With  Itltenng,  red-cheek'd  things  from  school 

Turtle  soup,  though  it  came  to  five  guineas  a 

1   Bal  here  (m  in  Ihiit  fairj  laod. 

bowl. 

^Bm  Where  Ixi^e  ancl  Age  went  band  in  hand;  ■ 

To  reward  such  a  loyal  and  complaisant  soul? 

^^HL  Where  lips,  till  sutty«  shed  no  houeVt 

We  were  all  in  high  gig — Roman  Punch  and  To- 

^^^H And  Grandams  were  worth  nny  money,) 

kay 

T 

^  Our  So  1  tan  has  much  riper  notions— > 

Traveird  round,  till  our  heads  travelled  just  the 

So,  let  your  list  of  Wif- promotions 

same  way ; 

loclode  those  only,  plump  and  sage,                          ' 

And  we   car'd  not  for  Juries  or  Libels— no  ^ 

^Tio'vc  reached  the  regui/ition'2igi&; 

damme  !  nor 

That  is,  (us  near  as  one  can  fix 

Ev'n  for  the  threats  of  lost  Sunday's  Examiner  1 

From  Peerage  dates)  fcill  fifly-six. 

More  good  things  were  eaten  than  said  ^ hot 

This  rTile*t  for  fav*rite» — nothing  more  — 

Tom  T— rrh  — t 

For,  as  to  wivt*,  a  Grand  Signor, 

In  quoting  Joe  Miller,  you  know,  has  some  merits 

Though  not  decidedly  witliout  them. 

And,  hearing  the  slurdy  Justiciary  Chief 

Need  never  care  one  curse  about  them. 

Say —  sated  with  turtle—  "  111  now  try  the  beef" — 

1 

B     »  THelMmed  OjintieJ  iniwtt  illiid«  li#rfi  to  «  deicrlptJ««i 

niraln.  "  Thone  U  nothing;.  beUcrc  me,  more  engajrlns  thnn 

r 

Of  Che  Mj««rlou»  lilt,  tn  ihfl  Hlitory  of  A1kI*1I«,   Son  of 

tlioi«  lortlf  viiiiklet,"  Ac,  &e.  -^  S««  Ttites  qf  the  Emtr  vol. 

m 

HutK.  whprf  tuch  InTcnloni  of  thp  ©rdrt  of  naUne  am  iaid 

tll.pn.«ffr<J«*. 

I 

lo  b«ve  laim  pl*c«,  — "  A  icore  of  old  wom^Mi  iindl  the  MJnfl 

»  ITil*  ktlw*,  Of.  tbe  r*»t1cr  wHI  p(«rer(TP,  wm  wTltten  tlM 

■ 

auaiber  of  old  mm  ptaf  ed  li*re  mwl  there  in  the  court,  towe 

dsj  uTtet  a.  dlQn«r  gtven  bjf  the  M — rq.— «  of  H— d^t. 

1 

«t  cliuck-fArtbInK,  othen  nt  ttp-cat  ht  at  cockles:'*  — And 

1 

i 
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Tommy  wblsper'd  him  (giving  his  Tjordship  a  sly 

hit) 
•*  I  fear  'twill  be  hung-hecf,  my  Lord,  if  vov  try 

it  I" 

And  C— md — n  wbs  there,  who,  thjit  momljag, 

hud  gone 
To  fit  his  new  Marqub's  coronet  on  j 
And  the  dish  set  before  him  —  oh  dish  well-d«* 

vi8*d  I — 
Wna^  %but  old  Mother  Gla&se  collfi,  "  a  calTs  head 

Bwrpris'd  !  '* 
The  hrainit  were  near  Sh^ — ry,  and  once  had  been 

fine, 
But,  of  Iftte,  they  had  lain  so  long  s-nakmg  in  wine, 
That,  ihongh  we,  from  courtesy^  still  eho&e  %o  exill 
These  braiua  very  fine,  they  were  no  brains  at  alJ. 

When  the  dinner  was  over,  we  drank  every  one 
In  a  bumper,  **  the  venial  delight*  of  Crim,  Con.;** 
At   which   H— df— t  with   wann    refnini«eenees 

gloated. 
And  E — b'r — h  chnckled  to  bear  himself  quoted. 

Our  next  round  of  toasts  wan  a  fancy  finite  new, 
For  we  drank— and  you'll  own  *twa»  benevolent 

too  — 
To  those  well-meaning  huabanda,  cita,  parsona«  or 

peers. 
Whom   we've,  any   time,  honour*d  by   courting 

their  dears : 
Thb  mnaeom  of  wittols  waa  comical  rather  s 
Old  II— df— t  gave  M — as — y,  and  I  gave  your 

f_tb^r. 

In  short,  not  n  soul  till  thi«  morning  wottld 
hndge — 
We  were  all  fun  and  frolie, — and  even  theJ— ^-e 
Laid  aakJe,  for  the  time,  his  juridical  faahion, 
And  through  the  whole  night  waan*t  once  in  a  pas- 
sion ! 


I  write  ihiA  in  bed,  while  my  whisk ei^  ire  air- 

ing, 

^^K  And  M — e  >  has  a  sly  dose  of  jalap  preparing 

^^H  For  poor  T — mmy  T — rr^t  at  breakfast  to  quaff — 

^^^1  As  r  feel  I  want  something  to  give  me  a  laugh, 

^^H  Aud  there's  nothing  so  good  as  old  T — mmy,  kept 
^^^H  dote 

^^^P  To  his  Comwall  accounts^  after  taking  a  dose. 

I 


I  Colonet  tl*Mahim. 

•  TW»  l*»Uer,  miiirli  tonUluod  toroe  tcry  luMTy  tndoturtii* 
ni  to  \%l^v^^  lK'ci>  vrnt  lo  London  by  «  YT\rmt»  haad,  smd 
a  put  into  th«  Twopenny  Foit-OAce,  to  MTtttraotele.   Set 


*  In  •«adlnf  tkl*  alMat  to  Um  Prtss^  howevtir.  I  l«4irti  that 


LETTER  IV. 

FfiOM    THE    BIGEIT     HON.     P— ^TB— CR    J>— OEN — If 
TO   THE   niCIlT   UON,    Bi!t  J — HN    K— Ctt — L. 

Last  week,  dear  N — ch — I,  making  merry 
At  dinner  wilh  our  Secretary, 
When  all  were  drunk,  or  pretty  near 
(The  time  for  doing  bnsini'ss  here), 
Says  he  to  me,  "  Sweet  Bully  Bottom  ! 
**  These  Pupiirt  dogs  —  biccup  —  "ofl  rot  'em  I  — 
"  IX*»erve  to  l>e  lueKpatterd — hiccup- — 
*'  With  all  the  dirt  ev'n  you  can  pick  up. 
"  But,  as  the  Pr— ce  (bere*B  to  him^ — ^flU  — 
"  Hip,  hip,  hurra  !)^i8  trj'ing  still 
**  To  humbug  them  with  kind  professions, 
**  And,  as  ifou  deal  in  strontj  exprei^aions  — 
**  Rogve'^ — "tranVor"  hiceiip  —  und  all  that  — 
**  Von  must  be  muzzled.  L>octor  Fat  1^ — 
**  You  must  indeed — hiccup— 'that's  flat** — 

Yes — "mtizjfiled"  was  the  word,  Sir  John  — 
These  fools  have  clapp'd  a  muitssle  on 
The  boldest  month  that  e'er  ran  o'er 
With  slaver  of  the  times  of  yore  !^  — 
Was  it  for  this  that  baek  I  went 
As  far  as  Late  ran  and  Trent, 
To  proi-^  that  tbey,  who  damn*d  us  then, 
Ought  now,  in  turn,  be  damn*d  again  ?  — 
The  silent  victim  still  to  sit 
Of  Gr— tl — n's  fire  and  C — ^nn^g*s  wit. 
To  hear  cv*n  noisy  M — th — w  gabble  on* 
Nor  mention  once  the  W — e  of  Babylon  ! 
Oh  !  *tis  too  much  —  who  now  will  be 
The  Nightman  of  No- Popery? 
What  Courtier,  Saint,  or  even  Bishop, 
Such  learned  filth  will  ever  fish  up  f 
If  there  among  our  ranks  be  one 
To  take  my  place,  'tis  fAow,  Sir  John ; 
Thon,  wbo,  like  me,  art  dabb'd  Right  Hon. 
Like  me  too,  art  a  Lawyer  Civil 
That  Wishes  Paplita  at  the  devil- 
To  whom  then  but  to  thee,  my  friend. 
Should  Patrick*  his  Port-folio  send  ? 
Take  it — 'tis  thine  —  his  learn *d  Port*folio, 
With  all  its  theologic  olio 
Of  Bulb,  half  Irish  and  half  Roman — 
Of  Doctrines,  now  bcliev*d  by  no  man — 

Um  **  niiml«  '^  hat  been  Uk*n  olT,  snd  tbo  lUffbt  lloii.  Doctor 
afiin  let  hxw*  I 

4  A  bid  Dsaw  for  povtfy;  but  D-fta^^  Is  Mfll  «or««.— 
As  FrtidMiilus  saf •  u^n  a  f^ry  dUlbrvDl  mIii^— 

Toniuetur  Apollo 
WovniDt  pcreuvii*. 
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or  GooMiK  iNld  Ibr  MB't  idtatioB, 

Tet  alwa^  cndiDg  in  litnimtinn — 

(Whidi  ihovt  tbat»  mot  dM  worid't  crasioii, 

Toor  PriMta,  wliate'er  their  gende  ihiuninmg, 

Hmve  al vays  bad  a  taHe  for  damning,) 

And  many  more  soeh  pioiia  fcrapc, 

To  prore  (what  wt^  hmg  proT*d,  periiaps*) 

That»  mad  as  Chriitiaiif  «'d  to  be 

Aboot  the  Thirteenth  Centorj, 

There  stfll  are  Cbiittiane  to  be  had 

Id  thia,  the  Ninelecntht  Joit  ai  mad ! 

Farewen— I  lend  with  this,  dear  N— cb— 1, 
A  rod  or  two  Tre  had  in  pielde 
Wherewith  to  trhn  old  Or— tt— n*s  jacket— 
The  reatshall  go  by  Hbnday's  packet 

P.  D. 

Amomg  Ae  Emdoturta  m  ike  fortgoing  Letter  woe 
Ae  JoBowimg  **  OmtmgwerabU  Argument  against 
AePdpute." 

•  •  •  • 

We*bb  told  the  ancient  Roman  nation 
Made  use  of  spittle  in  lustration ;  i 
{Vide  Lactantiom  ^  Galkeom — « 
I.  e.  ycm  need  not  read  bat  eee  'em ;) 
Now,  Irish  Pitpists,  fiict  sorprising. 
Hake  ose  of  qnttle  in  baptizing ; 
Which  prores  them  all,  OTinns,  OTagans, 
Connors,  and  Tooles,  all  downright  Pagans. 
This  &ct*s  enough ; — let  no  one  tell  us 
To  free  such  sad,  eaiioous  fellows. — 
No,  no — the  man,  baptiz*d  with  spittle. 
Hath  no  truth  in  him — not  a  tittle ! 


LETTER  V. 

PaOX   THE  COUNTESS  DOWAGER  OF  C — RK 
TO  LADY 


Mt  dear  Lady- 


-!  Fve  been  just  sending  out 


About  fire  hundred  cards  for  a  snug  little  Rout — 
(By  the  bye,  youWe  seen  Rokeby  ? — this  moment 

got  mine — 
The  Maii-Coach  Editions-^ prodigiously  fine ;) 

I  Liutralibui  antd  salivis 

ExiiUt.  PBBS.Mt.a. 

*  I  1mt«  taken  the  trouble  of  examining  the  Doctor's  re- 

fveoea  b«re,  and  find  blm,  for  once,  correct.    The  following 

an  Cha  woida  of  his  Indignant  reCsree,  Gallseus : — "  Asserere 


Bat  I  can*t  coooeiTe  how,  in  this  rery  cold  weather, 
Fm  erer  to  bring  my  five  hundred  together  { 
As,  unless  the  thermometer's  near  boiling  heat. 
One  can  nerer  get  half  of  one*s  hundreds  to  ineet 
(Apropos — you'd  haye  langh'dto  see  Townsend 

last  night. 
Escort  to  their  chairs,  with  his  staff,  so  polite. 
The  **  three  maiden  Miseries,"  all  in  a  fright ; 
Poor  Townsend,  like  Mercury,  filling  two  posts. 
Supervisor  of  thieuee,  and  chief-usher  of  ghosts  /) 

But,  my  dear  Lady  ,  can't  yon  hit  on 

some  notion, 
At  least  for  one  night  to  set  London  in  motion? — 
As  to  having  the  R— g — nt,  that  show  is  gone  by — 
Besides,  I've  remark'd  that  (between  you  and  I) 
The  Marchesa  and  he,  inconvenient  in  more  ways, 
Have  taken  much  lately  to  whispering  in  doorways; 
Which — consid'ring,  you  know,  dear,  the  sue  of 

the  two — 
Makes  a  block  that  one's  company  caaao<  get 

through  ; 
And  a  house  such  as  mine  is,  with  doorways  so 

small, 
Has  no  room  for  such  cumbersome  love-work  at 

all.— 
(Apropos,  though,  of  love-work— you've  heard  it, 

I  hope. 
That  Napoleon's  old  mother's  to  marry  the  Pope,— 
What  a  comical  pair  !) — but,  to  stick  to  my  Rout, 
'Twill  be  hard  if  some  novelty  can't  be  struck  out 
Is  there  no  Algerine,  no  Kamchatkan  arriv'd? 
No  Plenipo  Pacha,  three-tail'd  and  ten-wiv*d  ? 
No  Russian,  whose  dissonant  consonant  name 
Almost  rattles  to  fragmenU  the  trumpet  of  fame  ? 

I  remember  the  time,  three  or  four  winters  back. 
When  —  provided  their  wigs  were  but  decently 

black  — 
A  few  Patriot  monsters,  fW>m  Spain,  were  a  sight 
That  would  people  one's  house  for  one,  night  after 

night 
But — whether    the  Ministers  paw*d  them  too 

much  — 
(And  you  know  how  they  spoil  whatsoever  they 

touch) 
Or,  whether  Lord  O — rge  (the  young  man  about 

town) 
Has,  by  dint  of  bad  poetry,  written  them  down. 
One  has  certainly  lost  one's  peninatUar  rage ; 
And  the  only  stray  Patriot  seen  for  an  age 

non  Teremur  sacrum  baptlsmnm  a  Paplstls  profanari,  eC  sputl 
usum  in  peocatorum  expiatione  a  Paganls  non  a  ChrlfUanls 

s  See  Mr.  Murray's  AdvOTtlMment  aboot  tbe  MalUGoecb 
copies  of  Rok^. 
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n««  been  at  such  places  (think,  how  tb^  fit  cixAb  !) 
As  old  Mrs.  V— gh — ii*s  or  Lord  L— v— rp — I's. 

But,  in  short*  my  dear,  names  like  WmtztBchll- 

stopscb  in  xoudhofi" 
Are   the  only  thiDga   now  make  an  ev'iiing   go 

fimooth  off: 
So, get  me  a  Russian  —  till  death  Fro  yourdehtor — 
If  he  hrings  the  whole  Alphabet,  so  umch  the  bet- 

ler. 
And — ^Ltjrd!  if  he  would  but,  in  characttr^  sup 
t>if  his  fish'oil  and  con  dies,  he*d  tjuite  set  nie  up  ! 

Au  rttHjir^  my  sweet  girl  —  1  mii*t  leave  you  m 
haste— 
Little  Gutiter  has  brought  me  the  Liqueurs  to  taste. 


POSTSCRIPT. 

Br  the  bye,  bave  you  fotmd  any  friend  that  can 

construe 
That  Latin  aecount,  fotbcr  day,  of  a  Monaster?  * 
If  we  can't  get  a  Russian,  and  th*it  tliin^  in  I^aiin 
Be  not  too  improper,  I  chink  I'll  bring  tliat  In, 


LETTER  VL 

FROM   ABDAtiLAll  *,   IN   IX>N1>0N,   TO   MOHASSAK, 
IN  laPAMAH. 

Whilst  thou,  IVIohassiin,  (happy  thou!) 
Dost  daily  bend  thy  loyal  brow 
Before  our  King  —  otir  Asia's  treasure  J 
Ntttnieg  of  Comfort;  Rose  of  Pleasure  I  — 
And  bear'st  as  many  kieks  and  bruises 
As  the  said  Rose  and  Nutmeg  chooses  \ 


»  Alludtnt.  I  auppoMi,  to  thp  Latin  AdTertlunnctit  of  a 
Lti»ut  Natur»  In  thir  Newnpuprri  Utelj. 

*  I  hate  made  fnanjr  inquiriet  about  thlt  Pprtian  gentle- 
maiD,  but  caniKii  latiiractorllj  aicertain  nrliO'  he  It.  From 
hU  DOCkMii  of  Hell^loui  Llbrrty,  howerer,  ]  condude  thai  hf! 
iiaa  Importatlan  o(  Mlnl«ti*rii  and  he  hai  arrlvMl  Jiut  Id 
tlma  to  aatUt  the  P^^-e  and  Mr.  L—ck— «  fu  thtlr  new 
Oriental  Plaii!  o^f  Reronn.  —  S«c  the  i«cond  of  thrte  L«tt«rA. 
How  Abdallalh't  cpiitle  to  Icpahin  found  lu  way  Into  iUr 
Twopcaaj  Fbit*Bag  it  mora  ihui  1  can  prrtead  to  account 
for. 

'  ••  Oit  un  honntt*  booijnt,"  »ald  a  Ttirkfih  gotvrnot  of 
Dm  Ruftffr  j  "  c>it  arand  dooiinaca  qu'l)  ioll  Chretien/' 

«  BmmUim  and  S/Mtrt  art  tbs  two  iMdJat  locta  into  wbkh 
Aa  MalianMiCan  world  ii  dlvMad «  and  tbaf  havt  foo«  oo 
(vrMHf  and  pen«cvtlng  meh  other,  wtthovt  anjr  InlcnnUiioa, 
for  abmH  alAvan  Kondrod  jr«ar«,  Tb*  Smumi  li  the  ettafaUalied 
Md  la  Turkey,  and  the  SAi'a  in  Perila ;  and  tha  ^thmmimB 


Thy  head  still  near  the  bowstring's  borders. 

And  hut  k'ft  on  till  further  orders  — 

Through  London  streets  with  (urban  fair. 

And  caftiin,  floating  to  the  air, 

I  saunter  on,  the  admiration 

Of  tbis  short-eoftled  population  — 

This  sew*d  up  rare  — (hi*  hnlttfm'd  uation  — 

Who,  while  they  boost  tljeir  lans  so  free, 

Leave  not  one  liuib  at  liberty i^ 

Hut  live,  with  nil  their  lordly  spiyeches. 

The  slaves  of  buttons  and  tight  breeches. 

Yet,  though  they  thus  their  knee-pans  fetter 
(They're  Christians,  and  they  know  no  better)^ 
In  some  things  they're  a  thinking  nation  ; 
And,  on  Religious  Toleration, 
I  own  I  like  their  notions  c/wt/i?, 
They  are  so  Pernian  and  so  right ! 
You  know  our  Sunnites  », — hateful  dogs! 
Whom  every  pious  Shiite  flogs 
Or  longs  to  flog*  —  "tia  true,  ibey  pray 
To  GckI,  hut  in  an  ill-bred  way  ; 
With  neither  arms,  nor  \QgE^  nor  faces 
Stuck  in  their  right,  canonic  plaecs.^ 
'Tis  trae,  they  worship  Ali's  name'  — 
7%eir  Heaven  and  ours  are  just  the  same — 
(A  Persian*8  Heav'n  is  easily  made. 
Tit  hut  hlaek  eyes  and  lemouarle.) 
Yet,  though  we've  tried  for  centuries  hack  — 
We  can't  persuade  this  stuhhom  pack. 
By  bastinadoes,  screws,  or  nippers, 
To  wear  th'  established  pea- green  slippers.* 
Then,  only  think,  the  libertines  1 
They  wash  their  toes — they  comb  their  chins ^, 
With  many  more  such  deadly  sins  ; 
And  what's  the  worst  (though  last  I  rank  it), 
Believe  the  Chapter  of  the  Blanket  J 

Yet,  spite  of  tenets  so  flagitious, 
(WTiich  mwtlt  at  bottom,  l>e  seditious ; 


t>nt«een  ih^m  turn  elileftjr  upon  thoie  Important  fKrInli, 
whkh  o4.ir  ploui  fHeod  Altdallah,  In  the  true  vplrit  of  Slillte 
Aneendpnrjr,  repirotiatet  In  thb  Letter, 

^  '*  Lci  Sunnlt<?f ,  qui  Violent  comiae  Id  Cathollqu«a  de 
M  Ui  VI I  manlime, " — D*Herdetiitw 

*  "  Jo  ODintradiitlnctioii  to  the  .Sotinlt.  whi}  tn  their  p^yen 
cro«a  their  bandi  oa  the  lower  part  of  th«k  bre«B(,  the  Schl- 
oh  I  drop  their  armi  Id  itralght  Hnri ;  and  as  the  Hounli,  at 
crrtAin  fxrrSodi  of  the  prajcr,  pre§«  their  (breheadt  on  the 
Ifrmiiut  or  rarpet»  the  Schlah>,"  Ac,  Ac,  —  Fs>nter*»  Foifiagt. 

7  "  L4»  Turci  oa  dfttactcDl  pai  AU  rMproquemnit  |  sti 
eootraliri'.  lU  le  reeoDDolsacfit,"  Ar^  Ac —  CAardm, 

*  '  The  Shiltea  weir  irwn  tllpp*^!,  which  the  Sunnltei 
eon  tide  r  a*  «  irroat  ahominatkin,"  — Aftfrt/r. 

*  YtiT  these  polttti  of  difference,  a*  veil  ai  for  the  Chapter 
of  th«  Blanket,  I  must  r«fer  the  reader  (not  havlnf  the  (nxiA 
bf  in«)  to  Pkart*!  Account  of  the  llahometan  Secta. 
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9  mam  living  wcmld  fefine 
GfvcB  alippeis,  but  from  treuoooof  rkrm%i 
Kor  wBsb  his  toe»^  bat  with  iotent 
To  oTtTtiim  tbe  gOTiarnment*) — 
Sadi  ■•  ooi*  mild  and  tolenint  waj. 
We  oftlj  curse  them  twice  a  day 
( According  to  a  Forni  thal'i  set), 
Xt^  far  tratn  torturiDg,  onlf  let 
MM  ciitlk4xloit  beli€v«rs  beat  'em, 
AaA  tvUeii  thdr  beards,  where'er  the/  meet  * 

Aa  to  tbe  rest,  tbe  j*re  free  to  do 
Wbate'er  tbeii'  hncy  prompts  them  to, 
PtQvided  they  make  oothing  of  it 
Towards  rank  or  bonotii-,  power  or  profit ; 
Wbkfa  tliinga.  we  oat*ralljr  expect* 
Beloo^  to  us,  ibe  Eseabllsh'd  sect. 
Who  disbelieve  (tbe  Lord  be  than  Wed  0 
Tb*  aforesaid  Chapter  of  the  Blanket. 
Tbe  fiune  mild  views  of  Toleratioa 
Inspire ,  I  find,  tbls  buttoned  aatloa, 
Wbose  PspisU  (full  a*  giv'n  to  roguo. 
And  oqIt  Sumittes  witli  a  brogue) 
Fare  jost  as  well,  with  all  their  fuss, 
As  rascsl  SonnittfS  do  with  us. 

Tbe  tender  Gazel  I  enclose 
Is  for  in  J  love,  my  Syrian  Rose  — 
Take  it  when  ni^ht  begins  to  foil, 
And  throw  it  o*cr  her  mother's  wall. 


GAZEL. 

BncsxBCBEST  thou  the  hour  we  pastt-i-' 
Thai  boar  the  happiest  and  the  last? 
Oh  I  not  so  sweet  the  Sihu  thona 
To  sunnner  bees,  at  break  of  mom, 
Not  half  so  sweet,  tbroagh  dak  and  dell, 
To  CameU*  ears  the  tinkling  bell, 
As  la  tbe  loothing  memory 
Of  that  one  precioos  hour  to  me. 

How  can  we  live^  i*o  far  apart? 
Ohl  why  not  ruthcp,  heart  to  heart. 

United  lire  atid  die  — 
tike  those  sweet  birds,  that  fly  together, 
¥rith  feather  always  touching  feather^ 

Link'd  by  a  hook  and  eye! ' 


*  THIa  « 111  appeftr  itran^  to  mh  f^ngllib  reader,  but  It  \» 
llNnlty  tnmflated  frmn  AbdAllliJi*!  Peri.lAii,  aod  the  curio  uj 
tolrd  bu  which  ho  nlludpf  !•  the  JMftaJt,  of  which  I  flnd  the  TdI- 
\om\n$  iiiccount  In  Rlchjirdion :  — "  A  tort  of  tilrd,  Ihitt  H  uld 
to  hiiire  iHit  oa*  wing  ;  on  the  oppoRlte  Rick  to  whlrh  the  mule 
has  m  hook  rikI  the  femnle  «  rlfif ,  to  Ihmt,  wbeo  tbejr  flj,  thc^ 
•re  i5ntimad  tofethor." 

*  Froca  motlvei  of  dtllcacy.  uid,  Indeed,  of  /tiiot/f'/f^tfng. 


LETTER  VU. 


FMQX    MBSBRS.    L — CS — QT— M    AMtl    CO.    TO 


Pkh  Post,  Sir,  we  send  your  MS.— looked  it  thro*— 
Very  sorry  —  but  cant  undertake  —  "twoulda't  do. 
Clever  work,  Sir! — ^  would  ^t  up  prodlgiotialy 

well  — 
Its  only  defect  is  —  it  never  would  sell. 
And  though  Siatettnen  may  glory  in  being  im> 

In  an  Author  'tis  not  so  desirable  though L 

Hard  times,  Sir, — most  books  are  loo  dear  to 

be  read  — 
Though  the  g/Jd  of  Good-sense  and  Wit's  tmaii- 

change  are  fled, 
Yet  the  paper  we  Publishers  pass,  in  their  stead. 
Rises  higher  each  day,  and  ('tis  frightful  to  think 

it) 
Not  even  such  names  as  F — tig — •r — d's  can  sink 

it! 

However,  Sir — if  you're  for  trying  again. 
And  at  somewhat  that's  vendible ^ — we  arc  your 
men. 

Since  the  Chevalier  C^ — rr-  took  to  marrjing 

lately, 
The  Trade  is  in  want  of  a  TravelUr  greatly  — 
No  job,   Sir,   more    easy — your    Countfy  onct 

planned, 
A  month  aboard  ship  and  a  fortnight  on  lurid 
Puts  your  Quarto  of  TravL48,  Sir,  clcsii  out  of  hand. 

An  Enst'India  pomphlet^s  a  tbing  tbut  would 

tell  — 
And  a  lick  at  tbe  PaplstB  ii  sure  to  tell  welh 
Or — supposing  youVe  nothing  original  in  you  — 
Write  Parodies,  Sir,  and  such  fame  it  will  win  yon^ 
You'll  get  to  the  Blue-stocking  Routs  of  AlbiniaM 
(Mind  —  not  to  her  dinnerit — a  at^tsnd-hand  Muse 
Must^nt  think  of  aspiring  to  meim  with  tbe  Htues.) 
Or — in  case  nothing  else  in  this  world  you  can 

do  — 
The  deuce  is  In't,  Sir,  if  you  cannot  review/ 


T  ■iipprest  the  nuroe  ot  the  Author,  who^e  Hf«t*^  miaiiu. 
•cript  W.U  inchii-ed  In  Ihli  Jptler, —  Hee  thf  A|ii]p»rndl]c. 

3  Sir  John  Carr,  the  author  of  "  Tuurt  liii  Irelanit^  Uolluid^ 
Swpdeu,"  Ac.  Sec, 

*  Thti  sltudet,  I  bellefe,  to  «  cufloiji  eorrvtixmdenrp, 
Hfhlch  1i  eald  lo  bvm  p««»cd  liteljr  brtwpen  Alh_n  k, 
Cnuiuea*  of  D— ck— gh— nii--«,  *nrd  a  ctTiatn  Ing^nlout 
Furodbt. 
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lo6                                              MOORE^S  WORKS. 

Should  yow  feel  any  touch  of  pt/etieul  glow, 

Though  mare  we  love  thy  roseate  dayg, 

WeVt?  a  Scheme  to  suggest  —  Mr.  Sc  —  tt^  you  must 

When  the  rich  rouge-pot  pours  its  blaze 

know, 

Full  o*er  thy  face,  and,  amply  spread, 

(VVlio,  weVe  sorry  to  say  it,  now  works  for  tlte 

Tips  e\'en  thy  whisker-tops  with  red^ 

Now  \) 

Like  the  last  tints  of  dying  Day 

Having  quitted  the  Borders,  to  seek  new  renowDf 

That  o'er  some  darkling  grove  delay. 

Is  coming,  by  long  Quarto  singes,  to  Town  ; 

And  bfpinning  with  Rokeby  (ihe  joVs  sure  to  poy) 

Bring  thy  beat  lace,  tbou  gay  Philander, 

Means  to  di*  all  thu  Gentletiien*if  Seats  on  the  way. 

(That  lace,  like  H— rry  Al— x— nd— r. 

Now,  the  Scheme  is  (though  none  of  our  hackneys 

Too  preciouji  to  be  wash'd,)  —  thy  rings. 

can  beat  him) 

Thy  »eala  — in  short,  thy  prettiest  things  1 

To  start  a  freah  Poet  through  High  gate  to  mei'i 

Put  all  thy  wardrobe^  glories  on, 

him; 

And  yield  id  frogs  and  fringe,  to  none 

Who,  by  menns  of  quick  prooft  —  no  revisea^ 

But  the  great  R^g^t'a  self  alooe; 

king  coaches  — 

W^ho^ — by  particular  desire — 

May  do  a  few  Villan,  before  Sc — tt  nppronehcs. 

For  thfit  night  vnhf^  means  fo  hire 

Indeed,  if  our  Pcf^osiifi  he  not  corst  Rhabb)', 

A  dress  from  Romeo  C — tes,  F^s<|uire.' 

!k''ll  rt'acli,  wiihout  foand'ring,  at  least  Wobum- 

Hail,  fim  of  Actors  !  ^  l>eKt  of  It— g— t'sl 

Abbey, 

Horn  f«r  each  other's  fond  allegiance  ! 

Such,  Sir,  is  our  plan  —  if  yon'rc  up  to  the  freak» 

Bitth  gay  Lotharios  — l)oth  good  dressers—* 

'Tis  a  match!  and  we'll  put  you  rn  training  next 

Of  serious  Farce  both  learned  Professors — ► 

week* 

Both  circled  round,  for  use  or  show. 

At  pre«ent^  no  more  —  in  reply  fo  ihia  Letter,  a 

With  cock*s  combs,  wherefioe'cr  they  go  !  * 

Liue  will  oblige  vtry  much 

Yours,  et  cetera. 

Thou  know**t  the  lime,  thon  man  of  lore! 

Trmftk  ^tke  Mtues. 

It  takes  to  chalk  a  bjill-room  floor^ — 
Thou  know'st  the  time,  too,  well-a-day! 
It  takes  to  dance  that  chalk  awaj  .<5 
The  Ball-room  opens — ^far  and  nigh 

Comets  and  suns  beneath  us  lie; 

LETTER  vrn. 

O  er  snow-white  moons  and  stars  we  walk, 
And  the  tloor  seems  one  sky  of  chalk ! 

flltfl^      Ctit  (T'Tf       Til         Tf        fl     TO 

But  soon  shall  fade  that  bright  deceit. 

8K — FF — NOT— N,  JuSq. 

When  many  a  maid^  with  busy  feet 
That  sparkle  in  the  lustre's  ray. 

Cons  to  our  F^te",  and  bring  with  thee 

O'er  the  white  path  shall  bound  and  play 

Thy  newest^  best  embroidery. 

Like  Kymph*  along  the  Milky  Way:  — 

Come  to  oxir  F<^te,  and  show  again 

With  every  step  a  star  hiilh  flid. 

That  i>ea-greea  coat^  thou  pink  of  men, 

And  suns  prow  dim  beneath  their  tread  ! 

Which  chann'd  all  eyes,  that  la«t  survey 'd  it; 

So  passeth  life—  (thus  Sc — tt  would  write, 

When  Br — mm— I's  self  inquired  "  who  mode  it?'*^- 

And  spinsters  read  him  with  delight,)  — 

Whcu  Cit«  came  wond'ring,  from  the  East, 

Hours  are  not  feet»  yet  hours  trip  on. 

And  thought  thee  Poet  Pyc  at  len^tf 

Time  i«  not  chalk,  yet  time'*  soon  gone  \  i 

Oh!  come,  (if  haply  'lis  thy  week 

But,  hang  this  long  dtgressive  flight !  — 

For  looking  pale,)  with  paly  check; 

I  meant  to  say.  ihoult  »ee,  that  night. 

*  Patvmotter  Row, 

frdlttn  hrr«  allud<i^  to,  wmm  a  eock  t  And  ino»t  profu*elf  ««r* 

•  Thii  Letter  MicloMd  ■  Card  tor  the  GraiHl  Ftte  on  the 

hti  llrcrtei,  liamesi^  Ac.  covered  with  tbli  ornament. 

flth  of  FebriMrjr, 

•  To  tho***.  who  neither  go  lo  bAll«  nor  read  tlia  Momlnf 

Poflt,  It  may  be  necetury  to  irarntlon,  that  tlic  Aoort  of  BaJl- 

roomi,  In  ^nenil.  arc  ch«1krd,  Tor  ufeijr  aad  fM  oraameiit. 

K**c«otem  pteciA>  JkimAtft  tidcrli.  tic.        (IohaTh 

with  vartriu*  fandrul  dPttcM, 

TH«  Miin,  U|)Ofi  whom  thou  hjut  dflgn'd  to  l4jN>k  funiif, 

t           HfKtU  are  mit  0knt,  jet  Jlinti  are  rent. 

Oh  Trig«4ly*t  Mute  r  at  the  hour  nf  hl»  birth  — 

Hurt!  at*  not  Heel,  jet  »t««l  l»  bent- 

L«t  |h«m  Mj  wh«t  tt]«7  wtU,  thAt't  the  Mad  for  my  monrjr. 

Aft«r  all.  howe*i"f,  Mr.  Sc— tt  maj  w«U  »aj  to  the  Colonel, 

OtVA  otiwra  tbjr  twrt,  but  let  im  1i«»«  ttoj  mirth  ! 

(Kcitt,  Itidred.  to  much  Iwtter  waft  than  Ilia  C^looal,)  ^ 

I   - 

1 

1 
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Wbat  €dsehood  nnklei  in  thnr  hcarti, 
,  Wk>  aj  the  Pr— «  neg^ccti  the  mrtt — 
Seglecti  the  arts?  — no^  Str— hl-^  i,  no; 
Tly  Cupids  answer  "*  *tb  not  so;** 
Asd  erery  floor,  that  night,  ihsll  tell 
Earn  quick  thoa  danbat,  and  how  welL 
Sime  as  thoa  may'st  in  French  Termilion, 
Tkw*rt  baif  beneath  a  French  cotillioD; 
Afid  ftill  coiii*st  fjtt,  irhate*er  thy  fiuilti, 
WtOifyimg  eciomn  in  a  Waltz. 
Xor  need'st  thoa  moorn  the  tranaicnt  dUe 
To  th  J  best  wovhs  aaiign*d  by  ftte. 
While  JosK  ehef-d^crarra  lire  to  weary  one, 
Jlume  boast  a  short  life  and  a  merry  one; 
Tkeir  boor  of  glory  past  and  gone 
With  *^  Molly  pat  the  kettle  on  !**< 

Bat,  bless  my  tool!  Fve  scarce  a  leaf 
or  paper  left — so,  must  be  brief! 

This  fesdre  Fete,  in  Uet,  will  be 
The  former  Fete'^fac-nmUe  ;^ 
Tbe  same  long  Masquerade  of  Rooms, 
All  trick'd  ap  in  sack  odd  costmnes, 
(These,  P — rt — t\  are  thy  glorious  works!) 
Toa*d  swear  Egyptians,  Moors,  and  Turks, 
Bearing  Good-Taste  some  deadly  malice. 
Had  dabVd  to  raise  a  Pic-Nic  Palace  ; 
And  each  to  make  tke  olio  pleasant 

'■  Bad  sent  a  State-Room  as  a  present. 
Tbe  itane  fauteulU  and  girondoles  — 
The  same  gold  Asses*,  pretty  souls ! 

!  That,  in  this  rich  and  classic  dome, 

'   Appear  so  perfectly  at  home. 

■   The  same  bright  river  'mong  the  dishes, 

I  Bat  not — ah  !  not  the  same  dear  fishes — 
Late  hoars  and  claret  kiird  the  old  one's — 

.   So  'stead  of  silver  and  of  gold  ones, 

i  (It  being  rather  hard  to  raise 
Fish  of  that  gpecie  now-a-days) 

',   Some  sprats  have  been  by  Y — rm — th's  wish. 
Promoted  into  SUctr  Fish, 

,    And  Gudgeons  (so  V — ^ns— tt— t  told 
Tbe  R  — g — t)  are  as  good  as  Gold  I 

'       So,  prithee,  come  —  our  Fete  will  be 
I    But  half  a  Fete  if  wanting  thee. 


1  A  foreign  trtist  much  patronised  by  the  Prince  Regent. 

*  The  name  of  a  popular  country -dance. 

»  -  C— rit— n  H e  will  exhibit  a  coraplete/<Kr-*«i»^^. 

In  respect  to  Interior  ornament,  to  what  it  did  at  the  last  F(tc. 
The  nroe  splendid  draperlef,"  ftc.  &c.  —  Morning  Pott. 

*  Mr.  Walth  Porter,  to  whoM  taste  was  left  the  furnishing 
oTOm  roont  of  Carlton  House. 
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LETTER  IV.     PACE  152. 

Among  the  papers,  enclosed  in  Dr.  D — g — n — n*s 
Letter,  was  found  an  Heroic  Epistle  in  Latin  verse, 
from  Pope  Joan  to  her  Lover,  of  which,  as  it  is 
rather  a  curious  document,  I  shall  venture  to  give 
some  account.  This  female  Pontiff  was  a  native 
of  England,  (or,  according  to  others,  of  Germany,) 
who,  at  an  early  age,  disguised  herself  in  male  at- 
tire, and  followed  her  lover,  a  young  ecclesiastic, 
to  Athens,  where  she  studied  with  such  effect,  that 
upon  her  arrival  at  Rome,  she  was  thought  worthy 
of  being  raised  to  the  Pontificate.  This  Epistle  is 
addressed  to  her  Lover  (whom  she  had  elevated 
to  the  dignity  of  Cardinal),  soon  after  the  fatal 
accouchement,  by  which  her  Fallibility  was  betrayed. 
She  begins  by  reminding  him  tenderly  of  the 
time,  when  they  were  together  at  Athens — when, 
as  she  says, 

"  by  Ilissus*  stream 

**  We  whispering  walk*d  along,  and  leam*d  to  speak 
**  The  tenderest  feelings  in  the  purest  Greek  ; — 
**  Ah,  then  how  little  did  we  think  or  hope, 
"  Dearest  of  men,  that  I  should  e'er  be  Pope!* 
**  That  I,  the  humble  Joan,  whose  house-wife  art 
**  Seem*d  just  enough  to  keep  thy  house  and  heart, 
"  (.And  those,  alas,  at  sixes  and  at  sevens,) 
**  Should  soon  keep  all  the  keys  of  all  the  heavens !" 

Still  less  (she  continues  to  say)  could  they  have 
foreseen,  that  such  a  catastrophe  as  had  happened 
in  Council  would  befall  them — that  she 

"  Should  thus  surprise  the  Conclave's  grave  de- 
corum, 
"  And  let  a  litde  Pope  pop  out  before  'em — 
**  Pope  Innocent  I  alas,  the  only  one 
"  That  name  could  e'er  be  justly  fix'd  upon." 

She  then  very  pathetically  Uunents  the  downfall  of 
her  greatness,  and  enumerates  the  various  treasures 
to  which  she  is  doomed  to  bid  farewell  for  ever :  — 


*  The  salt-cellars  on  the  Pr  e's  oten  table  were  in  the 
form  of  an  Ass  with  panniers. 

•  Spanheim  attributes  the  unanlraltj,  with  which  Joan  was 
elected,  to  that  innate  and  irresistibli>  charm,  by  which  her  sex, 
though  latent,  operated  upon  the  instinct  of  the  Cardinals  — 
'*  Non  tI  aliquA,  sed  concorditer,  omnium  in  se  ronverso  desU 
derio,  que  sunt  blandicntis  sexus  artes,  lalentet  in  hie  quao. 
quaml** 
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MOOEE'S  WOEKS. 


"  But  oh,  mom  dear,  more  precious  ten  timea 

over— 
"  Fare  well  roy  Lord,  my  Cardinal,  my  I^ovcr! 
**  I  made  thee  Canllnal  —  thou  mad'ist  rue— olil 
•*  Thou  mad'tt  the  Papa  of  the  world  Mumma  I  ** 

I  have  not  time  at  present  to  truuslate  any  more 
of  this  Epistle  ;  htit  I  presume  the  argtimeut  which 
the  Eight  Hon.  Doctor  and  his  friends  mean  to 
deduce  from  tt,  is  (id  their  usual  convincing  gtrain) 
that  Romaniiits  must  be  unworthy  of  Emancipation 
nam,  btfcaose  tliey  had  a  Petticoat  Pope  in  tbe 
Ninth  Century*  Nothing  can  be  more  logically 
clear*  and  I  find  that  Horace  had  exacily  the  Bamc 
▼iews  upon  the  subject* 

Bom^amuM  (cheu  poiteti  negftbltti  t) 

Kmanctpasmt  F«MUiJi 
Fcrt  Tolluni  i 


LETTER  VIL     pacjk  155. 

The  Manuscript,  found  enclosed  in  the  Book- 
seller's Letter,  ttima  out  to  be  a  Mclo-Drama,  in 
two  Acts,  entitksl '^  The  Book»,"of  whit'h  the 
ThMtrcs,  of  course,  had  had  the  refusal,  before  it 
was  presented  to  Messrs.  L — ck— ngt — n  and  Co. 
This  rejected  Drama,  however,  possesses  con- 
siderable mertt^  and  I  shall  take  the  liberty  of  hiying 
a  sketch  of  it  before  my  Readers. 

The  first  Act  opens  in  a  very  awful  manner — 
7Vi«f,  three  o'clock  in  the  morning — Scene.,  tlie 
Bourhon  Chamber*  in  C- rlt—n  House  — Enter 

Ihe  P e  R-^g— t  solus — After  a  few  broken 

seuteuiN  s,  he  shus  exclaims  :  — 

A  way  —  A  way  — 
Thoa  hannt'st  my  fancy  so,  ihou  devilish  Book, 
I  meet  thee — trace  thee,  wlieresoeVr  1  look. 
I  see  ihy  damned  ink  in  Eld — n's  brows  — 
I  see  ihy  fooljieap  on  my  H — rtf — d"s  Spouse  — 
V — ns — tt^ — t*s  head  recalls  thy  Imthern  case. 
And  alt  thy  black-leaves  stare  from,  R— d — r's 
face! 

*  Tlsert  wai.  In  like  manner,  a  mfftprlotJi  TLfuA,  In  ilir 
l(kh  Gcfiturj,  which  i;mpl,)T«d  all  ihp  nniLloni  curlofitj#rthe< 
ljmm»A  at  that  lime.  Ev^ry  one  »pokc  of  It;  numy  trrot* 
■gainst  It ;  thuuith  It  (loot  not  appeiir  thnu  any  hudf  twd  ■▼er 
St«ll  It  \  and  Giutiut  1*  of  o]>inl»n  tb4t  no  luch  Book  etrar 
tsltMMl.  It  WM  vDtklpd  *'  Lfber  de  tribu*  ImpotUirlhiui/' 
iSmm  Mother.  Cap.  do  f.lbrif  dwoiEMtii.)—  Our  more  nHHU^m 
nfilfTf  of  '*  the  Book  "  rrtcimbles  111  It  Id  many  partlruUn ; 
«n4,  H  Um  miHilwr  nf  Lmwjert  mo$tioytA  In  drawhig  ll  up  bo 
«Lal«dl  corrcdlf ,  a  tUght  altcrjuion  of  thv  lUlc  Into  *'  d  tr^Uoi 


While  turning  here  ilo^ntf  his  hand  tm  his  heari)^ 

I  find,  ah  wretched  elf, 
Thy  List  of  dire  Errata  in  myself, 

(  Waiks  (/if  fittige  in  con»itkrabie  atfitation.) 
Oh  Roman  Punch  I  oh  potent  Cunt^oa  I 
Oh  Mareschino!  Maresehiiio  oh  I 
Deliciona  drama  I  why  have  yon  not  the  art 
To  kill  this  gnawing  Book*  worm  in  my  heart  ? 

He  ii  here  interrupted  in  his  Soliloquy  by  perceiT- 
ing  on  the  ground  some  scribbled  fragmtuts  of 
paper,  which  he  instantly  collects,  and  **  by  the 
light  of  two  maji^ifieeot  candi^labras  **  discovers  ik& 
following  unconnected  words,  "  HV/c  neyUcUd'* — 
'♦  the  Book  " —  "  Wrofiy  MetiAuns  "^^'^dit  Queen  ^' 
— "  Mr.  Lambert  ''—*Uhc  R-g^C 


Hal 


my  home ! -~  Curst  words,  iliat 


treason  in 
wither 
My  princely  soul,  {xhakinff  tlte  papers   moUnd^} 

what  Demon  brought  you  hither? 
•*  My  Wife  I " — '*tbe  Botik"  loo  [-^  stay-* a  nearer 
look  — 
{hfJdintf  t/it /mffmentji  vloser  to  fAe  Oindehibnu) 
Alas !  too  plain«  B,  double  t.>,  K,  Book  — 
Death  and  destruction  I 

He  here  rings  all  tbe  hells,  and  a  whole  legion  of 
valets  enier.  A  scene  of  cursing  aud  swearing 
(very  mcicb  in  the  German  style )  ensues,  in  liie 
conrse  of  which  messengers  are  dispatched  in  dif- 
ferent directions,  for  the  I* — rd  Ch — nc— 11 — r^ 
the  D— e  of  C— b— 1— d,  &e*  &e.  The  inter- 
mediate time  is  filled  up  by  another  S<jlilo<|uy,  at 
the  conclusion  of  which  tbe  aforesaid  Penonagei 
rush  on  atarme<l ;  the  D— ke  with  bis  staya  only 
haJf-laced,  and  the  Ch — nc— 11 — r  with  bis  wig 
thrown  hastily  over  an  old  red  night-cap,  "to 
maintain  the  becoming  splendour  of  his  office/'* 
The  R— g — t  produces  tbe  nppalUng  fragmentsi. 
upon  which  the  Ch^ — ^nc— ll — r  breaks  out  into 
exclamations  of  loyalty  and  tenderness,  and  relate* 
the  following  portentous  dream : 

*Tis  scarcely  two  hours  since 
I  had  a  fearful  dream  of  thee,  my  P— =^ — e  !  — 
Methonght  I  lieard  thee,  midst  a  courtly  crowds 
Say  from  thy  throne  of  gold,  in  mandate  loud, 

ImpoftoHtMu*'  would  produces  cotncfdrnee  ■Uofclhcr  very 
rcitiarkaUle. 

»  Tbe  Mtfie  ClmiDb»r,  doubitoM.  that  «m  prtfuuml  for  tli«t 
reeepcloa  ot  tb«  Bmirbooa  at  Ihn  irit  Graad  F*i^,  and  mh\c% 
wsi  drnaaietitM  (sit  **  for  the  DallTeraoce  oT  Europv  ")  with 
fieuti-d^-l^t. 

^  "  Tu  f  ruihlf  Ihp  iiuliviJuaf »  who  hotdt  the  offllee  of  Dwb- 
eollor.  to  maifltalD  it  4o  twcoming  ■plt'iidour/*  (  Jl  html  ttmgk  ) 
.Lord  CArrLEHSaoM't  SpcteA  aygoMlte  fjee-CkamrfU^r't  iUti 
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"  Worship  my  whUkers!  '* — (tctepit)  not  a  knee 

WHS  there 
Bat  bt?ot  lind  worahipp'tl  th<*  Illiiitriims  Pdr* 
Which  currd  in  cotiscinuB  niojeAty  !  (pulix  out  hi* 

hamlkerch  irf)  — ^  w  h i le  v ries 
Of  **  WhiskerK,   whiskers !  **  shook    the  echoing 

ftkietu — 
Just  in  that  glortotis  hoor*  methought^  there  camCf 
Wttb  looks  of  injur  d  pride,  a  Princely  Dunet 
And  a  joung  maiden,  clinging  by  her  side, 
Aa  if  ihe  fear*d  some  t)T^nt  would  divide 
Two  bearta  thai  nature  and  affect  ion  tied  I 
The  ^fatron  came—  wUhin  her  ri^ht  hand  glow'd 
A  radiant  torch  ;  while  from  her  iffi  a  load 
Of  Papers  huag — (wipes  hit  cyet)  collected   in 

her  veil — 
The  venal  evidence,  the  slanderous  tale« 
The  wounding  hint,  the  cnrrent  lies  that  pass 
From  PmI  to  Courier^  form'd  the  moUey  mass ; 
Which,  with  disdain,  before  the  Throne  she  throws, 
And  lights  the  Pile  beneath  thy  princely  nose. 

Bear^os,  how  it  btas*d!  —  Yd  ask  no  livelier  fire 
(  With  animation)  To  roast  a  Papist  by,  my  gra- 
cious Sire !  — 
Bol,  ah  I  the  Evidence -^(irffTw  again)  I  mourii'd 

to  sec — 
Cast,  as  it  bum'd,  a  deadly  light  on  thee : 
And  Tales  and  Hints  their  raodciin  sparkle  flung, 
And   hissed   and    crackled^   like  an    old    maidV 

tongue; 
While  Ihtt  and  Courier^  (aithfhl  to  their  fame. 
Made  dp  in  stink  for  what  they  lack*d  hi  flame. 
Wheiit  to,  ye  Gods!  the  fire  ascending  brisker, 
JVow  singes  nne^  now  lightA  the  other  whisker. 
Ah  !   where  was  thcu  the  Sylph  id,  that  mtftirls 
Her  fairy  standard  in  defence  of  curls? 
Throne,  Whiskers.  Wig,  soon  vanished  into  smoke. 
The  watchman  cried  •*  Past  One/  and — I  awoke. 

Here  his  f^rdship  weeps  more  profbftely  than 
ever,  and  the  R — g— t  (who  has  been  very  much 
agitated  during  the  recital  of  the  Dream)  by  a 
■Kyvement  as  chnracteristic  as  that  of  Charles  XIL 
when  he  was  shot,  claps  his  hands  to  his  whiskers 
to  frel  if  all  be  really  safe.  A  Privy  Council  is 
Md^  all  the  8ervfint5,  ke.  are  examined,  and  it 
•pfwars  that  a  Tailor,  who  had  come  to  men«iire 
|}ie  R— g<— t  for  a  Dreas  (which  takes  three  whole 
p^gef  of  the  best  superfine  ctrntjuant  in  describing) 
was  the  only  person  who  had  been*m  the  Bourboo 
Chamber  during  the  day.  It  is,  accordingly , 
dftermined  to  setae  the  Tailor^  and  the  Council 
btreaks  np  with  a  nnaiiiinoua  resolution  to  be 
vigorous. 

The  commtncemeiit  of  the  Secotid  Aet  turns 


chiefly  upon  the  Trial  and  Imprisonment  of  two 
Brothers'^* but  as  this  forms  the  undo-  plot  of 
the  Drama,  I  shall  CNtmteot  myself  with  extracting 
fmm  it  the  following  speech,  which  is  addressed 
the  two  Brothers,  as  they  **  eaeunt  severally  "  to 
Prison : — 

Go  to  your  priaona — though  the  air  of  Spnog 

No  mountaio  coolness  to  your  cheeks  shall  bring; 

Though  Summer  flowers  shall  pass  nnseeu  away. 

And  all  your  portion  of  the  glorious  day 

3lay  lie  some  solitary  beam  that  falls. 

At  mom  or  eve,  upon  your  dreary  walls — 

Some  beam  that  enters,  trembling  as  if  aw'd. 

To  tell  how  gay  the  young  world  luughs  abroad! 

Yet  go — for  thought*  as  blessed  as  the  air 

CW  Spring  or  Summer  flowers  await  you  there ; 

Thoughts,  sneh  as  He,  who  fea^s  his  courtly  crew 

In  rich  conBcm'atories,  never  knew  ; 

Pure  self-esteem — the  smiles  that  light  within  — 

The  Zeal,  whose  circling  charities  begin 

With  the  few  lov'd  ones  Heaven  has  placed  it  near. 

And  spread,  till  all  Mankind  are  in  its  sphere  ; 

The  Pride,  that  suffers  without  vaunt  or  plea. 

And  (he  fresh  Spirit,  thai  can  warble  free. 

Through  prisoa-barSt  its  hymn  to  Liberty  1 

The  Scene  next  changes  to  a  Tailor's  Work-shop, 
and  a  fancifully -arranged  group  of  these  Artists  is 
diaeovcred  upon  the  Shop-ljoarrl —  Their  task  evi- 
dently of  a  ro^I  nature,  from  ilie  profusion  of 
gold-lace,  frogs,  &c.  tliat  lie  al^out  —  They  all  rise 
and  come  forward,  while  one  of  them  siogs  the 
following  Stanzas  to  the  luoe  of  **  Derry  Down," 

My  brave  brother  Tailors,  come,  straighten  your 

knees, 
For  a  moment,  like  gentlemen,  stand  up  at  eaae. 
While  I  sing  of  our  P e  (and  a  fig  for  his 

railers) 
The  Shop -board's  delight!  the  MsBeenatof  Tailoral 
Derry  down,  down,  dowti  deny  dtmn. 

Some  monarchs  take  roundaboat  ways  into  Do4e, 
While  His  short  cut  to  fume  is  —  the  cut  of  hie 

coat; 
Philip's  Son  thought  the  World  was  too  smaU  ibr 

bis  Soul, 
Bat  our  R — g — t's  finds  room  in  a  hic'd  button-hole. 
Derry  down,  &c* 

Look  through  all  Europe's  Kings — those,  ai  lesst, 

who  go  loose  — 
Not  a  King  of  them  all's  sneh  a  friend  to  the  Goose, 

*  Mr.  LHfli  Hunt  snd  hi*  htotiwt. 
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Sot  God  keep  him  increasing  in  Kiae  and  renOTro, 

StUl  tlie  Ibtteflt  And  be^t  fitted  P q  about  town! 

Deny  down,  &c. 

Derry  down  **  of  this  last  verse,  a 

TO  the  S— c— t— y  of  S e'a  Office 

Tttshcs  on,  and  tbe  smgcr  (who^  luckily  for  llie 
effect  of  the  scene,  is  the  very  Tailor  suspected  of 
the  mysterious  f ragmen te)  is  int4?rrupted  in  the 
midst  of  his  laudatory  exertions,  and  hurried  away^ 
to  the  DO  small  surprise  and  constematioa  of  his 
comrades.  The  Plot  now  hastens  rapidly  in  lu 
developement*— the  manugi^niifQt  of  the  Tailor's 
examination  is  highly  skilful,  and  the  alaru},  which 
be  is  made  to  betmy,  is  Qatuml  withuut  iR'ing 
ludicrous.  The  explanation,  too,  which  he  fiually 
gives  u>  not  more  simple  than  satisfactory.  It 
appears  that  the  said  fragments  formed  part  of  a 
•elf-cxeulpatnry  note,  which  he  had  intended  to 
send  to  Colonel  M*M  —  o  upon  suhjects  pm-ely 
profe^iooal,  and  I  lie  corresponding   bits  (which 


still  lie  luckily  in  his  pocket)  being  produced,  and 
skilfully  laid  beside  the  otht-rt),  the  following 
bitlet^^doux  is  the  eatisfactory  result  of  their  Jiuta- 
pofiitioo. 

Honoured  Colonel  —  my  Wife,  who*8  the  Queen  of 

all  slatternSj 
Neglected  to  put  up  the  Book  of  new  Patterns. 
She  sent  the  wrong   Measures  too — shamefully 

wrong  — 
They're  the  siune  us'd  for  ptjor  Mr,  Lambert,  when 

young  ; 
Btit,  bless  you  1  they  woutdn*t  go  half  round  the 

R-g— t  — 
So,    hope   you'll    excuse   yours   till   death,   most 

obedient. 

This  fully  explains  the  whole  mystery  —  the 
R — g — t  resumes  his  wonted  smiles^  and  the  Drama 
terminates  as  usual^  to  the  satisfaction  of  all  par- 
tics. 
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2XOAAZONT02  AIXOAIA. 


THE  INSURRECTION  OF  TOE  PAPERS. 


**  U  woultl  be  {mpoMlbto  for  )iU  HojfJil  K%hne*i  to  d\um- 
fofe  111*  p«r«on  frani.  th«  c^cuffiulaUng  pile  of  papcn  that 
ooeoRipStted  it."—  Lord  Caktlbi tAGH'i  Spcrck  upon  CotoHef 
itMrnkm's  Afipoimtrft^mt,  Aprii  14.  L4I2. 

Laht  night  I  toss'd  aod  turn'd  in  bed, 
But  could  not  sleep  —  at  length  I  said, 
"  ril  think  of  Viscount  C — stl — r— gh, 
"  And  of  his  speeches — that's  the  way." 
And  »o  it  was,  for  instantly 
I  slept  as  Kound  as  souuil  could  be. 
And  then  I  dreamt  —  so  dread  a  dream  1 
Fuseli  liJis  no  such  tlicme ; 
I^wis  never  wrote  or  lH»rrow*d 
Adj  horror,  half  so  horrid  I 

Methottght  the  Pr        c,  in  whisker'd  state. 
Before  m^  at  his  breakfiist  sate  ; 


On  one  side  lay  unread  Petitions, 
On  t'other.  Mints  from  6ve  Physicians  ; 
Htre  tradesmen's  hills,*- oOieial  paix^rs. 
Notes  from  my  LaiJy,  drams  for  vapours  — 
7%ertr  plans  of  saddles,  tea  and  toast, 
Death-warrants  and  the  Morning  Post 

\^nien  lo  I  the  Papers,  one  and  all, 
As  if  at  some  magieian's  coll. 
Began  to  flutter  of  themselves 
From  desk  and  table,  floor  and  shelvei, 
And,  cutting  each  some  different  capers, 
Advanced,  oh  Jacobinic  paperbl 
As  though  they  said,  **  Our  sole  design  is 
^'  To  sulfiH'ftte  his  Royal  Highness  I  ** 
The  Leader  of  this  vile  sedition 
Was  a  huge  Cijttholie  Petition, 
With  grievances  so  full  aud  heavy, 
It  thneafeo'd  worst  of  all  the  bevy. 
Then  Commou-Ifull  Addresses  came 
In  swaggering  sheets,  and  took  their  mm 
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Ai  if  dbCcmnW  to  be  XMd. 

Bat  TradMBMB'i  BiDi  began  to  fly, 

Jkmd  TrediMHieii'i  BQln^  we  know,  mount  bi^ ; 

Kaj,  cVn  Deeth-warruite  tbooght  tbey'd  beet 

Be  Uvdj  too^  end  J(»n  the  reet 


Baft,  oh  tibe  beeeet  of  defectioae  1 
Hie  letter  about «« prediketkme  "— 
Hie  own  dear  Letter,  Toid  d  graee, 
How  flew  np  in  in  peientli.flwe  t 
flhoek'd  with  hie  breaeh  of  filial  duty. 
He  Joit  could  mumrar  "ce  Tn  Aicfe  y  " 
Theo  eonk,  enbdoed  npcm  the  floor 
▲t  FoK'e  boat,  to  riae  no  more  I 

I  wnk'd — end  praj'd,  with  lifted  band, 
**  Ohl  never  may  this  Dream  pnnre  tme ; 

**  Tlioagli  paper  o?erwhelma  the  land, 
**  Let  it  not  cmah  the  Sorereign  too  1 " 


PARODY 


OV  ▲  CnUBBBATKD  LBTTEB.1 

At  length,  deanet  Freddy,  the  moment  ia  nigh. 
When,  with  P— ro— y— !*•  leave,  I  may  throw  my 

ehainaby; 
And,  aa  time  now  ia  preciooa,  the  first  thing  I  do, 
la  to  ait  down  and  write  a  wise  letter  to  you. 


I  meant  befiire  now  to  have  sent  you  this  Letter, 
Bat  T — ^rm— th  and  I  thought  perhaps  'twould  be 

better 
To  wait  till  the  Irish  a&irs  were  decided— 
(That  is,  till  both  Houses  had  prosed  and  divided, 
With  all  dne  appearance  of  thoaght  and  digestion) — 
For,  though  H~rtf~rd  House  had  long  settled 

theqoestion, 
I  tbooght  it  bat  decent,  between  me  and  you. 
That  the  two  other  Houses  should  settle  it  too. 

I  Letter  from  bis  Rojral  HlghneM  the  Prince  Regent  to  the 
Dak«or  York.  Feb.  18. 1812. 

*  **  I  think  it  hardly  neeeteary  to  call  your  recollection  to 
dM  reetot  dreimntaDeee  under  which  I  auuned  tlie  authority 
deieteted  to  me  by  Parliament.*'  ~  Primce*a  Letter, 

>  *«  My  ienie  of  duty  to  our  Royal  (kther  lolely  decided 
CbatdMioe.**— /Ml 


I  need  not  remind  yoa  how  cursedly  bad 
Oar  affairs  were  all  looking,  when  Father  went 

mad;< 
A  straight  waistcoat  on  him  and  restrictions  <m  me, 
A  more  UmuUd  Monarchy  could  not  well  be. 
I  was  call*d  npcm  then,  in  that  moment  of  puzale. 
To  choose  my  own  liinister  — just  aa  they  muzsle 
A  playftil  young  bear,  and  then  mock  his  disaster. 
By  bidding  him  choose  out  his  own  dancing- 
master. 

I  thought  the  best  way,  as  a  dutifbl  son. 
Was  to  do  aa  Old  Royalty's  self  would  have  done.9 
So  I  sent  word  to  say,  I  would  keep  the  whole 

batch  in. 
The  same  chest  of  tools,  without  cleansing  or 

patching; 
For  tools  of  this  kind,  like  Martinus*s  sconce ;  ^ 
Would  lose  all  their  beauty,  if  purified  once ; 
And  think — only  think — if  our  Father  should 

find. 
Upon  graciously  coming  again  to  his  mind,  ^ 
That  improvement  had  spoiled  any  fkvourite  ad- 
viser— 
That  R~  se  was  grown  honest,  or  W — stm — rel — nd 


That  R— d — ^r  was,  ev'n  by  one  twinkle,  the 
brighter— 

Or  L — V — rp — I's  speeches  but  half  a  pound  light- 
er— 

What  a  shock  to  his  old  royal  heart  it  would  be ! 

No ! — fiur  were  such  dreams  of  improvement  from 
me: 

And  it  pleas'd  me  to  find,  at  the  House,  where,  you 
know,* 

There's  such  good  mutton  cutlets,  and  strong 
cura^oa?. 

That  the  Marchioness  call'd  me  a  duteous  old  boy, 

And  my  Y — rm — ^th*s  red  whiskers  grew  redder 
for  joy. 

You  know,  my  dear  Freddy,  how  oft,  if  I  wouldj 
By  the  law  of  last  Sessions  I  might  have  done  good. 
I  might  have  withheld  these  political  noodles 
From  knocking  their  heads  against  hot  Yankee 

Doodles  ; 
I  might  have  told  Ireland  I  pitied  her  lot. 
Might  have  sooth'd  her  with  hope — but  yoa  know 

I  did  not 

*  The  antique  shield  of  Martinui  Scriblerui,  which,  upon 
icouring,  turned  out  to  be  only  an  old  iconce. 

»  *'  I  waved  any  personal  gratiflcatlon,  in  order  that  his 
Maiesty  might  resume,  on  his  restoration  to  health,  every 
power  and  prerogative,**  Ac — Frime**i  Letter, 

*  '*  And  I  hare  the  satis&ction  of  knowing  that  sodi  was 
the  opinion  of  persons  for  whose  Judgment,**  he.  ttc — AM. 

7  The  leCt«r-wrlter*i  flsTonrito  hmefaeon. 
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And  my  vhh  is,  in  tmtK  that  ihe  best  of  old 

fellows 
Bhonld  DfiL,  QQ  recovcriag,  havtf  cauae  to  be  jeilotiA, 
But  Und  that,  irhile  lie  has  been  laid  on  the  sbelf) 
We've  bcea  nil  of  ob  nearly  ns  mad  as  himielf. 
Yon  smile  at  my  hopes ^ — ^bnt  the  Doctors  and  I, 
Are  the  last  that  can  thmk  the  K — ng  ct>«r  will  die  ■ 

A  new  era's  arrived ''^ — thoagh   you'd  liardly 
believe  it  — 
And  all  things,  of  course,  must  be  new  to  receive  it 
New  yiiias,  new  futes  (which  ev'n  AVaithman  at- 
tends)— 
New  Middlea,  new  heltnets,  and  —  why  not  new 
JHtmUf 


I  repeat  it, "  New  Friends  ** — for  I  cannot  describe 
The  delight  I  am  in  with  this  P — re— v— I  tribe. 
Such  capering!  —  Such  vapouring  t  — Such  rigour! 

—  Such  vijBfour  1 
North,  South,  Eaat,  and  West,  Ihey  hare  cot  such 

a  figttre, 
That  soou  they  will  bring  the  whole  world  romnd 

our  ears. 
And  leave  us  no  fViendg— but  Old  Nick  and  Algiers* 

W^en  I  think  of  the  glory  they've  beam'd  on 
my  chains, 
'Tig  enough  quite  lo  tum  my  illustrtoua  brains. 
It  is  irue  we  are  bankropts  in  commerce  luirl  richei, 
But  tliink  how  we  fiud  our  Allies  io  ot-w  breeches! 
We've  lost  the  warm  hearts  of  the  Irish,  'tis  granted, 
But  then  we^ve  got  Java,  on  island  miicU  wanted, 
To  put  the  laiit  lingering  few  who  remain, 
Of  the  Walcheren  warriors,  out  of  their  pciio. 
Then  how  Wellington  fiigbts !  and  how  squabbles 

his  brother  E 
F^  Papists  the  one,  and  with  Papists  the  other; 
Om  crushing  Napoleon  by  taking  a  City, 
While  t'otlier  hiys  vraste  a  whole  Cath'lic  Com- 
mittee. 
Oh  deedH  of  rtMiown  !  —  shall  1  boggle  or  flinch, 
WUh  such  prospects  before  me?  by  Jove,  not  an 

Inoh. 
flo^Ut  JSuj/Awwf*  affain  go  to  rack,  if  they  will, 
Wi»'H  lonk  tktu*t  i\i  affain  of  the  Cmtinent  still  j 
Ami,  with  mtlhing  at  home  but  starvation  and  riot, 
|<M  i»\%\um  Ui  liri'iul,  and  keep  Sicily  quiet 


'  I  ftMiAlulf  MM  tlii  iMl  ii«r»on  In  lht>  klnidom  to  whom 

.*«  •Miv»il,  MMk  t  «;«iinoi  liul  t»fl«ct  m\lh 
(hut 
nUUUm*  U*  ItMliilgVf  ail  r«i«1»lin«ila  to 


I  am  proud  to  declare  I  have  no  predilecticms, ' 
My  heart  is  a  sieve,  where  some  ineatler'd  offeotioiu 
Are  just  danc'd  about  for  a  moment  or  two. 
And   the  Jimr  they  are,  the    more  sure  to  nm 

thrtvugh : 
Neither  feci  I  reaentments,  nor  wish  there  should 

couie  ill 
To  mortal  ^cjiccpt   (now    I  think    on't)   Beau 

Br — mm — 1 
Who  threatened  last  year,  in  a  Kiiperfine  passion. 
To  cut  Mf,  and  bring  the  old  K — ng  into  fashion. 
This  is  all  I  can  lay  to  my  conscience  at  present; 
When  such  is  my  temper,  so  neutral,  bo  pleasant, 
So  royally  free  from  all  troublesonie  feelings, 
So  little  encumber'd  by  fuith  in  my  dealings 
(And  that  Fm  consistent  the  world  will  allow, 
What  I  was  at  Newmarket  the  same  I  am  now). 
UMien  such  are  my  merits  (you  know  I  hate  crack- 
ing), 
I  hope,  like  the  Vender  of  Best  Patent  Blacking, 
'*To  meet  with  the  generous  and  kind  apprcbation 
"  Of  a  candid,  enlightened,  and  liberal  nation." 

By  the  bye,  ere  I  close  this  magnificent  Letter, 
(No  man,  except  Pole,  could  have   writ  you  a 

better,) 
Twould  please  me  if  those,  whom  I've  humbug'd 

so  long  * 
With  the  notion  (good  men  1)  that  I  knew  right 

from  wrong. 
Would  ii  few  of  them  join  me — -mind,  only  a  few^ 
To  kt  ffio  much  light  in  on  me  never  would  do; 
But  even  Grey's  brightness  shan't  make  me  afraid. 
While  I've  C^md— n  and  Eld— n  to  fl.y  to  for 

shade; 
Nor  wvW  Holland's  clear  intellect  do  us  much  harm. 
While  there's    W — stm — rel— nd    near    him    to 

weaken  the  charm* 
As  for  Moira's  high  spirit  if  aught  can  subdue  it. 
Sure  joining  with  H — rtf— rd  and  Y— rm— tb  will 

do  it! 
Between  R — d— r  and  VTh — rt — n  let  Sheridan  sit, 
And  the  fogs  will  soon  quench  even  Sheridan's  wil: 
And  against  all  the  pure  public  feeling  that  glows 
Ev*n  in  Whiibread  himself  we*ve  a  Host  in  (J— rge 

K— •el 
So,  in  short,  if  they  wish  to  have  Placet,  they 

may, 
And  rU  thank  you  to  tell  all  these  matters  to  Grey  ^ 


*  "  1  nmnot  concltMie  wltlioat  cipT*?Mlng  thr  frttUAcAtloo 
I  thmild  feel  If  tone  ol  tboM  pcrkoot  wuh  whom  \\w  e>«r1r 
hsbtt*  of  my  public  tifo  wer«  fbrmfid  wouM  atrtmfthen  nf 
ha«d«,  and  cooitltute  a  part  of  my  fovcrnmfnt/*  ^  Iht4, 

^  *'  You  are  authorised  to  communicate  thp'«^  wutlmmti  (o 
t#ord  Gnr/,  who,  1  have  do  doubt,  will  make  them  known  to 
Lord  Or«iTin«,"  —  Ibid. 
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Who»  I  dflvkt  Ml,  vffl  vrile  (as  tlMfe*t  ao  tiM  to 

Books,  that,  hr  tram  erery  eye. 

Umi) 

Bj'  l^t  imvytBUj  port  to  teQ  GmTilk  the  nevi; 

Slick  them  in  between  the  two. 

Aad  nov,  devMt  Fred  (tlioagh  Fve  do  predOee- 

Prood  Pea-hen  and  old  Cuckoo. 

tk-X 

Now  yoa  hare  the  triple  feather. 

With  a  silken  tie,  whose  hue 

Once  was  brilliaat  Buff  and  Blue; 

Sallied  now—alas,  how  much ! 

crowingl 

Only  fit  for  Y— rm~th*s  touch. 

There— enough— thy  task  is  done ; 
Present,  worthy  G ge's  Son; 

ANACREONTIC 

Now,  beneath,  in  letters  neat. 
Write  •*  I  auTB,**  and  aU's  complete. 

TO  ▲  PUTMAeOEm. 

Fnn  and  feothery  artiieii. 

Beat  of  Phimista  0^  joa  ean 

'With  TOOT  art  so  &r  prefome) 

Make  for  am  a  Pr— ee*s  Plume— 
Feathen  eoft  and  ftathen  rare. 

EXTRACTS 

Soeh  ae  ioila  a  Pr— ee  to  wear. 

FBOM  THE  DIABT   OF  A  POLITICLUr. 

Firrt,  thoa  downieit  of  men. 

n'edme»im9. 

Seek  AM  oat  a  fine  Pea-hen; 

Such  a  Hen,  so  tall  and  grand. 

just  now — 

As  by  Jono's  tide  might  stand. 

Met  the  oidydlow  ehariot^,  and  made  a  low  bow. 

If  tiiere  were  no  cocks  at  hand. 

This  I  did,  of  course,  thinking  twas  loyal  and  ciril. 

Seek  her  iieathers,  soft  as  down. 

But  got  such  a  look— oh  'twas  black  as  the  deril! 

Kt  to  shine  on  Pr — ce's  crown; 

How  unlucky  t — incog,  he  was  travlling  about. 

If  thoa  canst  not  find  them,  stupid ! 

And  I,  like  a  noodle,  must  go  find  him  out. 

Ask  the  way  of  Prior's  Cupid.« 

Memi, — when  next  by  the  old  yellow  chariot  I  ride. 

Ranging  these  in  order  doe. 

To  remember  there  if  nothing  princely  inside. 

Ploek  me  next  an  old  Cuckoo; 

EmUem  of  the  happy  fiites 

Tkursdag. 

Of  easy,  kind,  comoted  mates. 

At  Leree  to-day  made  another  sad  blunder — 

Flock  him  well — be  sure  you  do — 

What  can  be  come  oyer  me  lately,  I  wonder  ? 

Who  wouldn't  be  an  old  Cuckoo, 

The  Pr— ce  was  as  cheerful,  as  if;  all  his  life. 

Thus  to  hare  his  plumage  blest, 

He  had  neyer  been  troubled  with  Friends  or  a 

Beaming  on  a  R — ^y — 1  crest  ? 

Wife— 

"  Fme  weather,**  says  he— to  which  I,  who  muMi 

Braro,  Plumist! — now  what  bird 

prate. 

Shan  we  find  for  Plume  the  third? 

Answered,  **  Tes,  Sir,  but  changeable  rather,  of  late." 

Tou  must  get  a  learned  Owl, 

He  took  it,  I  fear,  for  he  looked  somewhat  gruff. 

'  Bleakest  of  blark-letter  fowl,  - 

And  handled  his  new  pair  of  whiskers  so  rough. 

Bigot  bird,  that  hates  the  light,  s 

That  before  all  the  courtiers  I  fear*d  they'd  come 

Foe  to  aU  that's  &ir  and  bright 

off; 

Seize  his  quills,  (so  form'd  to  pen 

And  then.  Lord,  how  Geramb^  would  triumph- 

Books S  that  shun  the  search  of  men ; 

antly  scoff  I 

<  **  I  ihan  MDd  a  copy  of  thii  letter  immedtetoly  to  Mr. 

4  In  allusion  to  **  the  Book"  whtcb  created  toch  a  mm- 

PtoMTsl.** — Prinee*a  Letter. 

atkm  aft  that  period. 

•  8m  Prior's  poem,  entitled  **  Tbe  Dore." 

ft  Tbe  imeog.  Tehide  of  tbe  Pr-^ce. 

»  F— TO-v-L 

•  BaroQ  Oeraiib,  tbe  rival  of  bte  R.  U.  la  wUikm. 
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Mem — to  bay  for  son  Dicky  some  onguentor  lotion 
To  nourish  his  whiskers — sure  road  to  promotion  I  > 


Last  night  a  Concert — vastly  gay — 
Given  by  Lady  C — stl — r — ^gh. 
My  Lord  loves  music,  and,  we  know. 
Has  "two  strings  always  to  his  bow.**« 
In  choosing  songs,  the  R — g — t  nam*d 
"  Had  I  a  heart  for  falsehood /ram*d.** 
While  gentle  H— rtf— d  begg'd  and  pray*d 
For  **  Young  I  am^  and  aore  afraid,^ 


EPIGRAM. 

What  news  to-day  ? — Oh  I  worse  and  worse - 
••  Mac'  is  the  Pr— ce*s  Privy  Purse  I  "— 
The  Pr— ce's  Puree  !  no,  no,  you  fool, 
You  mean  the  Pr— ce's  Ridicule. 


KING  CRACK  *  AND  HIS  IDOLa 

WmiTTEN    ArrER    THE    LATB    NSOOTIATION    FOB 
▲  NEW   M— If — fTBT. 

Kmo  Crack  was  the  best  of  all  possible  Kings, 
(At  least,  so  his  Courtiers  would  swear  to  you 
ghidly,) 

But  Crack  now  and  then  would  do  het'rodox  things. 
And,  at  last,  took  to  worshipping  Images  sadly. 

Some  broken-down  Idols,  that  long  had  been  plac*d 

In  his  father's  old  Cabinet,  pleas'd  him  so  much. 

That  he  knelt  down  and  worshipped,  though — such 

was  his  taste!  — 

They  were  monstrous  to  look  at,  and  rotten  to 

touch. 

And  these  were   the    beautifbl  Gods  of   King 
Crackl  — 
But  his  People,  disdaining  to  worship  such  things. 


I  BntUnd  U  not  the  only  countiy  where  merit  ofthU  klod 
Is  noticed  and  rewarded.  "  I  renember,**  sajt  Taremier.  **  to 
have  leen  one  of  the  King  of  Persia's  porters,  whose  mustaches 
were  so  long  that  he  could  tie  them  behind  his  nedi,  for  which 
reason  he  had  a  double  pension." 

*  A  rhetorical  figure  used  by  Lord  C~stl  r  gh.  In  one 
of  his  speedies. 

*  Colonel  M—em-Ji-o. 


Cried  aloud,  one  and  all,  **  Come,  your  Godships 
must  pack — 
**  You'll  not  do  for  us,  though  you  may  do  for 
Kings:* 

Then,  trampling  these  images  under  their  feet. 
They  sent  Crack  a  petition,  beginning  **  Great 
Cssar! 
"  We're  willing  to  worship ;  but  only  entreat 
**  That  you'll  find  us  some  decenter  Godheads 
than  these  are." 

*•  m  try,"  says  King  Crack  —  so  they  ftimish'd 
him  models 
Of  better  shap'd  Gods,  but  he  sent  them  all 
back; 
Some  were  chisell'd  too  fine,  some  had  heads  'stead 
of  noddles. 
In  short,  they  were  all  much  too  godlike  for 
Crack. 

So  he  took  to  his  darling  old  Idols  again. 

And,  just  mending  their  legs  and  new  bronzing 
their  faces. 
In  open  defiance  of  Gods  and  of  man. 
Set  the  monsters  up  grinning  once  more  in  their 
places. 


WHAT'S  MY  THOUGHT  LIKE  ? 

Quest  Wht  is  a  Pump  like  V— sc— nt  C— stl— 
r-gh? 

Anew.  Because  it  is  a  slender  thing  of  wood. 
That  up  and  down  its  awkward  arm  doth  sway. 
And  coolly  spout  and  spout  and  spout  away. 

In  one  weak,  washy,  everlasting  flood! 


4  One  of  those  antediluvian  Princes,  with  whom  Manetho 
and  Whiston  seem  so  intimately  acquainted.  If  we  had 
thr  Memoirs  of  Thoth,  fhmi  which  Manetho  compiled  his 
History,  wo  should  find,  I  dare  say,  that  Crack  was  only 
a  Regent,  and  that  he,  perhaps,  succeeded  Typhon,  who 
(as  Whiston  says)  was  the  last  King  of  the  AntedUuvian 
Dynasty. 
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o — B— If— at 


ID  2Ccd  ^  viik  thM  grim  &oe  of 


-Wl7i«te. 


5cd»  looking  fan  ia  kkpkix. 
B  oil  eanKUBce. 


WBEATHS  FOR  THE  MINISTERS. 


Or.Crf 
Fraoit 
Where 


Flora,  Qnecn  of  TVamtttl 
thee  froM  Old  Rrompcon's  bowers — 
ffwofter  that  abode) 
be  KiBg^s  wdl-odoor'd  Road, 
each  little  aaroefy  bod 

gailj  twine 
Bd  flowers  of  tbine 
Ibr  tbooe,  who  rale  ns» 
who  rale  aad  (aooie  aj)  tool  as — 
■are,  will  lore  to  pkaie 
fsHoBseboU  Deities!* 


5iezt.  cmr  C--ecl — r~gh  «>  <f«wB» 
Briag  ae  froM  the  CoasiT  Uowa. 
Withered  ShawrwkJL  whach  haT«  be«n 
Gilded  oVr.  to  hade  the  grven — 
V^Soeh  as  H— df— t  brvMi^t  away 
Fnooi  P^-MaU  bM  Purick  s  dsj  ^>~ 
Stheh  the  |:arlaBd  thivogb  And  thnMgh 
Wish  shabbj  thrvads  i/mrrjr  kwt:  — 
Aaiaft.  Gtiddew!  — ACnr  SL^tf — 
Hs  k>nish:p  Iot«s  y^thou^  NMt  of  aiea) 
A  Little  ftrtenr,  now  and  then* 
Crimp  the  leares*  thoa  first  of  Syrenew 
Crimp  them  with  tbj  earliag-iroQik. 

That's  enoogh — awar,  away  — 
Had  1  leisorv,  I  eookl  my 
How  the  MJtat  nm  that  glows 
3Iast  be  plnek'd  to  deck  i)U  Rcae— 
How  the  Doctor'k^  brow  shoaM  smile 
Crown'd  with  wreaths  of  camomilcw 
Bat  time  presses  —  to  thy  taste 
I  kare  the  rest.  so.  prithee,  baste ! 


Fint  yoB  mnst  then,  willy-nillT, 
Fetch  me  maay  an  orange  lily — 
Orange  of  the  darkest  dye 
Iriih  G — ff— rd  ean  sopply ;  — 
Choow  me  oot  the  longest  sprig. 
And  stick  it  in  old  Eld— n*s  wig. 

Find  me  next  a  Poppy  posy. 
Type  of  his  barangnes  so  dozy, 
Cbrland  gnady,  dull  and  cool. 
To  crown  the  bead  of  L~t — rp — L 
Twill  console  his  brilliant  brows 
For  that  lorn  of  hmrel  boagh^ 
Which  they  saffer*d  (what  a  pity !) 
On  the  road  to  Paris  City. 

>  Edward  Bjrae,  the  bc«l  of  tbe  Delegmtct  of  the  Irish 


I  EPIGRAM. 

I 

'  DUOjOGrK  BBTWXKX  ▲  DOWlQKm  ASCD  KXB  MAID 
I       02V  TUB  SnCHT  OF  lX>aD  T — ftX — ^TB^S  FtTS. 

:  **  I  WAST  the  Coort  Gnide,'*  said  my  lady,  ""to  look 
I  **  If  tbe  House,  Seymour  Place,  beat  sa  or 
I  20."— 

**  We  Tc  lost  tbe  Comrt  GmkU^  Ma'am,  bat  heie^ 

Where  yoall  find,  I  dare  ay,  Seymour  Phn* 

in  plenty!" 


>  TW  sadcoU,  in  Iflw  manner,  crowned  their  Lares,  or 
Boosriwid  Gods.  Sc«  Javenal,  Sat.  9.  It.  138.  —  Plutarch, 
too,  tails  OS  that  HoosdMld  Gods  were  then,  as  tlMj  are  now, 
"*  wnA  given  to  War  and  penal  Statdtes.*'— i^imi^wr  jmu 

s  Certain  tinsel  hnifitioni  of  the  Shamrock  which  are  dis- 
tribaled  by  tbe  SerraaU  of  C n  House  every  Pa- 
trick's Diy. 


HORACE,  ODE  XL  LIR  IL 

FaEELT  TRAXaULTBD  BT  THK  PB^CB  B^O— T.^ 

•  Comb,  Y — rm — th,  my  boy,  nerer  troaUt  ytmr 
brains. 
About  what  your  old  crony. 
The  Emperor  Boney, 
Is  doing  or  brewing  on  Muscovy's  plaint  \ 

4  The  9o^rffmft  given  to  Lord  Sidmooth. 

•  This  and  the  following  are  extracted  tnm  a  Week, 
which  may,  some  time  or  other,  sMet  the  ejre  of  tbe  Fuhlto— 
entitled  "  Odes  of  Horace,  done  into  BngUsh  by  stvsral  Bir- 
soosofFashkm.** 

•  Quid  bellirosas  Cantabcr.  et  Scythes, 
Hlrplne  Quincti,  cogltet,  Hadria 

Oivisos  obiecto,  rsMittas 
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1    Nor  tremble,  my  lad,  at  the  state  of  our  granaries: 

While  Otto  of  Roses 

Should  there  come  famine. 

Refreshing  all  noses 

Still  plenty  to  cram  in 

Shall  sweetly  exhale  from  our  whiskers  and  wigs. 

You  always  shall  have,  my  dear  Lord  of  the 

Stannaries. 

'■*  What  youth  of  the  Household  will  cool  our  Noyau 

In  that  streamlet  delicious. 

Brisk  let  us  revel,  while  revel  we  may; 

That  down  "midst  the  dishes, 

«  For  the  gay  bloom  of  fifty  soon  passes  away. 

AUfUlofgoldfishti, 

And  then  people  get  fat. 

Romantic  doth  flow? — 

And  infirm,  and— all  that, 

»o  Or  who  will  repair 

3  And  a  wig  (I  confess  it)  so  clumsily  sits. 

That  it  frightens  the  little  Loves  out  of  their  wits; 

And  see  if  the  gentle  Marchesa  be  there? 

Go — bid  her  haste  hither. 

4  Thy  whiskers,  too,  Y—  rm— th !—  alas,  even  they. 

1^   And  let  her  bring  with  her 

Though  so  rosy  they  bum. 

The  newest  No-Popery  Sermon  that's  going — 

Too  quickly  must  turn 

>«  Oh!  let  her  come,  with  her  dark  tresses  flowing, 

(What  a  heart-breaking  change  for  thy  whis- 

All gentle  and  juvenile,  curly  and  gay. 

kers!)  to  Grey. 

In  the  manner  of^Ackermann*s  Dresses  for 

May! 

»  Then  why,  my  Lord  Warden,  oh!  why  should 

you  fidget 

Your  mind  about  matters  you  don't  understand  ? 

Or  why  should  you  write  yourself  down  for  an 
idiot. 

HORACE,  ODE  XXIL  LIB.  L 

Because  "yow,"  forsooth,  **hav€  the  pen  in 

FBEELT  TRANSLATED  BT  LORD  £LD~N. 

your  hand/** 

IS  The  man  who  keeps  a  conscience  pure. 

Think,  think  hoW  much  better 

(If  not  his  own,  at  least  his  Prince's,) 

Than  scribbling  a  letter. 

Through  toil  and  danger  walks  secure. 

(Which  both  you  and  I 

Looks  big  and  black,  and  never  winces. 

Should  avoid  by  the  bye,) 

•  How  much  pleasanter  'tis  to  sit  under  the  bust 

"  No  want  has  he  of  sword  or  dagger. 

Of  old  Charley',  my  friend  here,  and  drink 

Cock'd  hat  or  ringlets  of  Geramb; 

like  a  new  one; 

Though  Peers  may  laugh,  and  Papists  swagger. 

While  Charley  looks  sulky  and  frowns  at  me,  just 

He  doesn't  care  one  single  d-mn. 

As  the  Ghost  in  the  Pantomime  frowns  at  Don 

Juan. 

'»  Whether  midst  Irish  chairmen  going. 

•  To  crown  us.  Lord  Warden, 

Or  through  St  Giles's  alleys  dim. 

In  C— mb — rl — ^nd's  garden 

'Mid  drunken  Sheelahs,  blasting,  blowing. 

Grows  plenty  of  monk's  hood  in  venomous  sprigs: 

No  matter,  'tis  all  one  to  him. 

»                        Nee  trepldet  in  luam 

Rettinguet  ardentis  Faleml 

Poicentit  sri  pauca. 

•                                              Fuglt  retro 

10          Qui! elidet  domo 

Levis  JuventM  et  decor. 

Lyden? 

»              Pollente  lucivot  amor«t 

11                    Btmma,  die  age,  cum  lyra  (qu.  Uar-a) 

Canitie. 

Mataret. 

4                                 Keque  uno  Luna  rubnu  nitet 

i>                              Incomtam  Lacsnaa 

Vultu. 

More  comam  religata  nodo. 

»                                     Quid  aetemii  mimorem 

w           Integer  rltae  scelerisque  purus. 

14          Non  eget  Mauri  Jaculis,  neque  arcu, 

•         Cur  non  sub  alU  vel  platano.  vel  bac 

Nee  vencnatU  gravida  sagittis. 

IMnu  Jacentos  sic  tcmere. 

Fusee,  pliaretra. 

'  Charles  Fox. 

1*              Sive  per  Sjrtes  iter  «stuo«as. 

•                                            Roa 

Cano*  odorati  capilioa. 

Dum  licet,  Assyrlaque  nardo 

I^amblt  llydaspet. 

PoCamus  uncti. 

The  Noble  Translator  had.  at  first.  laid  the  accne  of  thcM 

•                                   Quia  poer  odut 

SATIRICAL  AXD  HUMOSOrS  POEXSL 


ler 


T 


Got  (Goi  kmam%  Wv)  «d 


JJkT. 


KEW  COfiTrME  OF  THE  1IIMSTER& 


WhcB  lo!  a  Irak  F 

■folteted 

AeraiBjpatk^gi 

»ii.g»»ib«g-. 

IfiAbitftowB,aBd 

offkeitancd. 

Sor  d  at  w,  era 

willKMt  BT  vig^ 

<  Yet  a  man  iucc  «i  law-boa'd  dog 
Goes  Ml  «D  ana  ia  I>Bblia  CitT, 
Kor  ibakcs  kk  bragae  o'er  Alkn*!  Bof, 
Nor  ipoati  ia  Ga^olie  Coaminee. 


Hatix«  MBtofftkeaoopsof  bnT«  Mj^Camaew  * 
Witk  a  fviagiag  kone-tail  at  cack  TakwtMB  back*  I 
Aad  ioek  kelaicca*  God  Mm  at!  m  aercr  dcck'd 

aaj 
3iale  maian  bdore.  except  Sigaor  Gwraaai — 
-  Lei*s  tee.*  said  tibeB—g—t  (like  Tltas^pctplcx'd  [ 
Wxtk  tibe  datics  of  cnpire.)  **  wkoai  dkotf  I  dic«  | 
De«?"  ; 

s  Ok!  plaee  Be  Bidft  OHoarkcs,  OTooIca, 

Tkc  lagged  rojal-blood  of  Tan;  He  knks  ia  tke  gla«— kat  peifcctioo  ii  tkcre. 

Or  plaee  mt  wkere  Dick  M    n    a  rales  j  Wig.  wkisken.  and  ckia-tafts  all  rigkt  to  a  kair;< 

Tke  koaiekai  wildi  of  Conafmaia;  j  Xol  a  tingle  cr-cnrl  on  kis  Ibrekead  ke  tracca— 

!  For  cvrb  are  like  Minister».  mange  m  tke  caie  ii» 
«  Of  Ckardi  and  Scue  FU  varble  AiU  TheJaUir  tkey  are,  tke  more  Una  in  tkeir  plaeciL 

Tkoo^  eT*n  Dick  M— it^-ns  aetf  ikonld    Hiscoat  ke  next  Tiews—bat  tke  coat  wko  coold 

doubt? 
For  kis  Y^nn— tk*s  own  Frenckificd  kaad  cat  it 

oat ; 
ETery  packer  and  seam  were  made  mattcfs  of  stata. 
And  a  Grand  Hoasekold  Cooncil  traskeldoBaadi 


Sweet  Ckarek  and  State,  like  Jack  and  JiU, 
»  So  kmn^  apon  a  kiU — 

AkI  ne'er  like  Jack  and  JiU  to  tamUe! 


pliti  of  Spall,  ad  had  traulMai  the  words  -  que  locaJUii- 
jotmlwrnta  Hydnpw "  tbui— "  The>Mny  SpanlftrdlMte 
tiM  FiCDch ;  **  boc,  reeollcctiiic  that  It  to  oar  interest  Joit 
Bov  to  ba  mpaetftil  to  fyaafti  CatboUn  (tboagh  there  to 
oartafaily  no  earthly  rcasoo  for  cor  belof  eren  coaamoQly  civil 
to  IrUk  oooa),  be  altered  the  pauage  as  ft  Mands  at  present. 

>  NauMiQe  me  lilrA  lopiu  in  Sabini, 

Dum  mram  canto  Lalagen,  et  ultra 
TenninoB  cnrU  vafor  expeditit, 
Fogiti 


I  CMUioC  help  calling  the  reader's  attention  to  the  peculiar 
ifenuHy  with  whidi  these  lines  are  paraphrased.  Not  to 
Mention  the  happj  converrion  of  the  Wolf  into  a  Pa|rist, 
(sactaf  that  Romulus  was  suckled  by  a  wolf,  that  Rome  was 
founded  by  Romulus,  and  that  the  Pope  has  always  reigned 
at  Rome),  there  to  something  particuhu'ly  neat  in  supposing 
**  mMrm  frrwdnum  **  to  mean  vacation-time :  and  thm  the 
nwdest  consdousness  with  which  the  NoMe  and  Learned 
Translator  has  avoided  touching  upon  the  words  "  curto  «r- 
p0Mi§,"  (or,  as  it  has  been  otherwise  read,  "  eamtis  crpedt- 
U$^**}  and  the  feitdtous  idea  of  hto  bHng  **  hiermto*'  when 
*■  wItiMMit  hto  wig,"  are  altogether  the  most  delectable  spccU 
meos  of  paraphrase  in  our  language. 

*  Quale  portentum  neque  militarto 

Daonlas  latto  aUt  mculetis, 
Kec  Jnb«  tellus  generat  leonum 
Arlda  nutrlx. 


new-ng 


Tken  wkom  skill  ke  drem  ?  ikall  ke 
bisbrotker. 

Great  C— mb— rl— d*s  Doke,  witk  some  kickskaw 
or  otber? 

*  Fane  ma  pigrto  obi  nulla  campts 


beings 


Quod  latos  mnndi,  nrbulsi,  mahasqna 
Jupiter  urget. 
I  must  bete  remark,  that  the  said  Dkk  M— rt-« 
very  good  fellow.  It  was  not  aft  all  (air  to  make  a 
Jupiter  '*  of  him. 
«  Dulee  ridontem  Lalagcn  amabo, 

Dulee  loquentenu 
*  There  cannot  be  inMglncd  a  more  happy  niostndon  oT 
the  hiseparabllity  of  Church  and  State,  and  their  (what  is 
called) »  standing  and  CslUng  together.**  than  thto  aackot 
apologue  of  Jack  and  Jill.    Jack,  of  course^  represanU  tba 
State  in  thto  ingenious  Uttle  Allegory. 
Jack  feU  down. 
And  broke  hto  Ootns. 
And  Jill  cama  tumbUng  after. 


•  That  model  of  Princes,  the  F.mprmr 
particularly  luxurious  to  the  dressing  and  ornamenting 
his  hair.  Ills  consclrnce.  however,  would  not  sull^  him 
trust  himself  with  a  barber,  and  he  used,  accordingly,  to  b« 
offhto  beard—"  tUnor«tonsorls.'*s«ysLampridlus.  (ITAl.i 
gutt.  Scriptor.)  The  dissolute  £Uus  Venia,  too,  was 
attentive  to  the  decoration  of  hto  wig.  ( See  Jul.  Capltolln, 
Indeed,  this  was  not  the  omip  princely  trait  In  the 
of  Verus.  as  be  had  likewise  a  most  hearty  and  dignlllad  o 

tempt  for  hto  Wife Sea  hto  fauialtinf  asfwar  to  bar 

Spartianttt. 


)— 
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And  kindly  inyent  him  more  Christian-like  shapes 
For  his  feather-bed  neckcloths  and  pillory  capes. 
Ah  I  no — here  his  ardour  would  meet  with  delays. 
For  the  Duke  had  been  lately  pack'd  up  in  new 

Stays, 
So  complete  for  the  winter,  he  saw  very  plain 
*Twould  be  deyilish  hard  work  to  unpack  him 

again. 

So,  what*s  to  be  done? — there's  the  Ministers, 

bless  *em !  — 
As  he  made  the  puppets,  why  shouldn't  he  dres8*em  ? 
••  An  excellent  thought  I  —  call  the  tailors  —  be 

nimble — 
**  Let  Cum  bring  his  spy-glass,  and  H—rtf— d 

her  thimble ; 
•*  While  Y — rm— th  shall  give  us,  in  spite  of  all 

quizzers, 
**  The  last  Paris  cut  with  his  true  Gallic  scissors.** 

So  saying,  he  calls  C— stl — r — gh,  and  the  rest 
Of  his  heayen-bom  statesmen,  to  come  and  be  drest 
While  Y — rm — ^th,  with   snip-like  and  brisk  ex- 
pedition, 
Cuts  up,  all  at  once,  a  large  Cath*lic  Petition 
In  long  tailors*  measures,  (the  P — e  crying  **  Well- 
done  1** 
And  first  putf  in  hand  my  Lord  Chancellor  Eld — n. 


CORRESPONDENCE 

BETWEEN  A  LADY  AND  GENTLEMAN, 

UPON  THE   ADVANTAGE  OF  (WHAT  IB  CALLED) 
**  HAYING   LAW  >    ON  ONE*B   SIDE.** 

7^  Gentleman**  Propotal, 


S'ei  pla 


'*  Legg0  aurea, 
«,  ei  Uce." 


Come,  fly  to  these  arms,  nor  let  beauties  so  bloomy 

To  one  frigid  owner  be  tied  ; 
Your  prudes  may  revile,  and  your  old  ones  look 
gloomy. 

But,  dearest,  we*Te  Law  on  our  side. 

Oh  I  think  the  delight  of  two  lovers  congenial. 

Whom  no  dull  decorums  divide ; 
Their  error  how  sweet,  and  their  raptures  how 
venial. 

When  once  thcy*ve  got  Law  on  their  side. 

•  In  aUuiloo  to  Lord  Ell— nt>— gh. 


"Us  a  thing,  that  in  every  King's  reign  has  been 
done,  too : 
Then  why  should  it  now  be  decried  ? 
If  the  Father  has  done  it,  why  shouldn't  the  Son, 
too? 
For  so  argues  Law  on  our  side. 

And,  ev*n  should  our  sweet  violation  of  duty 

By  cold-blooded  jurors  be  tried. 
They  can  buthring  it  in  **  a  misfortune,**  my  beauty. 

As  long  as  we*ve  Law  on  our  side. 


TTie  JLadxfs  Answer, 

Hold,  hold,  my  good  sir,  go  a  little  more  slowly ; 

For,  grant  me  so  faithless  a  bride. 
Such  sinners  as  we,  are  a  little  too  lowly. 

To  hope  to  have  Law  on  our  side. 

Had  you  been  a  great  Prince,  to  whose  star  shining 
o*er  *em 
The  people  should  look  for  their  guide, 
Then  your  Highness  (and  welcome  !)  might  kick 
down  decorum — 
You'd  always  have  Law  on  your  side. 

Were  you  ev*n  an  old  Marquis,  in  mischief  grown 
hoary. 

Whose  heart,  though  it  long  ago  died 
To  the  jAeatwree  of  vice,  is  alive  to  its  glory — 

You  still  would  have  Law  on  your  side. 

But  foryoic.  Sir,  CrinL  Con.  is  a  path  full  of  troubles ; 

By  my  advice  therefore  abide,  - 
And  leave  the  pursuit  to  those  Princes  and  Nobles 

Who  have  wch  a  Law  on  their  side. 


OCCASIONAL  ADDRESS 

FOR  THE  OPENING  OF  THE  NEW  THEATRE 
OF  ST.  8T— PH— N. 

INTENDED  TO  HAVE  BEEN  SPOKEN  BT  THE 
PROPRIETOR  IN  FULL  C08TC7ME,  ON  THE  24TH 
OF  NOVEMBER,    1812. 

This  day  a  New  House,  for  your  edification. 
We  open,  most  thinking  and  right-headed  nation  I 
Excuse  the  materials — though  rotten  and  bad. 
They're  the  best  that  for  money  just  now  could  be 

had; 
And,  if  echo  the  charm  of  such  houses  should  be 
You  will  find  it  shall  echo  my  speech  to  a  T. 


SAHUECAL  AND  HUH CMOrS  FQEHa 
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THE  SALE  OF  THE  TOOLSL 
Hbbk's  a  dntee  tct  cf  Tools  fcr  tool  Ge' 


Wit  01  pora^ 

topbr. 

►••IVrilioPfcT, 
been  ploning  and 

To  get  dHtf  great  actor  froB  Lrreipool,  C--nii--g; 

I  at  the  Cireae  thete^s  Bocfaiog  attneti 
like  a  good  jofir  caai&af  IvoBgiit  in  >vixt  tibe  acti. 
If  the  Ummager  dioald,  vith  the  help  of  Sir 


Gcftnp 


Theyll  fit  jonqoite  handj,  whatvrvr  Toar  trade  ii; 
(Except  it  be  Cmhrntt  watta^;— no  do«b(« 
In  Aat  delieate  aerrice  they'ie  nther  worn  oat ; 
Thoogh  their  owner,  bright  Tooth!  if  he'd  had  hb 

ova  will, 
Woald  hare  boagM  away  vith  theai  joToadT 

•tilL) 
Ton  can  aee  tibej  re  been  piettr  wtell  AatlW— aad 

alack! 
What  tool  is  theie  job  after  job  win  not  hack  ? 
Their  edge  is  bat  dollish,  it  ainst  be  conCeos'd. 

,  And  their  temper,  like  E nb>        h*s»  actte  of 

!  tibebest: 

j  Bat  yoaH  find  them  good  hard-working  ToQli» 

'  upon  trriog. 

I  Wert  bat  for  their  bnus,  tibej  aie  well  worth  the 

boring: 
,  They're  Ikmoos  for  making  Mndk,  tHJtn,  wtA 


ihonld  stop  I  And  are,  some  of  them,  excellent  faraoyinaehiMt. 


Who  baowi  bat  well  hare  to  annonnoe  in  the 


time  —  with    additional 


•Gmd   fi^— second 
cipei'ib 


Be  yoor  taste  for  the  lodicroas,  bomdram,  or  sad. 
There  b  plenty  of  each  in  this  House  to  be  had. 
Where  oar  Manager  mleth,  there  weeping  will  be. 
For  a  dead  kamd  at  trageify  always  was  he  ; 
And  there  nerer  was  dealer  in  dagger  and  cap. 
Who  so  tmiimgfy  got  all  his  tragedies  up. 
His  powers  poor  Ireland  win  never  forget. 
And  the  widows  of  Walcberen  weep  o*er  them  yet 

So  mnchfor  the  actors ; — for  secret  machinery, 
Trmpu,  and  deceptions,  and  shifting  of  scenery, 
T— lui    th  and  Com  are  the  best  we  can  find. 
To  transMt  an  that  trickery  bosiness  behind. 
The  former's  employ'd  too  to  teach  us  French  jigs. 
Keep  the  whiskers  in  curl,  and  look  after  the  wigs. 

In  taking  my  leare  now,  Fve  only  to  say, 
A  fow  Seatg  in  the  Homae,  not  as  yet  sold  away. 
May  be  had  of  the  3ianager,  Pat  C— stl— r— gh. 


>  Lord  C-rtl-r-ffh. 

•  He  had  reccntlj  ben  appoliited  Chancellor  of  the  Rz- 


The  first  Tool  111  pat  np  (they  caU  it  a  CMa* 

ccJbr) 
HeaTy  concern  to  both  purchaser  amd  seller. 
Thoogh  made  of  pig  iron,  yet  worthy  of  note  \is, 
Tis  ready  to  imeit  at  a  half  minute's  notice.' 
Who  bids?   Gentle   buyer!   'twill  turn  as  thon 

shapest; 
TwiU  make  agoodthumb-screw  to  torture  aP^tist; 
Or  else  a  cramp-iron,  to  stick  in  the  wan 
Of  some  church  that  old  women  are  foaiibl  wUl 

fiOl; 
Or  better,  perhaps,  (fbr  Fm  guessing  at  randooB,) 
A  heary  drag-cham  for  some  Lawyer's  old  Ton- 

dtm. 
Win  nobody  bid  ?  It  is  cheap,  I  am  sore,  Sir- 
Once,  twice, — going,  going, — thrice,  gone  !^t  is 

yours.  Sir. 
To  pay  ready  money  you  sha'n't  be  distrest. 
As  a  biU  at  Umg  date  suito  the  Chancellor  belt 

Come,  Where's  the  next  Tool  ?— Oh !  'tis  here 
in  a  trice — 
This  implement,  Ge*mmen,  at  first  was  a  FSeti 
(A  tenacious  and  cloae  sort  of  tool,  that  win  let 
Nothing  out  of  its  grasp  it  once  happens  to  get  t) 

*  An  allttsioo  to  Lord  EM— a*a  lacfaiTmoM  l«diMiM. 
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Bat  it  since  has  receiVd  a  new  coating  of  Tin, 
Bright  enough  for  a  Prince  to  behold  himself  in. 
Come,  what  shall  we  say  for  it?  briskly  I  bid  on. 
Well  the  sooner  get  rid  of  it — going — quite  gone. 
God  be  with  it,  such  tools,  if  not  quickly  knock'd 

down. 
Might  at  last  cost  their  owner — how  much  ?  why, 

a  Crown! 

The  next  Tool  111  set  up  has  hardly  had  handsel  or 
Trial  as  yet,  and  is  alao  a  Chancellor — 
Such  dull  things  as  these  should  be  sold  by  the 

gross; 
Tet,  dull  as  it  is,  'twill  be  found  to  shave  clote. 
And  like  other  close  shavers,  some  courage  to 

gather. 
This  hiade  first  began  by  a  flourish  on  leather,^ 
Tou  shall  have  it  for  nothing — then,  marvel  with 

me 
At  the  terrible  tinkering  work  there  must  be, 
Where  a  Tool  such  as  this  is  (Fll  leave  you  to  judge 

it) 
Is  placed  by  ill  luck  at  the  top  of  t^  Budget  f 


LITTLE  MAN  AND  LITTLE  SOUL. 

A  BALLAD. 

To  ike  tmme  t^**  There  was  a  little  man,  and  he  woo*d  a  littie 
maid." 

DEDICATED  TO  THE  RT.  HON.  CH — RL — 8  ABB — T. 

Arcades  ambo 
Et  cant-ue  paret. 

1813. 
There  was  a  little  Man,  and  lie  had  a  little  Soul, 
And  he  said,  **  Little  Soul,  let  us  try,  try,  try, 
**  Whether  it's  within  our  reach 
"  To  make  up  a  little  Speech, 
**  Just  between  little  you  and  little  I,  I,  I, 
•*  Just  between  little  you  and  little  II  *•— 

Then  said  his  little  Soul, 

Peeping  from  her  little  holt*, 
**  I  protest,  little  Man,  you  are  stout,  stout,  stout, 

**  But,  if  it*8  not  uncivil, 

•*  Pray  tell  me  what  the  devil 
"  Must  our  little,  little  speech  be  about,  Iwut,  bout, 
**  Must  our  little,  little  speech  l>c  about  ?'* 


1  **  Of  the  Uxf*  proposM  hj  Mr.  VansitUrt.  that  prind- 
pallj  oppoMd  tn  Pariiament  wa«  th«  additional  dutj  on 
|««tb«r.**~  4mm,  Register. 


The  little  Man  look'd  big 
With  th'  assistance  of  his  wig. 
And  he  call'd  his  little  Soul  to  order,  order,  order, 
Till  she  fear*d  he*d  make  her  jog  in 
To  gaol,  like  Thomas  Croggan, 
(As  she  wasn't  Duke  or  Earl)  to  reward  her, 
ward  her,  ward  her. 
As  she  wasn't  Duke  or  Earl,  to  reward  her. 

The  litUe  Man  then  spoke, 
**  Little  Soul,  it  is  no  joke, 
"  For  as  sure  as  J— cky  F— 11 — r  loves  a  sup, 
sup,  sup, 
^  I  will  tell  the  Prince  and  People 
«*  What  I  think  of  Church  and  Steeple, 
**  And  my  little  patent  plan  to  prop  them  up,  up,  up, 
**  And  my  little  patent  plan  to  prop  them  up." 

Away  then,  cheek  by  jowl. 
Little  man  and  little  Soul 
Went  and  spoke  their  little  speech  to  a  tittle, 
tittle,  tittle. 
And  the  world  all  dechire 
That  this  priggish  little  pair ' 
Never  yet  in  all  their  lives  look'd  so  little,  little, 
litUe, 
Never  yet  in  all  their  lives  look'd  so  little  I 


REINFORCEMENTS 
FOR  LORD  WELLINGTON. 

Sooaqoe  tlM  oommendat  Troja  Penatet 
Hos  cape  fktorum  comite*.  ViaciL. 

1813. 
As  recruits  in  these  times  are  not  easily  got. 
And  the  Marshal  must  have  them — pray,  why 

should  we  not, 
As  th?  last  and,  I  grant  it,  the  worst  of  our  loans 

to  him, 
Ship  off  the  Ministry,  body  and  bones  to  him  ? 
There's  not  in  all  England,  I'd  venture  to  swear, 
Any  men  we  could  half  so  conveniently  spare  ; 
And,  though  they've  been  helping  the  French  for 

years  past. 
We  may  thus  make  them  useAil  to  England  at  last 
C— stl — r — gh  in  our  sieges  might  save  some  dis- 
graces, 
Beiug  us'd  to  the  taking  and  keeping  of  places; 
And  Volunteer  C — ^nn — g,  still  ready  for  joining. 
Might  show  off  his  talent  for  sly  undermining. 
Could  the  Household  but  spare  us  its  glory  and  pride. 
Old  H— df— t  at  horn-works  again  might  be  tried. 
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ode: 
While  V    M    tt    t  eoold  Tielaal  Uie  troops  iqmi 

And  the  Doetar  look  after  the  Iwggage  mnd  tiek. 

Nay,  I  do  DOC  tee  why  tibe  great  &— g— t  himedf 
SbooU,  in  tioMe  tadi  M  these,  ftij  at  home  OQ  the 

ihdf: 
XlMNi^throaghiiantnrdelQethe'tiiot  fitted  topaas, 
Tct  who  eoald  retiit,  if  he  bore  down  CM  Muae  y 
And  thoog^  oft,  of  an  erening,  perfaape  he  mi^t 

prove. 
Like  our  ^laniih  eoofed'rates,  ''nnaMetomoTe,"  ^ 
Tct  tiiere'soae thing  in  warof  adyantage  onboonded. 
Which  ii,  that  he  coidd  not  with  ease  be  MfTToaiidedL 

In  my  next  I  shall  sing  of  their  arms  and  equip- 


At  present  nomore,  bat— good  faick  to  the  shipment ! 


HORACE,  ODE  L  LIB.  IH. 

▲  FBAOMENT. 

Odi  proftinum  Tolgtu  eC  arceo : 
Farcte  Ungiiia :  earmina  noo  print 
Andita  Mnaamm  saeerdoa 
VlrgUiibiu  pueriMiae  canto. 
Begum  timeDdorum  in  proprio*  grefca, 
Bago  in  ip*o«  iinperiam  est  JorU. 

1813. 
I  HATE  thee,  oh.  Mob,  as  my  Lady  hates  delf ; 
To  Sb  Francis  Fll  give  ap  thy  claps  and  thy 
hisses. 
Leave  old  Blagna  Charta  to  shift  for  itself; 

And,  like  G— dw — n,  write  books  for  yoong 
masters  and  misses. 
Oh!  it  if  not  high  rank  that  can  make  the  heart 
merry, 
ETen  monarchs  themselyes  are  not  fi-ee  from 
mishap: 
Thoogh  the  Lords  of  Westphalia  must  quake  before 
Jerry, 
Poor  Jerry  himself  has  to  quake  before  Nap. 


1  The  character  giren  to  the  Spanish  loldler,  in  Sir  John 
Mamqr*«  memorable  despatch. 

*  The  literal  doseneai  of  the  version  here  cannot  but  be 
admired.  The  Translator  has  added  a  long,  erudite,  and 
Oowerjr  note  iq>oa  Rose$,  of  which  I  can  merelj  give  a  sped- 
mcn  at  present.  In  the  first  place,  he  ransacks  the  Rotarium 
P'oUUatm  of  the  Persian  poet  Sadl.  with  the  hope  of  finding 
some  Political  Roses,  to  match  the  gentleman  hi  the  text— 
but  in  tain :  he  then  tells  us  that  Cicero  accused  Verres  of 
reposing  upon  a  cushion  **  MeUtensi  ro$d  fartum**  which. 
firoa  the  odd  mixture  of  words,  he  supposM  to  be  a  kind  of 
iHik  Bed  of  Botes,  like  Lord  Castlereagh's.    The  learned 


HORACE*  ODE  XXXYIIL  LIB.  L 


▲  FBAOHXHT. 


TILAK8LATKD    BT    ▲    TmKABirmT     CLKEK, 
WAITDfO  DDmBB  FOB  THB  BIGHT  HON. 


BoT,  ten  the  Cook  that  I  hate  all  niek^^Baekcries, 
Fricassees,  Tol-an-Tents,  pnfi»  and   gim-eraek- 


»x  by  the  Horse-Guards!— old  Georgy  is  late— 
Botcome — lay  thetable-doch— aoonds!  donotwait» 
Nor  stop  to  inquire,  wkile  the  dinner  is  staying 
At  which  of  his  places  Old  B^-e  b  delayiBg  I  • 


IMPROMPTU. 

UFON     BBDia    OBUQED    TO  LBAYB    ▲ 

PABTT,     FBOM     THB     WANT    OF    ▲     PAIB     OV 
BBBBTWBa  TO  DBB88  FOB  UMMBB  IN. 

1810. 

Bbtwbbn  Adam  and  me  the  great  dxSiemioe  ii» 
Though  a  paradise  each  has  been  ibre'd  to  rengBt 

That  he  nerer  wore  breeches,  till  tnni*d  ootof  hii^ 
While,  for  want  of  my  breeches,  Pm  baniih'd 
from  mine. 


LORD  WELLINGTON  AND  THE 
MINISTERS. 

1813. 
So  gently  in  peace  Alcibiades  smil'd. 

While  in  battle  he  Bh<me  forth  so  terribly  grand. 
That  the  emblem  they  gray'don  his  seal,  was  a  child 

With  a  thunderbolt  plac'd  in  its  innocent  hand. 

Oh  Wellington,  long  as  such  Ministers  wield 
Your  magnificent  arm,  the  same  emblem  will  do; 

For  while  tAcgr're  in  the  Council  andjwa  in  the  Field, 
We've  the  hcMu  in  ihaiL,  and  the  lAtaidier  in  j|o«/ 


Clerk  next  farours  us  with  some  remarks  opoo  a 
panning  epitaph  on  fkir  Bosamond,  and  expi 
loyal  hope,  that.  If  **  Rosa  munda  *'  mean  **  a  Roe* 
hands  **  it  maj  be  fimnd  applicable  to  the  Bight 
Rose  in  question.    He  then  dwells  at  soma  leogCh 
•*  Rosa  oMreo,'*  which,  though  descrlptlTe,  In  ooa 
the  old  Treasury  Statesman,  yet,  m  being 
worn  by  the  Pope,  must,  of  oouna,  not  be  bnmghC 
same  atmosphere  with  him.     Lastly,  In  tfA&nmok 
words  *'  old  Rose,"  he  winds  up  with  the  pathetk 
ofthePoet"eoDfenulsse  Rosas.*'    Thewboteaol 
shows  a  knowMga  or  BoMS,  that  to  follt  sdWyiBf. 


opoatlM 
of 
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IRISH    MELODIES. 


THE  MARCHIONESS  DOWAGER  OF 
DONEGAL. 

It  is  now  many  years  since,  in  a  Letter  prefixed 
to  the  Third  Number  of  the  Irish  Melodies,  I  had 
the  pleasure  of  inscribing  the  Poems  of  that  work 
to  your  Ladyship,  as  to  one  whose  character  re- 
flected honour  on  the  country  to  which  they 
relate,  and  whose  fHendship  had  long  been  the 
pride  and  happiness  of  their  Author.  With  the 
same  feelings  of  affection  and  respect,  confirmed 
if  not  increased  by  the  experience  of  every  suc- 
ceeding year,  I  now  place  those  Poems  in  their 
present  new  form  under  your  protection,  and  am, 

With  perfect  sincerity. 
Your  Ladyship's  ever  attached  Friend, 

THOMAS  MOORE. 


PREFACE. 

Though  an  edition  of  the  Poetry  of  the  Irish 
Melodies,  separate  from  the  Music,  has  long  been 
called  for,  yet,  having,  for  many  reasons,  a  strong 
objection  to  this  sort  of  divorce,  I  should  with 
difliculty  have  consented  to  a  disunion  of  the  words 
from  the  airs,  had  it  depended  solely  upon  me  to 
keep  them  quietly  and  indissolubly  together.  But, 
besides  the  various  shapes  in  which  these,  as  well 
as  my  other  lyrical  writings,  have  been  published 
throughout  America,  they  are  included,  of  course, 
in  all  the  editions  of  my  works  printed  on  the 
Continent,  and  have  also  appeared,  in  a  volume 
fbll  of  typographical  errors,  in  Dublin.  I  have 
therefore  readily  acceded  to  the  wish  expressed 
by  the  Proprietor  of  the  Irish  Melodies,  for  a 
revised  and  complete  edition  of  the  poetry  of  the 
Work,  though  well  aware  that  my  verses  must 
lose  even  more  than  the  ^anima  dimidiwm^**  in 
being  detached  from  the  beautiful  airs  to  which  it 
was  their  good  fortune  to  be  associated. 


The  Advertisements  which  were  prefixed  to  the 
different  numbers,  the  Pre&tory  Letter  upon 
Music,  &c  will  be  found  in  an  Appendix  at  the 
end  of  the  Melodies. 


IRISH  MELODIES. 


GO  WHERE  GLORY  WAITS  THEE. 

Gk)  where  glory  waits  thee. 
But,  while  fame  elates  thee, 

Oh  I  still  remember  me. 
When  the  praise  thou  meetest 
To  thine  ear  is  sweetest, 

Oh  I  then  remember  me. 
Other  arms  may  press  thee, 
Dearer  friends  caress  thee. 
All  the  joys  that  bless  thee. 

Sweeter  far  may  be ; 
But  when  friends  are  nearest. 
And  when  joys  are  dearest. 

Oh!  then  remember  me! 

When,  at  eve,  thou  rovest 
By  the  star  thou  lovest. 

Oh!  then  remember  me. 
Think,  when  home  returning, 
Bright  we*ve  seen  it  burning. 

Oh!  thus  remember  me. 
Oft  as  summer  closes. 
When  thine  eye  reposes 
On  its  lingering  roses. 

Once  so  lov*d  by  thee. 
Think  of  her  who  wove  them. 
Her  who  made  thee  love  them. 

Oh!  then  remember  me. 

Wlien,  around  thee  dying, 
Autunm  leaves  are  lying, 
Oh  I  then  remember  me. 
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Asdf  at  mght,  wtien  gumg 
Od  the  gny  hezvtk  blazing^ 

Ob!  still  remember  me. 
Then  should  musie,  steciling 
All  the  ftoul  of  feelings 
To  thy  heart  appeal ing, 

Draw  one  tear  from  theei 
Then  let  memory  hrlug  thee 
Strains  I  n&'d  to  siog  tbee, — 

Oh !  then  remember  me. 


WAR    SONG. 

REMEMBER    THE    GLORIES    OF  BRIEN 
THE  BRAVE.1 

ReiCKirBER  the  glories  of  Brien  the  braye, 

Tho"  ihe  days  of  the  hero  are  o*er; 
Tho*  loit  to  Monoam  -«  and  cold  in  the  grave. 

He  rettin»  to  KinkoraS  oo  more. 
That  star  of  the  field,  which  so  often  hath  ponr*il 

Its  beam  on  the  battle,  ia  setj 
But  enough  of  its  glory  remains  on  each  Bword, 

To  light  us  to  Tictory  yet 

Motionial  when  Nature  embelHshM  the  tint 

Of  iby  fields,  and  thy  moun tarns  so  fair, 
Did  she  ever  intend  that  a  tyrant  should  print 

The  footstep  of  slavery  there  ? 
No  1  Freedom,  whose  Hmile  we  shall  never  resigni 

Go,  tell  our  invaders,  the  Danes, 
That  'tis  sweeter  to  bleed  for  an  age  at  thy  ahrine. 

Than  to  sleep  but  a  moment  in  chains. 

Forget  pot  our  wounded  companions,  who  stood  "^ 

In  the  day  of  distress  by  our  side  ; 
While  the  mo«s  of  the  valley  grew  red  with  their 
blood, 

They  stirr'd  not»  but  conquered  and  died. 
That  sun  which  now  ble&ses  our  arms  with  his  light. 

Saw  them  fall  upon  Oissory's  plain  j  — 
Oht  let  him  not  blush,  when  he  leaves  us  to-night. 

To  find  that  they  fell  there  in  vain. 


I  Brl«n  Bonvmbe,  the  greai  raonarch  of  IreUuid,  wbo  wm 
killed  at  tli«  tutUe  of  ClonUrr,  In  tli»  bcglnnlDg  or  Itifi  Uih 
cfpoturf^  after  hATlng  defeated  the  Daiihbi  Id  twooty-ilTe  en- 
Ifagementi. 

*  Mufiiler, 

*  Tile  p«dace  of  nrion. 

*  Thii  ailudei  to  in  lotereitlng  clreuin>taiice  relAbfid  of  the 
DalgAlj,  the  rivoiirite  troops  of  Brlen,  wben  tbcf  were  Inter- 
rapled  Id  tholr  return  from  tbe  bottle  of  CloQtarft  by  Fltspfl- 


ERIN !    THE  TEAR  AND   THE  SMILE  IN 
THINE   EYES. 

EttiN,  the  tear  and  the  smile  in  thine  eyes. 
Blend  like  the  rainbow  that  hangs  in  thy  skies  I 
Shining  through  sorrow's  stream. 
Saddening  through  pleaMure's  beam, 
Thy  suns  with  doubtful  gleam, 
Wt?ep  while  they  rise. 

Erin,  thy  silent  tear  never  shall  eease, 
Erin,  thy  languid  smile  ne'er  shall  increase. 

Till  like  the  rainbow's  light. 

Thy  various  tints  unite. 

And  form  in  heaven's  sight 
One  arch  of  peace  i 


OH!  BREATHE  NOT  HIS  NAME. 

Oh  !  breathe  not  his  name,  let  it  sleep  in  the  shade, 
^VTiere  cold  and  unhonour'd  his  relics  are  laid: 
Sod,  silent,  and  dark,  be  the  tears  that  we  sbed, 
As  the  night^ew  that  falls  on  the  grass  o'er  his  head. 

But  the  night<dew  that  falls,  though  in  sileDce  it 

weeps, 
Shall  brighten  with  verdure  the  grave  where  he 

sleeps  ] 
And  the  tear  that  we  shed^  though  in  secret  it  roUii, 
Shall  long  keep  his  memory  green  in  our  souls. 


WHEN  HE,  WHO  ADORES  THEE. 

Whem  he,  who  adores  thee,  has  left  hut  the  name 

Of  his  fault  and  bis  sorrows  behind. 
Oh  I  say  wilt  thou  weep,  when  they  darken  the  fame 

Of  a  life  that  for  thee  was  resigned? 
Yes,  weep,  and  however  my  Ibes  may  condemn. 

Thy  tears  shall  efface  Ihetr  decree  j 
For  Heaven  can  witnesji,  though  guilty  to  them, 

I  have  been  but  too  faithful  to  thee. 


trkJt,  pritice  of  Onary,     The  wounded  men  entreated  that 

tho}'  might  be  allowed  to  fight  with  the  rett ■■^'  Let  gtal^t 

(they  MJd>  be  ttuck  m  the  ground,  and  n^ffh-  eadk  q/'  ut,  ited 
to  and  mppartcd  by  onr  oftheie  HttkeM,  to  t^eplacrdm  Ikt*  rank 
%  tfie  tide  qf  a  tound  fitan."  '^'  Between  tevwn  aad  eight 
hundred  wounded  rneii  (add*  O^Hallorari)  pale,  etnacinted, 
and  iujiportcd  In  thii  manner,  appearfxl  mixed  with  the  fore- 
rooit  of  the  troopi ;  — ne»i!!r  »*•  Jiuch  anQlbei-  light  eaUl- 
blted/'  ^  Hutarv  qflrekmd.  txiok  ill.  qhap.  I. 


J 
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With  thee  were  the  dreams  of  my  earliest  love; 

Every  thought  of  my  reason  was  thine; 
In  my  hu;t  hmnble  prayer  to  the  Spirit  above. 

Thy  name  shall  be  mingled  with  mine. 
Oh  I  blest  are  the  lovers  and  friends  who  shall  live 

The  days  of  thy  glory  to  see ; 
Bat  the  next  dearest  blessing  that  Heaven  can  give 

Is  the  pride  of  thus  dying  for  thee. 


THE  HARP  THAT  ONCE  THROUGH 
TARA'S  HALL& 

The  harp  that  once  throagh  Tara's  halls 

The  soul  of  music  shed. 
Now  hangs  as  mute  on  Tara*s  walls. 

As  if  that  soul  were  fled. — 
So  sleeps  the  pride  of  former  days, 

So  glory's  thrill  is  o'er. 
And  hearts,  that  once  beat  high  for  praise. 

Now  feel  that  pulse  no  more. 

No  more  to  chiefs  and  ladies  bright 

The  harp  of  Tara  swells ; 
The  chord  alone,  that  breaks  at  night. 

Its  tale  of  ruin  tells. 
Thus  Freedom  now  so  seldom  wakes. 

The  only  throb  she  gives. 
Is  when  some  heart  indignant  breaks. 

To  show  that  still  she  lives. 


FLY  NOT  YET. 

Flt  not  yet,  'tis  just  the  hour, 
When  pleasure,  like  the  midnight  flower 
That  scorns  the  eye  of  vulgar  light. 
Begins  to  bloom  for  sons  of  night. 

And  maids  who  love  the  moon. 
'Twas  but  to  bless  these  hours  of  shade 
That  beauty  and  the  moon  were  made ; 
'Tis  then  their  soft  attractions  glowing 
Set  the  tides  and  goblets  flowing. 

Oh  I  stay.—Oh !  stay,— 
Joy  so  seldom  weaves  a  chain 
Like  this  to-night,  that  oh  I  'tis  pain 

To  break  its  links  so  soon. 


I  SolU  Foot.  DMT  th*  Temple  of  AnnoD. 


Fly  not  yet,  the  fount  that  play'd 

In  times  of  old  through  Ammon's  shade,  i 

Though  icy  cold  by  day  it  ran. 

Yet  still,  like  souls  of  mirth,  began 

To  bum  when  night  was  near.   . 
And  thus,  should  woman's  heart  and  looks 
At  noon  be  cold  as  winter  brooks. 
Nor  kindle  till  the  night,  returning. 
Brings  their  genial  hour  for  burning. 

Oh!  stay,— Ohl  stay,— 
When  did  morning  ever  break. 
And  find  such  beaming  eyes  awake 

As  those  that  sparkle  here  ? 


OH!  THINK  NOT  MY  SPIRITS  ARE 
ALWAYS  AS  LIGHT. 

Oh!  think  not  my  spirits  are  always  as  light. 

And  as  firee  fh)m  a  pang  as  they  seem  to  you 
now; 
Nor  expect  that  the  heart  beaming  smile  of  to-night 

Will  return  with  to-morrow  to  brighten  my  brow. 
No: — life  is  a  waste  of  wearisome  hours, 

Which  seldom  the  rose  of  enjoyment  adorns; 
And  the  heart  that  is  soonest  awidLC  to  the  flowers, 

Is  always  the  first  to  be  touch'd  by  the  thorns. 
But  send  round  the  bowl,  and  be  happy  awhile — 

May  we  never  meet  worse,  in  our  pilgrimage  here. 
Than  the  tear  that  ei^oyment  may  gild  with  a  smile. 

And  the  smile  that  compassion  can  turn  to  a  tear. 

The  thread  of  our  life  would  be  dark.  Heaven 
knows ! 
If  it  were  not  with  friendship  and  love  inter- 
twin'd ; 
And  I  care  not  how  soon  I  may  sink  to  repose. 
When  these  blessings  shall  cease  to  be  dear  to 
my  mind. 
But  they  who  have  lov'd  the  fondest,  the  purest. 

Too  often  have  wept  o'er  the  dream  they  believ'd ; 
And  the  heart  that  has  slumber'd  in  friendship 
securest. 
Is  happy  indeed  if  'twas  never  deceiv'd. 
But  send  round  the  bowl ;  while  a  relic  of  truth 
Is  in  man  or  in  woman,  this  prayer  shall  be 
mine, — 
That  the  sxmshine  of  love  may  illumine  our  youth, 
And  the  moonlight  of  friendship  console  our  de- 
cline. 
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II 


THO"  THE  LAST  GLIMPSE  OF  EEIN  WITH 
SORROW  I  SEE. 

Tho'  the  Ijut  glimpse  of  Erin  with  sorrow  I  see. 
Yet  wherever  thou  art  shall  seem  Erin  to  mc ; 
In  exile  thy  bosom  &h(kll  stiO  be  my  home. 
And  thine  eyes  make  my  cllmnte  wherever  we  roam. 

To  the  gloom  of  some  deaert  or  cold  rock  j  shore, 
Wb£re  the  eye  of  the  stranger  can  haunt  us  no  more, 
I  will  flj  with  my  Coulin,  and  think  the  rough  wind 
Less  rode  than  the  foes  we  leave  frowning  behind. 

And  m   gaze  oo  thy  gold  hab  as   graeeM  it 
wreathesi 

And  hang  o*er  thy  sod  harp,  as  wildly  it  breathes; 
Nor  dread  that  the  cold-hearted  Siixon  will  tear 
One  chord  from  that  harp,  or  one  lock  from  that 
hair  J 


k 


RICH  AND  RARE  WERE  THE  GEMS  SHE 
WORE,« 

Rich  and  rare  were  the  gems  she  wore, 

And  a  bright  gold  ring  od  her  wand  she  bore  $ 

But  oh  J  her  beaaty  was  &r  beyond 

Her  sparkling  gems,  or  snow-white  wand. 

**  Lady  I  dost  thou  not  fear  to  stray, 

•*  So  lone  and  lovely  through  this  bleak  way? 

**  Are  Erin's  sons  so  good  or  &i>  cold, 

**  As  not  to  be  tempted  by  woman  or  gold  ?  " 

**  Sir  Knight  I  I  feel  not  the  least  alarm, 

"  No  son  of  Erin  wiil  offer  me  harm:  — 

**  For  though  they  love  woman  and  golden  store, 

**  Sir  Knight!  they  love  honour  and  virtue  more  I  ** 


»  •*  tn  the  tw«ity-«ighth  f€«r  of  the  rctirn  of  Uenrj  VHS, 
«n  Act  irai  made  reipcctlng  the  habits,  imd  dr<>»i  tn  getipral, 
ofltac  Iriihf  wherebj  all  perK>ii>  were  reitralned  from  befi]|^ 
•hom  or  ihaTcii  aborc  the  eaifi,  or  from  waartng;  Gllbbcri,  or 
Gmtms  (long  lock»)«  on  their  headft^  or  h«ir  on  theJr  upi^cr 
lip,  called  Crnniineal.  On  thii  occaiion  a  long  wu  written 
by  one  of  our  tianLi,  in  which  an  [rl»h  rlrgln  U  made  to  give 
the  pf«r«rence  lo  h«r  d^ar  C<tulm  (or  the  j^'outh  with  th« 
Aowlog  lodu)  to  oil  ttmngcrt  (hj  which  the  Euglith  were 
OkMUit).  or  tbofc  who  ware  their  hnblti.  Of  thi>  iong,  the 
ftlr  aloDo  haB  reached  lu,  miut  li  unJver&allj  Micnired/'  — 
WaOer't  HistoriuU  tiemoirt  t^  Iriwh  BartfM,  p.  134.  Mr. 
Watkoff  tefortai  tu  alio,  that,  about  tho  tJim*t  period,  them 
w«r«  tomb  harth  iiie««irea  taken  againit  the   Irbh  Min 


itrela. 
*  This  ballad  Ia  foujaded  upon  the  foUowInf  anecdote :  — 


On  she  went,  and  her  maiden  smile 
In  safety  lighted  her  round  the  Green  Islei 
And  blest  for  ever  is  she  who  relied 
Upon  Erin's  honour  and  Erin's  pride. 


AS  A  BEAM  OER  THE  FACE  OF  THE 
WATERS  MAY  GLOW. 

As  a  beam  o'er  the  face  of  the  waters  may  glow 
W^hile  tlie  tide  nins  in  darkness  and  coldness  btHow, 
So  the  cheek  may  be  ting'd  with  a  warm  gunny  smil^^ 
Though  the  cold  heart  to  ruin  runs  darkly  the  while. 

One  fatal  rememhranee,  one  sorrow  that  throws 
Its  hk^ak  shiidc  alike  o'er  otir  joys  and  onr  woes. 
To  whieh  life  nothing  darker  or  brighter  can  brings 
For  which  joy  has  no  halm  and  afflietion  no  sting — 

Oh  I  this  thought  in  the  midst  of  enjoyment  will 

stay. 
Like  a  dead,  leafless  branch  in  the  summer's  bright 

ray; 
The  beams  of  the  warm  sun  play  round  it  in  Tain, 
It  may  smile  in  bis  light,  but  it  blooms  not  again. 


THE  MEETING  OF  THE  WATERS.^ 

There  is  not  in  the  wide  world  a  yalley  so  sweet 
As  that  vale  in  whose  bosom  the  bright  waters 

meet ;  * 
Oh !  the  last  rays  of  feeling  and  life  must  depart, 
Ere  the  bloom  of  that  valley  ahall  fMe  from  mj 

heart. 

Yet  it  was  not  that  Nature  had  shed  o*er  the  scene 
Her  purest  of  crystal  and  brightest  of  green  j 


"  The  people  were  tniplred  with  jujch  a  ipirlt  of  honour, 
vlrtuct  and  rvllgioii^  by  iho  great  example  of  Brien,  and  bf 
hli  enccllpnt  admlnUtratlon,  that,  ss  n  proof  of  it,  we  ar«  tn- 
formed  tliat  a.  jum^  kadf  of  grent  beautj,  adornM  with  jewelt 
«nil  a  cottljf  dren,  undertook  n  journey  atone,  from  one  en<l 
ofthi!  kingilom  to  th«  other,  with  a  warn!  only  in  her  hand, 
at  the  top  of  which  wai  a  rlt»|f  of  exceedjo^  g^rfnt  ir*lue  ;  ami 
itKh  an  imfgresiion  had  Ihe  lawf  and  ^uverniDd^Tit  of  till* 
Monarch  made  on  the  mindf  of  all  the  people,  that  no  attempt 
wiu  made  upon  her  honour,  nor  wai  ahe  robbed  of  her  clothcii 
or  jewel*." — **  Warner'*  HiMtorp  qf  IreSarnt,  roL  1.  ttnok  x. 

3  "  The  Meeting  of  the  Woiert "  fonni  a  part  of  Ihat  beau^ 
tlful  Kenery  which  lie*  between  Ralhdnim  and  Arklow,  In 
the  county  of  Wlcklow^  and  these  llnei  were  luggetted  by  a 
viftit  to  thlt  romantic  ii|mi,  in  the  sLtmnter  of  the  year  1B07. 

<  The  rit-efi  Avon  and  Atoca. 
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'Twas  not  her  soft  magic  of  streamlet  or  hill. 
Oh  !  no, — it  was  something  more  exquisite  stilL 

*Twas  that  friends,  the  belov'd  of  my  bosom,  were 
near, 

Who  made  every  dear  scene  of  enchantment  more 
dear. 

And  who  felt  how  the  best  charms  of  nature  im- 
prove, 

When  we  see  them  reflected  from  looks  that  we  love. 

Sweet  vale  of  Avoca !  how  calm  could  I  rest 

In  thy  bosom  of  shade,  with  the  friends  I  love  best. 

Where  the  storms  that  we  feel  in  this  cold  world 

should  cease. 
And  our  hearts,  like  thy  waters,  be  mingled  in 

peace. 


HOW  DEAR  TO  ME  THE  HOUR. 

How  dear  to  me  the  hour  when  daylight  dies, 
And  sunbeams  melt  along  the  silent  sea; 

For  then  sweet  dreams  of  other  days  arise. 
And  memory  breathes  her  vesper  sigh  to  thee. 

And,  as  I  watch  the  line  of  light,  that  plays 
Along  the  smooth  wave  tow'rd  the  burning  west, 

I  long  to  tread  that  golden  path  of  rays. 
And  think  'twould  lead  to  some  bright  isle  of  rest 


TAKE  BACK  THE  VIRGIN  PAGE. 

WRITTEN  ON   RETURNING   ▲  BLANK  BOOK. 

Take  back  the  virgin  page. 

White  and  unwritten  still ; 
Some  hand,  more  calm  and  sage. 

The  leaf  must  filL 
Thoughts  come,  as  pure  as  light. 

Pure  as  even  you  require: 
But,  oh !  each  word  I  write 

Love  turns  to  fire. 

Tet  let  me  keep  the  book  : 

Oft  shall  my  heart  renew. 
When  on  its  leaves  I  look, 

Dear  thoughto  of  you. 
Like  you,  'tis  fair  and  bright ; 

Like  you,  too  bright  and  fkir 
To  let  wild  passion  write 

One  wrong  wish  there. 


ELaply,  when  from  those  eyes 

Far,  far  away  I  roam, 
Should  calmer  thoughts  arise 

Tow'rds  you  and  home  ; 
Fancy  may  trace  some  line, 

Worthy  those  eyes  to  meet. 
Thoughts  that  not  bum,  but  shine, 

Pure,  calm,  and  sweet. 

And  as,  o'er  ocean  far. 

Seamen  their  records  keep, 
Led  by  some  hidden  star 

Through  the  cold  deep ; 
So  may  the  words  I  write 

Tell  thro'  what  storms  I  stray — 
You  still  the  unseen  light, 

Guiding  my  way. 


THE  LEGACY. 

When  in  death  I  shall  calmly  recline, 

O  bear  my  heart  to  my  mistress  dear ; 
Tell  her  it  liv'd  upon  smiles  and  wine 

Of  the  brightest  hue,  while  it  linger'd  here. 
Bid  her  not  shed  one  tear  of  sorrow 

To  sully  a  heart  so  brilliant  and  light ; 
But  balmy  drops  of  the  red  grape  borrow. 

To  bathe  the  relic  from  mom  till  night 

When  the  light  of  my  song  is  o'er. 

Then  take  my  harp  to  your  ancient  hall ; 
Hang  it  up  at  that  friendly  door, 

Where  weary  travellers  love  to  call.' 
Then  if  some  bard,  who  roams  forsaken. 

Revive  its  soft  note  in  passing  along, 
Oh  I  let  one  thought  of  its  master  waken 

Tour  warmest  smile  for  the  child  of  song. 

Keep  this  cup,  which  is  now  o'erflowing. 

To  grace  your  revel,  when  I'm  at  rest ; 
Never,  oh  I    never  its  balm  bestowing 

On  lips  that  beauty  hath  seldom  blest 
But  when  some  warm  devoted  lover 

To  her  he  adores  shall  bathe  its  brim. 
Then,  then  my  spirit  around  shall  hover. 

And  hallow  each  drop  that  foams  for  hiuL 


1  "  In  every  houie  was  one  or  two  harpt.  Aree  to  all  tra- 
▼ellert,  who  were  the  more  caretMd,  the  more  tbejr  excelled 
in  miule.*'  ~  0*HmUormm, 
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HOW  OFT  HAS  THE  BEXSUEE  CRIED. 

How  oil  has  the  Benshce  cried, 
How  oft  has  death  untied 
Bright  links  that  Glory  wove. 
Sweet  bonds  entwin'd  by  LoTe ! 

Peaice  to  each  manly  doul  that  sleepeth ; 

Rest  to  each  faithful  eye  that  weepetli; 
Long  tuny  the  fair  and  braTe 
Sigh  o'er  the  heroes  grare, 

We're  faU*n  upon  gloomy  days! ' 

Star  after  star  decays. 

Every  bright  name,  that  shed 

Ligbt  o'er  the  hind,  is  fled, 
Dflirk  fells  the  tear  of  him  who  mourneth 
Lost  joy»  or  hope  that  ne'er  retiimeth  ; 

But  brightly  flows  the  tear, 

Wept  o'er  a  hero's  bier. 

Queac1i*d  are  owe  beacon  lights  — 
Thott,  of  the  Hundred  Fights !« 
Thou,  on  whose  burning  tongue 
Truths  peace,  and  freedom  himg!' 

Both  tnute,  —  but  long  as  valour  shineih. 

Or  mercy's  soul  at  war  repineth, 
So  long  s^all  EritiV  pHde 
Tell  bow  they  liv'd  and  died. 


WE  MAY  ROAM  THROUGH  THK 
WOULD. 

We  may  roam  through  this  world,  like  a  child  at 
a  feast, 
•     ^Vbo  but  sipa  of  a  sweet,  and  then  flies  to  the 
rest ; 
And,  when  pleasure  begins  to  grow  dull  in  the  east> 
VVc  may  order  our  wing«,  and  be  off  to  the  west ; 
But  if  hearts  that  feel,  and  eyes  that  smile, 

Are  the  dearest  gifts  that  heaven  supplies. 
We  never  need  leave  our  own  green  isle, 

For  sensitive  hearts,  and  for  sun -bright  eyes. 
Then  remember,  wherever  your  goblet  is  crown'd. 
Thro'  this  world,  whether  eastward  or  we-stward 
youroiun, 

>  t  have  cruifiATOUTHl  1irrc«  vlthoiit  loilng  that  Irbh  ch.i- 
raiTt^r,  whlcb  It  U  my  abjort  to prr*L>rvc  throughout  thift  work, 
to  allude  to  ih*t  lad  and  omlnauf  fatditjr,  by  iwhlch  liinf^lAcid 
bvt  httm  d«|}H*ed  of  *o  many  prrat  und  urtkodi  men,  nt  «i. 
moment  «hea  lUe  tnoit  require*  oU  tint  Aklt  of  tali-nt  and  In- 
twgrHy. 

*  'riilf  d««i£tia(icm,  wrblch  hai  tieen  before  applied  to  Lord 


When  a  cup  to  the  smile  of  dear  woman  goes  round. 
Oh !  remember  the  smile  which  adorns  her  at 
home. 

In  England,  the  garden  of  Beauty  b  kept 

By  a  dragon  of  prudery  pbced  within  call; 
But  so  oft  this  imam  table  dragon  has  slept. 

That  the  garden's  hut  carelessly  watch 'd  after  alt. 
Ohl  they  want  the  wild  sweet-briery  fence, 

Which  round  the  flowers  of  Erin  dwells; 
TiVhich  warns  the  touch,  while  winoing  the  sense, 

Nor  charms  us  least  when  it  mast  repels. 
Then  remember,  wherever  your  goblet  is  crowned. 

Thro*  this  world,  whether  eastward  or  westward 
you  roam, 
Wlien  a  cup  to  the  smile  of  dear  woman  goes  round. 

Oh !  remember  the  stmle  that  adorns  her  at  home. 

In  France,  when  the  heart  of  a  woman  sets  sail. 

On  the  ocean  of  wedlock  its  fortune  to  try. 
Love  seldom  goes  far  in  a  vessel  so  frail. 

But  juiit  pilots  her  off",  and  then  bids  hergood-bye. 
While  the  daughters  of  Erin  keep  the  boy. 

Ever  smiling  beside  bis  fjithful  oar. 
Through  billows  of  woe,  and  Ijcams  of  joy » 

The  same  as  he  look'd  when  he  left  the  shore. 
Then  remember,  wherever  your  goblt't  iscrowo'd, 

Thro*  this  world,  whether  eastward  or  westward 
you  rtiam. 
When  a  cup  to  the  smile  of  dear  woman  goes  round. 

Oh !  remember  the  smile  that  adorns  her  at  home. 


I 


EVELEEN'S  BOWER. 

Oil!  weep  for  the  hour, 

When  to  Eveleen's  bower 
The  Lord  of  the  Valhn'  with  false  vowi  came*. 

The  moon  hid  her  light 

From  the  heavens  that  night. 
And  wept  behind  her  clouds  o'er  the  maiden's  shame. 

The  clouds  pass*d  soon 

From  the  chaste  cold  moon. 
And  heaven  smil'd  again  with  her  vestal  fl;ime; 

But  none  will  see  the  day, 

When  the  clouds  shall  pass  away, 
Whieli  that  dark  liour  left  upon  Evelecn^s  fame. 


Kcilson.  li  the  title  gkco  lo  m  cirlcbrnirHl  Irlth  IToro,  In  a 
PtRin.  bj  O'CJukc,  Hic  biirj  of  (>*Nlel,  which  It  qiimted  In  ttie 
*'  PhlliHophlcaL  Survef  ol  the  Baiuh  of  Ircluxl,*'  |:>agc  43t3b 
"  Con,  of  the  Hundreil  Fi^hti^  Al«f|>  In  th^-frrAiA-grfiiwn  tnnibv 
and  u(tbrntd  not  wxr  di^f^at*  with  thy  rlctorlei." 
'  Fox,  ■*  Homannrura  ultimui/* 


1?8 


MOOUE'S  WORKa 


The  while  snow  lay 

On  the  narrow  path- way, 
When  the  Lord  of  the  Valley  crost  Dvcr  the  moor; 

Aud  maoy  a  deep  prltit 

Oa  the  white  anow*s  tint 
Showed  the  track  of  hia  fbotstep  to  Ereleen's  door. 

The  next  Bun*$  ray 

Soon  melted  away 
Every  trace  on  the  path  where  the  faUe  Lord  camej 

But  there^s  a  light  ahove, 

Which  alone  cau  remove 
That  staia  upon  the  buow  of  &ir  Eveleen's  fame. 


LET  ERIN  REMEMBER  THE  DAYS  OF 

OLD, 

Let  Erin  remember  the  day»  of  old, 

Ere  her  faithless  sons  betray 'd  her; 
When  Malachi  wore  the  collar  of  gold,* 

Wh'tch  he  won  from  her  proud  invnder. 
Wlien  ber  kin^»  with  atiindard  of  green  unfurl'd, 

Led  the  Red-Braoeh  Knights  to  danger-;  — 
Ere  the  emerald  gem  of  the  western  world 

Was  set  in  the  crowo  of  a  sirangir* 

On  Longh  Neagh*s  bank,  as  the  fisherman  strays, 

When  the  clear  cold  eve's  declining, 
n<*  se«s  the  ronnd  towers  of  other  days 

Id  the  wave  beneath  him  shining; 
Thus  shaU  tiiemory  often,  in  dreams  sublime, 

Cutch  a  glimpse  of  the  days  that  are  overj 
Thus,  stghing,  look  through  the  waves  of  time 

For  the  long  faded  glories  they  cover.  ^ 


*  *'  Tbli  brifvaihl  on  an  enmunter  between  Mnlofhl  (the 
MonAirvh  of  irvUi>it  In  the  tenth  ct'oturf)  And  the  Datiet,  la 
which  MatAchl  defi^Ml  two  of  their  champioiii*,  whom  be  tn- 
coiiinlerffd  farceftlvely.  Hind  to  hand,  taking  a  colUr  i>r  goW 
frota  the  ii«>ck  of  on*,  and  ei^nj\n^  dH  tbe  »wnrd  or  the  other, 
*■  trophtes  of  bit  vkUxj"  ^  Warner*^  llttlory  </  Irftan4, 
tol.  r  linok  !■« 

>  "  Mkllurj  Qrd<»M  of  knlghtt  were  vtry  parlj  ectAbl1fth(>.1 
In  tr^lnntl  ;  Inn^  lM>fnrc  tba  birth  of  Chrikt  we  Und  on  here- 
dJtAry  m<WT  of  Chi  miry  In  Uliti-r,  calkMi  Curai^kf  n<t  CrHtohhe 
rntttiA^  or  the  KnIghU  of  the  R<xl  Bratich.  from  lh#lr  clil«r  irwi 
Ifi  l^mnnli,  u4l}<^liitTi>r  tn  the  pnlire  of  the  Uhtrr  kln^i.  cnllrHJ 
7  v,i»M,orthr  Academy  nf  the  He^t  DrAMch; 

ii.h  wiu  «  liriite  hn<i-luJ,  foiini.1c«l  for  the 
1 1  iL'ri^  CAlled  tSntabUi'arg,  or  the  UouM^of 

pmtt  t.  thup.  5. 

>  U  ««■  «Q  old  tradition,  la  the  time  of  Gir*lili».  that 
I^Htich  Nr4ffb  liiul  tmrn  orlg1n4t1y«  forititiiln,  by  whuM  •U'tden 
oveiila«li3|;  the  country  wot*  InMOdjited,  and  a  whole  r«>gta«i, 


THE  SONG  OF  FIONNUALAJ 

Sorest,  oh  Moyle,  be  the  roar  f>t  thy  waiter. 

Break  not,  ye  breeies,  your  chain  of  rfpost*, 
Whik\     murmuring     niournfnlly,    Lir*5t    lonely 
daughter 

Tells  to  the  night-star  her  tale  of  woes. 
^Vhen  shall  the  swan,  her  death -note  singing, 

Sleep,  with  wiags  in  durknesa  Atrfd  ? 
When  will  heaven,  its  sweet  bell  ringing, 

Cali  my  spirit  from  this  stormy  world  ? 

Sadly,  oh  Moyle,  to  ihy  winter- wave  weeping, 

Fate  bids  me  languish  long  ages  away ; 
Yet  still  in  her  darkness  doth  Erin  lie  sleeping, 

Still  doth  the  pure  light  its  dawning  delny* 
When  will  thtit  day-star,  mildly  springing, 

Warm  our  isle  with  peace  and  love? 
When  will  heaven,  its  sweet  bell  ringing, 

Call  mj  spirit  to  the  fields  above  ? 


COME,  SEND  ROUND  THE  WINE. 

CoHE,  send  ronnd  the  wine,  and  leave  points  of 
belief 
To  simpleton  sages,  and  reasoning  fcwlsi 
This  moment's  a  flower  too  fair  and  hrief, 

To  be  withe r'd  and  stain'd  by  the  dust  of  the 

schools. 

Your  glass  may  be  purple,  and  mine  may  be  lilue. 

But,  while  ihey  arc  liird  from  the  same  bright 

bowl. 

The  fool,  who  would  quarrel  for  diff  *retice  of  hue. 

Deserves  not  the  comfort  tht!!!  shed  o'er  the  souL 


like  Qvt  Atlsnilsef  ritto,  orerw  hrtmt^  He  My*  thst  the  0<li- 
ermcii,  hidc»r  «re«ther,  ufixl  to  polnl  mit  to  •tr«nBeri  the  t^ilL 
ciccleatMtlcal  tow^r*  uuder  tbo  WAter.  Pt'tcatorr*  aqum  I'fLimg 
hirrft  eceltHitificoM^  ^nte  morf  pntrite  arttig  ntni  et  s/M', 
necnan  tl  totHmtte.  »uh  Httdit  mat*(ff*U  ifrmo  lemport  ctN*- 
tpicitmi^  ft  ettraneiM  irann^Htt&tu^  rrnfue  cauuu  mdmi* 
roHtibuM./rnfufmtfr  ottfmduni.  —  Tcfpt>^.  Hib,  dlit.t,  €.9. 
^  T<n  tn^ke  tlili  ftory  luteUli^lblp  tn  m  loog  would  requine  * 
murb  itreitter  number  of  vrr«ei  than  any  one  U  autborlied  to 
lofbct  ur'oo  iin  audlenoo  At  onre ;  the  reader  nm»t  iberefonp  be 
rnutcTit  to  leam^  In  a  notttf  that  Fionnualo,  the  dAOfhter  of 
Ur,  WM,  by  lotne  lupenuituriit  fMJwer,  tftniforined  into  a 
iwao,a!ikdcnnilf?mn(»Jt4)  vamJcr,  for  many  hundred  y^art.ovrr 
cerUln  lahe«  and  rivert  In  trftond,  till  the  conalnK  of  ChrU* 
(Unity,  when  the  flnt  found  of  the  aiMi-brll  wo*  to  be  the 
ilifn-i)  of  ber  r«(ea«e, —  1  found  thli  fancirul  (Irtlon  ninous 
*oi&«  nsanuicripC  traii»latfon«  fk-cmn  the  lH»h.  which  werelirgun 
ander  the  direction  of  that  enllfhtcned  friend  of  Ireland,  the 
lot*  Gounleu  of  Molnu 
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Shall  I  ask  the  brave  soldier,  who  fight«  by  my  cido 

In  the  cxasc  of  monk  lad,  if  our  creeds  agree? 
Shall  I  give  up  the  friend  1  have  valued  aod  triedf 

If  he  kneel  not  before  the  s&mc  altar  vrkh  me? 
Prom  the  heretic  girl  of  my  soul  should  I  fly, 

To  seek  somewhere  else  a  more  orthodox  kias? 
No:  perbh  the  hexirtti^  and  tkie  laws  that  try 

Truth,  Toloar,  or  love,  by  a  standard  like  this  I 


StrBLBIE  WAS  TUE  WARNING. 

8tnu.niE  was  ihe  warning  that  Liberty  epoke. 
And  grand  wo*  the  moment  when  Spimiarcis  awoke 

Into  life  and  revenge  from  the  conqueror*s  eh;iiii. 
Oh»  Liberty  I  let  not  this  spirit  have  re»t. 
Till  it  move»  like  a  breeze,  o'er  the  waves  of  the 

west  — 
Give  the  light  of  your  look  to  each  i^orrowing  spotf 
Nor,  ohf  be  the  shamrock  of  Erin  forgot 

While  you  add  to  your  garland  the  Olive  of 
Spain! 

If  the  fame  of  our  father^  bequeathed  with  their 

righto, 
Give  to  country  its  charm,  and  to  home  its  deltgliLs, 

If  deceit  be  a  wound,  and  Buspieton  a  stain, 
Then,  ye  men  of  Iberia,  oor  cause  is  the  same  I 
And  oh  I  may  his  tomb  wont  a  titr  and  a  name, 
V/Imo  would  a&k  for  a  nobler,  a  holier  death, 
Than  to  turn  his  last  sigh  into  victory's  brcrith. 

For  the  Shamroek  of  Erin  and  Olive  t)f  Spain! 

Ye  Blokes  and  O'Donoels,  whose  fathers  resign'd 
The  green  hills  of  ttieir  youth,  among  strangers  to 

find 
Thai  repose  which,  at  home,  Ihey  had  sigb'd  for 

in  vain. 
Join,  join  in  our  hope  that  the  flarae,  which  you 

light. 
May  be  felt  yet  in  Erln»  a^  calm,  and  as  bright^ 
And  forgiTfe  even  Albion  while  blusliiug  she  draws* 
Like  a  truant,  her  sword,  in  the  long-slighted  caus-:' 
Of  the  Shamrock  of  Erin  and  Olive  of  Spain ! 

God  prosper  the  cause! — oh,  it  cannot  but  thrive. 
While  the  pulse  of  one  patriot  heart  is  alive, 

lift  devotion  to  feel*  nnd  ils  rights  to  maintain; 
Then,  how  sainted  by  sorrow,  its  martyrs  will  die! 
The  finger  of  glory  sball  poiot  where  they  lie; 

»  Tb*  (nriiLlnstiUUabk  arc  ijf  St.  nrldir«t,  ftt  Kildarr 
whicti  Glmiaut  metilj«tn  s — "  Apud  KkMurhim  occiinrU  ignli 
S^mtJB  BrifViij*,  quera  tnovtingutbikm  vorant;  mm  qu^Hltrx- 
tiAflui  non  po««lt,  ««1  quad  tam  lullcite  uiouUlet  et  »Anct» 


While,  far  from  the  fooistep  of  coward  or  slave-. 
The  young  spirit  «f  Freedom  shall  shelter  their 
grave 
Beneath  SUamrocks  of  Erin  and  Olives  of  Spolnl 


I 


BELIEVE  ME,  IF  ALL  THOSE  ENDEAR* 
IKG  YOUNG  CHARMS. 

BiiLij:^^  me,  if  all  those  endearing  young  charms, 

Which  I  gaxe  on  so  fondly  to-day, 
Were  t<ji  €haij:ge  by  to-morrow,  and  fleet  in  roy  arms, 

Like  fairy -gifts  fading  away, 
Thou  wouldst  still  be  ador'd,  as  this  moment  thou 
art, 

Let  thy  loveliness  fade  as  it  will. 
And  around,  the  dear  ruin  eaeh  wish  of  iiiy  lieart 

Would  entwine  itself  verdantly  still. 

It  is  not  while  beauty  and  youth  arc  thine  own. 

And  thy  cheeks  nnpro&n'd  by  a  tear 
That  the  fL^rvour  and  faith  of  a  soul  can  be  known. 

To  which  time  will  but  make  thee  more  dcar^ 
Ko,  the  heart  that  ha*  truly  lov'd  never  forgets. 

But  as  truly  loves  on  to  the  close, 
As  the  Bun-flower  turns  on  her  god,  when  he  sets, 

The  same  look  which  she  turned  whea  he  rose. 


I 


ERIN,  OH  ERIN. 

Lire  the  bright  lamp,  that  shone  in  Kildare*s  holy 
faoe ,  I 

And  bum'd  thro'  long  ages  of  darkness  and  stonn, 
U  the  heart  that  ftorrtiws  have  frowu'd  ou  in  vain, 

Whose  spirit  outlives  them,  utifudbig  and  warm. 
Erin,  oh  Erin,  thus  bright  thro'  the  tears 
Of  a  long  night  of  bondage,  tby  spirit  appears. 

The  nations  have  fallctu  and  thou  stiU  art  young, 
Thy  sun  is  but  rising,  when  others  are  seti 

And  tho' slavery's  do  yd  o'er  Jhy  morning  hath  hting 
Tbe  full  noon  of  freedom  shall  beam  round  thee 
yet 

Erin,  oh  Erin,  tho'  long  in  the  shade, 

Thy  star  will  sbine  out  wheo  the  proudest  shall  fade. 

muilcTM  ignem,  »uptwli"nte  mAtcnrlA,  fovent  et  rtiUrtunt.  ut  9 
ti9tnp*>r9  I'lrginiJ  per  itAmmanim  currliulii  iprnper  mnnitf  hi- 
cxHrcImm." —GiraM.  Camb.  tie  MiraM.  Uibem,  dljl.  1  c  34 
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MOORE'S  WORKS. 


Uncbill'd  by  the  rain,  and  unwak'd  by  the  wind, 
The  lily  lies  sleeping  thro*  winter's  cold  hoar, 

Till  Spring's  lighl  toach  her  fetters  unbind. 
And  daylight  and  liberty  bless  the  young  flower.  > 

Thus  Erin,  oh  Erin,  thy  winter  is  past. 

And  the  hope  that  liv*d  thro'  it  shall  blossom  at  last 


DRINK  TO  HER. 

Drink  to  her,  who  long 

Hath  wak'd  the  poet's  sigh. 
The  girl,  who  gave  to  song 

What  gold  could  never  buy. 
Oh!  woman's  heart  was  made 

For  minstrel  hands  alone; 
By  other  fingers  play'd. 

It  yields  not  hidf  the  tone. 
Then  here's  to  her,  who  long 

ELath  wak'd  the  poet's  sigh. 
The  girl  who  gave  to  song 

What  gold  could  never  buy. 

At  Beauty's  door  of  glass. 

When  Wealth  and  Wit  once  stood. 
They  ask'd  her,  "  which  might  pass?" 

She  answer'd,  "  he,  who  could." 
With  golden  key  Wealth  thought 

To  pass — but  'twould  not  do: 
While  Wit  a  diamond  brought. 

Which  cut  his  bright  way  through. 
So  here's  to  her,  who  long 

Hath  wak'd  the  poet's  sigh, 
The  girl,  who  gave  to  song 

What  gold  could  never  buy. 

The  love  that  seeks  a  home 

Where  wealth  or  grandeur  shines. 
Is  like  the  gloomy  gnome. 

That  dwells  in  dark  gold  mines. 
But  oh!  the  poet's  love 

Can  boast  a  brighter  sphere; 
Its  native  home*s  above, 

Tho'  woman  keeps  it  here. 


1  Mri.  H.  Tighe,  In  her  exquisite  linef  on  the  Lily,  has 
applied  this  Image  to  a  still  more  important  object. 

*  We  may  suppose  this  apology  to  hare  been  uttered  by 
one  of  those  wandering  bards,  whom  Spenser  so  sererely,  and, 
perhaps,  truly,  describes  in  his  State  of  Ireland,  and  whose 
poems,  he  tells  us,  "  were  sprinkled  with  some  pretty  flowers 
of  their  natural  device,  which  have  good  grace  and  comeliness 
unto  them,  the  which  it  is  great  pity  to  see  abused  to  the 
gracing  of  wickedness  and  vice,  which,  with  good 
would  MTve  to  adorn  and  beauUff  virtue.** 


Then  drink  to  her,  who  long 
Hath  wak'd  the  poet's  sigh. 

The  girl,  who  gave  to  song 
What  gold  could  never  buy. 


OH  1  BLAME  NOT  THE  BARD.« 

Oh  I  blame  not  the  bard,  if  he  fly  to  the  bowers. 

Where  Pleasure  lies,  carelessly  smiling  at  Fame; 
He  was  bom  for  much  more,  and  in  happier  hours 

His  soul  might  have  bum'd  with  a  holier  flame. 
The  string,  that  now  languishes  loose  o'er  the  lyre, 

Might  have  bent  a  proud  bow  to  the  warrior's 
dart  ;3 
And  the  lip,  which  now  breathes  but  the  song  of 
desire, 

Might  have  pour'd  the  full  tideof  a  patriot's  heart 

But  alas  for  his  country  I  —  her  pride  is  gone  by. 
And  that  spirit  is  broken,  which  never  would 
bend; 
O'er  the  ruin  her  children  in  secret  must  sigh. 

For  'tis  treason  to  love  her,  and  death  to  defend. 
Unpri2*d  are  her  sons,  till  they  Ve  leam'd  to  betray ; 
Undistinguish'd  they  live,  if  they  shame  not  their 
sires ; 
And  the  torch,  that  would  light  them  thro'  dignity *8 
way. 
Must  be  caught  from  the  pile,  where   their 
country  expires. 

Then  bhmie  not  the  bard,  if  in  pleasure's  soft 
dream. 
He  should  try  to  forget,  what  he  never  can  heal : 
Oh  !  give  but  a  hope — let  a  vista  but  gleam 
Through  the  gloom  of  his  country,  and  mark 
how  hell  feel  I 
That  instant,  his  heart  at  her  shrine  would  lay  down 

Every  passion  it  nurs'd,  every  bliss  it  ador'd  ; 
While  the  myrtle,  now  idly  entwin'd  with  his  crown. 
Like  the  wreath  of  Harmodius,  should  cover 
his  sword.  ♦ 


>  It  If  conjectured  by  Wormlus,  that  the  name  of  Ireland 
is  derived  from  ITr,  the  Runic  for  a  bow,  in  the  use  of  which 
weapon  the  Irish  were  once  very  exprrt.  This  derivation  is 
certainly  morn  creditable  to  us  than  the  following :  **  So  that 
Ireland,  called  the  land  ot  Ire,  from  the  constant  broils  therein 
for  400  years,  was  now  become  the  land  of  concord."— iJoyrf'i 
StaU  Worthies,  art.  The  Lord  Grandison, 

«  See  the  Hymn,  attributed  to  Alc«us,  E»  ftt/frm  mXatit  t$ 
fifsf  f<fi|#w  — **  I  will  carry  my  sword,  hidden  in  myrtles, 
like  Hannodlot,  and  Artstofitoo,"  &c. 
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Bat  tho'  gloTf  be  gone,  and  tho'  hope  &de  away. 

Thy  name,  loT*d  Erin,  shall  live  in  his  songs ; 
Not  ey'n  in  the  boor,  -when  his  heart  is  most  gay. 

Will  he  lose  the  remembranoe  of  thee  and  thy 
irnrngB. 
The  stranger  shall  hear  thy  lament  on  his  plains ; 

The  sigh  of  thy  harp  shall  be  sent  o*er  the  deep. 
Till  thy  masters  themselTes,  as  they  rivet  thy  chains, 

Shall  panse  at  the  song  of  their  captive,  and  weep. 


WHILE  GAZING  ON  THE  MOON'S  LIGHT. 

Whilb  gazmg  on  the  moon*s  light, 

A  moment  from  her  smile  I  tam*d. 
To  look  at  orbs,  that,  more  bright. 
In  lone  and  distant  glory  bam*d. 
Butioofar 
Each  proud  star. 
For  me  to  feel  ito  wanning  flame ; 
Much  more  dear 
That  mild  sphere. 
Which  near  oar  planet  smiling  came ; —  i 
Thus,  Bfary,  be  bat  thoa  my  own ; 

While  brighter  eyes  unheeded  play, 
ni  loye  those  moonlight  looks  alone. 
That  bless  my  home  and  guide  my  way. 

The  day  had  sunk  in  dim  showers. 

But  midnight  now,  with  lustre  meet, 
Illumin*d  all  the  pale  flowers. 
Like  hope  upon  a  mourner's  cheek. 
I  said  (while 
The  moon's  smile 
Play'd  o*er  a  stream,  in  dimpling  bliss,) 
'*  The  moon  looks 
**  On  many  brooks 
**  The  brook  can  see  no  moon  but  this  ;"9 
And  thus,  I  thought,  our  fortunes  run. 

For  many  a  lover  looks  to  thee. 

While  oh  !  I  feel  there  is  but  one. 

One  liary  in  the  world  for  me. 


ILL  OMENS. 

When  daylight  was  yet  sleeping  ander  the  billow. 
And  stars  in  the  heavens  still  lingering  shone, 

1  **  Of  inch  celestial  bodies  as  are  Tislble,  the  sun  excepted, 
the  single  moon,  as  despicable  as  it  is  in  comparison  to  most 
of  the  others,  is  much  more  beneficial  than  they  all  put  to> 
gether.*'—  Wki»ton*$  Theory^  ^c. 

In  the  EtreUeiu  ^AritU^  among  other  ingenious  emblems. 


Toung  Kitty,  all  bloshing,  rose  up  from  her  pillow. 

The  last  time  she  e*er  was  to  press  it  alone. 
For  the  youth  whom  she  treasured  her  heart  and 
her  soul  in. 
Had  promised  to  link  the  last  tie  before  noon ; 
And,  when  once  the  yoong  heart  of  a  maiden  is 
stolen. 
The  maiden  herself  will  steal  after  it  soon. 

As  she  look*d  in  the  glassy  which  a  woman  ne'er 
misses. 

Nor  ever  wants  time  for  a  sly  glance  or  two^ 
A  butterfly  *,  fresh  from  the  night-flower's  kisses. 

Flew  over  the  mirror,  and  shaded  her  view. 
Enrag'd  with  the  insect  for  hiding  her  graces. 

She  brush'd  him-:— he  fell,  alas!  never  to  rise: 
*'  Ahl  such,"  said  the  girl,  **  is  the  pride  of  oor 
faces, 

**•  For  which  the  soul's  innocence  too  often  dies." 


While  she  stole  thro'  the  garden,  where  heart'i 
was  growing; 
She  cull*d  some,  and  kiss'd  off  its  night-fall'n  dew ; 
And  a  rose,  farther  on,  look'd  so  tempting  and 
glowing. 
That,  spite  of  her  haste,  she  must  gather  it  too : 
But  while  o'er  the  roses  too  carelessly  leaning; 
Her  zone  flew  in  two,  and  the  heart's-ease  was 
lost: 
**  Ah!  this  means,"  said  the  giri  (and  she  sigh'd 
at  its  meaning), 
**  That  love  is  scarce  worth  the  repose  it  will 
cost!" 


BEFORE  THE  BATTLE. 

Bt  the  hope  within  us  springing, 

Herald  of  to-morrow's  strife; 
By  that  sun,  whose  light  is  bringing 

Chainf  or  freedom,  death  or  life  — 
Oh!  remember  life  can  be 
No  charm  for  him,  who  lives  not  flneel 

Like  the  day-star  in  the  wave. 

Sinks  a  hero  in  his  grave. 
Midst  the  dew-fall  of  a  nation's  tears. 

Happy  is  he  o'er  whose  decline 
The  smiles  of  home  may  soothing  shine; 
And  light  him  down  the  steep  of  years: — 


we  find  a  starry  slty  without  a  moon,  with  these  words,  Hwn 
mfUtt  quod  ab»ms. 

*  This  image  was  suggested  by  the  followhig  thottght, 
which  occurs  somewhere  In  Sir  WiUiaro  Jones*s  works:  **T1m 
moon  looks  upon  many  nlght4towwt,  the  algirt-iowerms  but 
onemoon.**  •  Aa  wsMew  of  the  wL 
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But  oh,  how  blest  they  sink  to  rest, 
Who  close  their  eyes  on  Victory's  breast  1 

0*er  his  watch-fir«*s  fading  emh^rt 

Now  the  foeiiian's  check  turns  i^hite, 
When  hb  heart  that  fiehl  rememlK-rs, 

WUere  wc  ttini'd  his  tyrant  mij^ht, 
NeTer  let  him  bind  agaia 
A  chain,  like  tlmt  we  broke  from  then. 

Hark !  the  horn  of  combat  calls  — 

Ere  the  golden  evening  fulls, 
May  wo  pledge  that  horn  in  triumph  round!' 

Mtiny  a  heart  that  now  beats  high. 
In  slumber  cold  at  (light  shall  lie. 
Nor  waken  even  at  victory *«  sound:  — 
But  oh,  how  blest  that  hero's  sleepi 
O'er  whom  a  wond'ring  world  shall  weep ! 


AFTER  THE  BATTLE. 

NicHT  elosM  around  tbc  coD-jucror's  way, 

And  lii^htning^  show*d  the  distant  hill, 
Wliere  those  who  lost  that  dr*;adful  day, 

Stood  few  and  faint»  but  fearless  «rtilL 
The  6«>ldier's  hopL\  the  patriot's  zeaJ^ 

For  ever  dirum'd,  for  ever  crost  — 
Oh  !  who  shall  say  what  heroes  feel. 

When  all  hut  life  and  honour's  tost  f 

The  last  sad  hour  of  freedom's  dream, 

And  valour's  task,  niov'd  slowly  by. 
While  mute  they  watch'd»  till  morning's  beam 

Should  riAe  and  give  tKem  light  to  die. 
Th*^re*8  yet  a  world,  where  souls  arc  free. 

Where  tyrants  taint  not  nature's  bliss  ;  — 
If  death  that  world**  bright  opening  be. 

Oh  1  who  would  live  a  slave  in  this  ? 


TIS  SWEET  TO  THINK. 

•Tt«  iwcet  to  think,  that,  where'er  we  rove, 
We  are  sure  to  find  something  blissful  and  dear, 

>  '*  TUe  IrUh  Co^rn*  w&i  not  enUrdjr  dproted  to  tnmrtUl 
fnirpokei.  In  Che  heroic  tgm,  our  locctlofi  qmiW  Meadh 
(Mit  nf  ihvm,  Ai  th«  tUrtlih  himleri  do  tluir  tevsrafe  tt  tkli 

>  I  bellffre  It  li  Mvfnoiil<»l  who  uijt,**  Qmamltmm*mpa§ 
ee  <ime  Ptt*  awm^,  itfaut  aimer  cr  que  ton  n."—  Therv  sre  lO 
OMinjr  mjitK^r-^tf-fact  people,  who  trnke  tuch jinu^  4'ftprti  «•  ihXt 
dclbnce  af  incontuncy,  totie  the  iiurtual  aii4  gi>aiUne  Mnitlmmli 


And  that,  wheo  we're  far  from  the  lips  we  lore, 

We've  but  to  make  love  to  the  lips  we  ore  near.' 
The  heartf  like  a  tendril,  accustom'd  to  cling, 

Let  it  grow  where  it  will,  cannot  flourish  ulone. 
But  will  lean  to  the  nearest,  and  loveliest  thing. 

It  can  twine  with  itself,  and  make  closely  its  own. 
Then  oh  I  what  pleasure,  where'er  we  rove. 

To  be  sure  to  fttid  something,  still,  that  is  dear. 
And  to  know,  when  far  from  the  lips  we  love. 

We've  hut  to  make  love  to  the  lips  we  arc  near, 

'Twere  a  shame,  when  flowers  around  us  rise, 

To  make  light  of  the  rest,  if  the  rose  isn't  there  ; 
And  the  world's  so  rich  in  resplendent  eyes, 

*Twere  a  pity  to  limit  one's  love  to  a  pair. 
Love's  wing  and  the  peacock's  are  nearly  alike, 

They  are  both  of  them  bright,  but  they're  change- 
able too, 
And,  wherever  a  new  beam  of  lieauty  can  strike, 

It  will  tuicture  Love's  plume  with  a  different 
hue. 
Then  oh  I  what  pleasure,  when**er  we  rove, 

To  be  sure  to  And  something,  still,  tliat  is  dear, 
And  to  know,  when  far  from  the  lips  we  love^ 

We've  but  to  moke  love  to  the  lips  wc  are  near. 


THE  IRISH  PEASANT  TO  HIS  MlSTBESS.a 

Throuoh  grief  and  through  danger  thy  smile  hath 

obeer'd  my  way» 
Till  hope  seein'd  to  bud  from  each  thorn  that  round 

me  laj  ; 
The  darker  our  fortune,  the  brighter  our  pure  love 

bum'd, 
Till  shame   into  glory,   till  fear  mto  zeal  was 

turn'd ; 
Yea,  slave  as  I  was,  in  thy  arms  my  spirit  felt  fk*ce, 
And  blesi'd  even  the  sorrows  that  made  me  more 

dear  to  thee. 

Thy  rival  was  houour'd,  while  thou  wcrt  WTong*d 

and  seom'd, 
Thy  cpowa  was  of  brier*,  while  gold  her  brows 

adom'd ; 

«r  him  who  write*  thctn,  that  tbej  romp*^!  ono>  In  «e1f.d«l«itc«;, 
to  IM!  nji  miitt<'r-or-r«rt  u  thpmiPlvet.aDd  to  miiind  tbPTii,  thttt 
DetnocrUui  wai  not  tlia  worte  jihyiluloitlat,  (or  harlnpr  fAaf. 
full  J  contended  that  mow  wai  l»b»ck  ;  nor  CrAftmu*.  In  tmf 
deffTM.  th«  Ifltt  wiie,  for  bxTing  written  &d  iitgcolooi  euo&^ 
tnJiuin  of  follf . 
>  Meuiliif,  sUofortnllj.  ths  sodeol  Church  of  Irehuid. 
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She  woo'd  me  to  temples,  whilst  thou  lay'st  hid  in 

Her  fHends  -were  all  masters,  while  thine,  alas  I 

were  slaves ; 
Yet  eold  in  the  earth,  at  thy  feet,  I  would  rather 

be. 
Than  wed  what  I  loVd  not,  or  turn  one  thought 

from  thee. 

They  slander  thee  sorely,  who  say  thy  tows  are 
fnul— 

Hadst  thoa  been  a  fiedse  one,  thy  cheek  had  look'd 
less  pale. 

They  say,  too,  so  long  thou  hast  worn  those  linger- 
ing chains. 

That  deep  in  thy  heart  they  have  printed  their 
servile  stains  — 

Ob!  foul  is  the  slander, — no  chain  could  that  soul 
subdue — 

Where  shineth  thy  spirit,  there  liberty  shineth 
too!i 


ON    MUSIC. 

When  thro*  life  unblest  we  rove, 

Losing  all  that  made  life  dear, 
Should  some  notes  we  used  to  love, 
.  In  days  of  boyhood,  meet  our  ear. 
Oh  !  how  welcome  breathes  the  strain  ! 

Wakening  thoughts  that  long  have  slept ; 
Kindling  former  smiles  again 

In  faded  eyes  that  long  have  wept 

Like  the  gale,  that  sighs  along 

Beds  of  oriental  flowers. 
Is  the  grateful  breath  of  song. 

That  once  was  heard  in  happier  hours ; 
Fill*d  with  bakn,  the  gale  sighs  on. 

Though  the  flowers  have  sunk  in  death ; 
So,  when  pleasure's  dream  is  gone. 

Its  memory  lives  in  Music's  breath. 

Music,  oh  how  fliint,  how  weak. 

Language  fades  before  thy  spell  I 
Why  should  Feeling  ever  speak. 

When  thou  canst  breathe  her  soul  so  well  ? 
Friendship's  balmy  words  may  feign. 

Love's  are  ev'n  more  false  than  they  ; 
Oh  !  'tis  only  music's  strain 

Can  sweetly  soothe  and  not  betray. 


1  •*  Where  the  Spirit  of  the  Lord  is,  ther«  is  Ubertjr." 
51.  Pan/,  S  Cor.  UL 17. 


IT  IS  NOT  THE  TEAR  AT  THIS  MOMENT 
SHED.s 

It  is  not  the  tear  at  this  moment  shed. 

When  the  cold  turf  has  just  been  laid  o'er  him. 
That  can  tell  how  belov'd  was  the  friend  that's  fled. 

Or  how  deep  in  our  hearts  we  deplore  him. 
'Tis  the  tear,  thro'  many  a  long  day  wept, 

*Tis  life's  whole  path  o'ershaded ; 
'Tis  the  one  remembrance,  fondly  kept. 

When  all  lighter  griefs  have  faded. 

Thus  his  memory,  like  some  holy  light, 

.    Kept  alive  in  our  hearts,  will  improve  them. 

For  worth  shall  look  fairer,  and  truth  more  bright. 

When  we  think  how  he  liv'd  but  to  love  them. 
And,  as  fresher  flowers  the  sod  perfbme 

AVhere  buried  saints  are  lying. 
So  our  hearts  shall  borrow  a  sweet'ning  bloom 

From  the  image  he  left  there  in  dying  I 


THE  ORIGIN  OF  THE  HARP. 

'Tis  believ'd  that  this  Harp,  which  I  wake  now 

for  thee. 
Was  a  Sjrren  of  old,  who  sung  under  the  sea ; 
And  who  often,  at  eve,  thro'  the  bright  waters  rov'd. 
To  meet,  on  the  green  shore,  a  youth  whom  she 

lov'd. 

But  she  lov'd  him  in  vain,  for  he  left  her  to  weep. 
And  in  tears,  all  the  night,  her  gold  tresses  to  steep ; 
Till  heav'n  look'd  with  pity  on  true  love  so  warm, 
And  chang'd  to  this  soft  Harp  the  sea-maiden's 
form. 

Still  her  bosom  rose  fair — still  her  cheeks  smil'd 

the  same — 
While  her  sea-beauties  gracefully  form'd  the  light 

frame; 
And  her  hair,  as,  let  loose,  o'er  her  white  arm  it  fell. 
Was  chang'd  to  bright  chords  utt'ring  melody's 

speU. 

Hence  it  came,  that  this  soft  Hasp  so  long  hath 

been  known 
To  mingle  love's  language  with  sorrow's  sad  tone; 
Till  thou  didst  divide  them,  and  teach  the  fond  lay 
To  speak  love  when  I'm  near  thee,  and  grief  when 

away. 


s  These  lines  were  oceasloiMd  by  the  loM  of  a  TCiyiMsraBd 
dear  releUve,  who  had  died  latcfy  at  MaUn. 
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There  comes  a  new  link 

LOVERS  YOUNG  DEE  AM. 

Our  spirits  to  sink  — 
Oh!  the  joy  that  we  taste,  like  the  light  of  the 

Oh  1  the  days  are  gone,  when  Beauty  bright 

poles. 

My  heart's  chain  wove  ; 

Ts  a  flush  amid  darkness,  too  brilliant  to  stay^ 

When  roy  dream  of  life,  from  morn  till  nigbt, 

But,  though  'twere  the  la«t  little  spark  in  our  souls, 

Was  loTe,  Btill  lave. 

We  must  light  it  up  now,  on  our  Prince's  Day. 

New  hope  may  blt)om» 

And  days  may  come, 

Contempt  on  the  minion,  who  calls  you  disloyal  I 

Of  milder,  calmer  bcflm. 

Tho'  fierce  to  your  foe,  to  your  friends  you  are 

But  there's  nothing  half  fto  swi^et  in  life 

true; 

As  lovers  young  dream : 

And  the  tribute  most  high  to  a  head  that  is  royal. 

No,  lhere'«  nothing  half  m  sweet  in  life 

Is  love  from  n  heart  thai  loves  liberty  too. 

As  lore's  yoang  dream. 

While  cowards,  who  blight 
Your  fame,  your  right. 

Thougli  the  hard  to  purer  fame  may  ioir, 

Would  shrink  from  the  blaie  of  the  battle  array. 

Wlieo  wild  youth*9  past ; 

The  Standard  of  Green 

Though  he  wLa  the  wise*  who  ^rownd  before, 

In  front  would  be  seen, — ' 

To  Bmile  at  lost ; 

Oh,  my  life  on  your  faith  I  were  you  summoned 

He'll  never  meet 

this  minute. 

A  joy  w>  sweet. 

You'd  cast  every  bitter  remembrance  away. 

In  all  his  noon  of  fame, 

And  show  what  ihe  arm  of  old  Erin  has  in  it. 

As  when  trst  he  snng  to  woman's  ear 

When  rous'd  by  the  foe,  on  her  Prince's  Day. 

His  soul -felt  flame. 

And  at  every  clofte,  she  hlush'd  to  bear 

He  loves  the  Green  Isle,  and  his  love  is  recorded 

The  one  lov'd  name. 

In  hearts,  which  have  stdTer'd  too  much  to  forget  i 
Ajid  hope  shall  be  crown'd,  and  attachment  re- 

No^— that  hallowed  form  i*  ne'er  forgot 

warded. 

Which  6r»t  love  traced  j 

And  Erin's  gay  jubilee  shine  out  yet 

Still  it  lingering  haunts  the  greeoeat  spot 

The  gem  may  be  broke 

On  memory's  waste. 

By  many  a  stroke. 

*Twas  odour  fled 

But  nothing  can  cloud  its  native  rayj 

As  soon  as  shed  ; 

Each  fragment  will  cost 

*TirBS  morning's  winged  dream ; 

A  light,  to  the  last, — 

'Twas  a  light,  that  ne'er  can  shine  again 

And  thus,  Erin,  my  country*  tho'  broken  thoti  art. 

On  life's  dull  stream  : 

There's  a  lustre  within  thee,  that  ne'er  will  decay ; 

Oh  I  'twas  light  that  ne'er  can  ihme  again 

A  spirit,  which  beams  through  each  sit  Be  ring  part, 

On  life's  dull  stream. 

'And  now  smiles  at  all  pain  on  the  Prince's  Day. 

• 

THE  PRINCE'S  DAY.i 

WEEP  ON,  WEEP  ON. 

And  smile  through  our  tears,  like  a  sunbeam  in 

Wekp  on,  weep  on,  your  hour  is  past ; 

ihowers: 

Your  dreams  of  pride  are  o'er; 

There  never  were  hearts,  if  our  mtcrs  would  let 
them. 

The  fatal  chain  is  round  you  cast. 

And  you  are  men  no  more. 

More  form*d  to  be  grateful  and  blcit  than  onn. 

In  vain  the  hero's  heart  hath  bled ; 

Bot  just  when  the  chain 

The  sage's  tongue  hath  wam'd  in  Tain  j 

Has  ceoft'd  to  pain, 

Oh,  F'rcedom  I  once  thy  flame  hath  fled. 

And  hope  has  enwreatli'd  it  round  with  flowers, 

It  never  lights  again. 

Weep  on— perhaps  in  after  days. 

of  W«l«a't  UnHdai'.  f*T«ii  *»r  n>7  (Head,  Mniot  Hrymif ,  at  hi* 

, 

M«t  III  Vrm  oountf  of  Kitkennf . 

They'll  learn  to  love  your  namei 

1 

1 

J 

1 
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When  maaj  a  deed  may  wake  in  praise 

That  long  hath  slept  in  blame. 
And  when  thej  tread  the  min'd  Isle, 

Where  rest,  at  length,  the  lord  and  slave. 
They'll  wond*ring  tmk,  how  hands  so  vile 

Coold  eonqner  hearts  so  braye  ? 

••  Twas  fete,*'  they'll  say,  **  a  wayward  fete 

**  Yoor  web  of  discord  wove ; 
**  And  while  yoor  tyrants  join'd  in  hate, 

*•  Yon  never  joined  in  love. 
«*  Bat  hearts  fell  ofiE;  that  ought  to  twine, 

**  And  man  profen'd  what  God  had  given ; 
**  Till  some  were  heard  to  corse  the  shrine, 

"  Where  others  knelt  to  heaven  I " 


LESBIA  HATH  A  BEAMING  ETE. 

Lesbia  hath  a  beaming  eye, 

Bnt  no  one  knows  for  whom  it  beameth ; 
Right  and  left  its  arrows  fly, 

Bat  what  they  aim  at  no  one  dreameth. 
Sweeter  'tis  to  gaze  upon 

My  Nora's  lid  that  seldom  rises ; 
Few  its  looks,  bot  every  one, 
Like  anexpected  light,  surprises ! 

Oh,  my  Nora  Creina,  dear. 
My  gentle,  bashful  Nora  Creina, 
Beauty  lies 
In  many  eyes, 
Bnt  Love  in  yours,  my  Nora  Creina. 

Lesbia  wears  a  robe  of  gold, 

Bnt  all  so  close  the  nymph  hath  lac*d  it. 
Not  a  charm  of  beauty's  mould 

Presumes  to  stay  where  nature  plac'd  it 
Oh !  my  Nora's  gown  for  me. 

That  floats  as  wild  as  mountain  breezes. 
Leaving  every  beauty  free 

To  sink  or  swell  as  Heaven  pleases. 

Yes,  my  Nora  Creina,  dear, 

My  simple,  graceful  Nora  Creina, 

Nature's  dress 

Is  loveliness — 

The  dress  pou  wear,  my  Nora  Creina. 

Lesbia  hath  a  wit  refln'd. 

But,  when  its  points  are  gleaming  round  us, 

>  I  hsTe  ber«  made  s  feeble  eflbrt  to  imitate  that  exquMte 
Inicriptioo  of  Shenttone*!,  **  Heu  I  quanto  minus  est  cum  re- 
llqaU  Tersarl  qtaam  memlnlMe  I " 

s  Thlt  ballad  It  founded  upon  one  of  the  many  storiet  re- 
lated of  SC  Kertn,  whoae  bed  Is  tbe  rock  It  to  be  teen  at 


Who  can  tell  if  they're  design'd 

To  dazzle  merely,  or  to  wound' us? 
Pillowed  on  my  Nora's  heart. 

In  safer  slumber  Love  reposes — 

Bed  of  peace  I  whose  roughest  part 

Is  but  the  crumpling  of  the  roses. 

Oh  I  my  Nora  Creina,  dear, 
My  mild,  my  artless  Nora  Creina! 
Wit,  though  bright. 
Hath  no  such  light. 
As  warms  your  eyes,  my  Nora  Creina. 


1  SAW  THY  FORM  IN  YOUTHFUL  PRIME. 

I  SAW  thy  form  in  youthful  prime. 

Nor  thought  that  pale  decay 
Would  steal  before  the  steps  of  Time, 

And  waste  its  bloom  away,  Mary  I 
Yet  still  thy  features  wore  that  light. 

Which  fleets  not  with  the  breath ; 
And  life  ne'er  look'd  more  truly  bright 

Than  in  thy  smile  of  death,  Mary  I 

As  streams  that  run  o'er  golden  mines, 

Yet  humbly,  calmly  glide. 
Nor  seem  to  know  the  wealth  that  shines 

Within  their  gentle  tide,  Mary  I 
So  veil'd  beneath  the  simplest  gniie. 

Thy  radiant  genius  shone. 
And  that,  which  charm*d  all  other  eyes, 

Seem'd  worthless  in  thy  own,  Mary  I 

If  souls  could  always  dwell  above. 

Thou  ne'er  hadst  left  that  sphere ; 
Or  could  we  keep  the  souls  we  love. 

We  ne'er  had  lost  thee  here,  Mary ! 
Though  many  a  gifted  mind  we  meet. 

Though  fiurest  forms  we  see,  « 

To  live  with  them  is  fer  less  sweet. 

Than  to  remember  thee,  Mary  1 1 


BY  THAT  LAKE,  WHOSE  GLOOMY 
SHORE.* 

Bt  that  Lake,  whose  gloomy  shwe 
Sky-lark  never  warbles  o'er,* 

Glendaloogb,  a  mott  gloomy  and  rooiantic  tpoC  In  tbe  counly 
of  Wlcklow. 

>  There  are  many  other  curloat  tradltiont  concarainf  this 
Lake,  which  maj  be  found  in  Glraldoa,  Colgaa,  fte. 
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Wlicre  the  cliff  bangs  high  and  steep 
Yoang  Saint  Kevin  stole  to  sleep. 
"  Here,  at  least,'*  he  calmly  said, 
**  Woman  ne*cr  shall  find  my  bed." 
Ah  !  the  good  Saint  little  knew 
What  that  wily  sex  can  do. 

'Twas  from  Kathleen's  eyes  he  flew, — 
Eyes  of  most  unholy  blue ! 
She  had  lov*d  him  well  and  long, 
Wish'd  him  hers,  nor  thought  it  wrong. 
Wheresoe'er  the  Saint  would  fly, 
Still  he  heard  her  light  foot  nigh ; 
East  or  west,  where'er  he  tum'd. 
Still  her  eyes  before  him  bum'd. 

On  the  bold  cliff's  bosom  cast. 
Tranquil  now  he  sleeps  at  last ; 
Dreams  of  heav'n,  nor  thinks  that  e'er 
Woman's  smile  can  haunt  him  there. 
But  nor  earth  nor  heaven  is  free 
From  her  power,  if  fond  she  be : 
Even  now,  while  calm  he  sleeps, 
Kathleen  o'er  him  leans  and  weeps. 

Fearless  she  had  track'd  his  feet 
To  this  rocky,  wild  retreat ; 
And  when  morning  met  his  view, 
Iler  mild  glances  met  it  too. 
Ah,  your  Saints  have  cruel  hearts  I 
Sternly  from  his  bed  he  starts. 
And  with  rude  repulsive  shock, 
Hurls  her  from  the  beetling  rock. 

Glendalough,  thy  gloomy  wave 
Soon  was  gentle  Kathleen's  grave! 
Soon  the  Saint  (yet  ah  !  too  late,) 
Felt  her  love,  and  moum'd  her  fate. 
When  he  said,  "  Heaven  rest  her  soul !" 
Round  the  Lake  light  music  stole ; 
^nd  her  ghost  was  seen  to  glide, 
Smiling  o'er  the  fatal  tide. 


SHE  IS  FAR  FROM  THE  LAND. 

SiiK  is  fur  from  the  land  where  her  young  hero 
sleeps. 

And  lovora  are  round  her,  sighing : 
Rut  coldly  she  turns  from  their  gaze,  and  weeps. 

For  her  heart  in  his  grave  is  lying. 


She  sings  the  wild  song  of  her  dear  native  plains. 
Every  note  which  he  lov'd  awaking ;  — 

Ah!  little  they  think  who  delight  in  her  strains. 
How  the  heart  of  the  Minstrel  is  breaking. 

He  had  liv'd  for  his  love,  for  his  country  he  died, 
They  were  all  that  to  life  had  entwin'd  him ; 

Nor  soon  shall  the  tears  of  his  country  be  dried, 
Nor  long  will  his  love  stay  behind  him. 

Oh  !  make  her  a  grave  where  tlie  sunbeams  rest. 
When  they  promise  a  glorious  morrow  ; 

They'll  shine  o'er  her  sleep,  like  a  smile  from  the 
West, 
From  her  own  lov'd  island  of  sorrow. 


NAY,  TELL  ME  NOT,  DEAR. 

Nat,  tell  me  not,  dear,  that  the  goblet  drowns 

One  charm  of  feeling,  one  fond  regret; 
Believe  me,  a  few  of  thy  angry  frowns 
Are  all  I've  sunk  in  its  bright  wave  yet 
Ne'er  hath  a  beam 
Been  lost  in  the  stream 
That  ever  was  shed  from  thy  form  or  soul ; 
The  spell  of  those  eyes. 
The  balm  of  thy  sighs. 
Still  float  on  the  surface,  and  hallow  my  bowl. 
Then  fancy  not,  dearest,  that  wine  can  steal 
One  blissful  dream  of  the  heart  fVom  me ; 
Like  founts  that  awaken  the  pilgrim's  zeal. 
The  bowl  but  brightens  my  love  for  thee. 

They  tell  us  that  Love  in  his  fairy  bower 

Had  two  blush-roses,  of  birth  divine ; 
He  sprinkled  the  one  with  a  rainbow's  showrr. 
But  bath'd  the  other  with  mantling  wine. 
Soon  did  the  buds 
That  drank  of  the  floods 
Distill'd  by  the  rainbow,  decline  and  fade ; 
VThiXe  those  which  the  tide 
Of  ruby  had  dy'd 
All  blush'd  into  beauty,  like  thee,  sweet  maid! 
Then  fancy  tiot,  dearest,  that  wine  can  steal 
One  blissful  dream  of  the  heart  from  me; 
Like  founts,  that  awaken  the  pilgrim's  zeal, 
The  bowl  but  brightens  my  love  for  thee. 
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AVENGING  AND  BRIGHT. 

Avenging  and  bright  fall  the  swift  sword  of  Erin  ' 
On  him  who  the  brave  sons  of  Usna  betray'd! — 

For  every  fond  eye  he  hath  waken'd  a  tear  in, 
A  drop  from  his  heart-wounds  shall  weep  o'er 
her  blade. 

By  the  red  cloud  that  hung  over  Conor's  dark 
dwelling, « 
When  Ulad's'  three  champions  lay  sleeping  in 
gore  — 
i    By  the  billows  of  war,  which  so  often,  high  swelling. 
Have  wafted  these  heroes  to  victory's  shore  — 

We  swear  to  revenge  them  I — no  joy  shall  be  tasted, 
The  harp  shall  be  silent,  the  maiden  unwed, 

Our  halls  shall  be  mute,  and  our  fields  shall  lie 
wasted. 
Till  vengeance  is  wreak'd  on  the  murderer's  head. 

Yes,  monarch  I  tho'  sweet  are  our  home  recollections. 
Though  sweet  are  the  tears  that  from  tenderness 
fall; 
Though  sweet  are  our  friendships,  our  hopes,  our 
affections. 
Revenge  on  a  tyrant  is  sweetest  of  all ! 


WHAT  THE  BEE  IS  TO  THE  FLOWERET. 

//e.  —  What  the  bee  is  to  the  flow 'ret, 
When  he  looks  for  honey-dew. 
Through  the  leaves  that  close  embower  it. 
That,  my  love,  I'll  be  to  you. 

She.  —  \Vhat  the  bank,  with  verdure  glowing, 
Is  to  waves  that  wander  near 
Whisp'ring  kisses,  while  they're  going, 
That  I'll  be  to  you,  my  dear. 

Sfie.  —  But  they  say,  the  bee's  a  rover. 

Who  will  fly,  when  sweets  arc  gone; 

The  words  of  this  song  were  suggested  bjr  the  very  an- 
ciVnt  Irish  story  called  "  Deirdrl,  or  the  Lamentable  Fate  of 
the  Sons  of  Usnacb."  which  has  been  translated  literally  from 
the  Gaelic,  by  Mr.  O' Flanagan  (see  vol.  I.  of  Trantactiotu  q/ 
th^  Garlic  Society  of  Dublin),  and  upon  which  it  appears  that 
the  *'  Darthtila  of  Macphcrson  "  is  founded.  The  treachery 
of  Conor,  Ring  of  Ulster,  in  putting  to  death  the  three  sons 
of  Usna,  was  the  cause  of  a  desolating  war  against  Ulster, 
which  terminated  in  the  destruction  of  Eroan.  "  This  story 
(says  Mr.  O'Flanagan)  has  been,  from  time  immemorial, 
held  in  high  repute  as  one  of  the  three  tragic  stories  of  the 
Iri>h.  These  arc, '  The  death  of  the  children  of  Touran  ; ' 
*  The  death  of  the  cbildreo  of  Lear  *  (both  regarding  Tuatha 


And,  when  once  the  kiss  is  over. 
Faithless  brooks  will  wander  on. 

He.  —  Nay,  if  flowers  will  lose  their  looks, 
If  sunny  banks  will  wear  away, 
'Tis  but  right,  that  bees  and  brooks 

Should  sip  and  kiss  them  while  they  may. 


LOVE  AND  THE  NOVICE. 

"  Here  we  dwell,  in  holiest  bowers, 

**  Where  angels  of  light  o'er  our  orimns  bend ; 
**  Where  sighs  of  devotion  and  breathings  of  flow  era 
"  To  heaven  in  mingled  odour  ascend. 
"  Do  not  disturb  our  calm,  oh  Love! 
**  So  like  is  thy  form  to  the  cherubs  above, 
"  It  well  might  deceive  such  hearts  as  ours." 

Love  stood  near  the  Novice  and  listen'd, 

And  liOve  is  no  novice  in  taking  a  hint ; 
His  laughing  blue  eyes  soon  with  piety  glistcn'd ; 
His  rosy  wing  tum'd  to  heaven's  own  tint 
"  Who  would  have  thought,"  the  urchin  cries, 
"  That  Love  could  so  well,  so  gravely  disguise 
"  His  wandering  wings  and  wounding  eyes?" 

Love  now  warms  thee,  waking  and  sleeping. 
Young  No\'ice,  to  him  all  thy  orisons  rise. 
He  tinges  the  heavenly  fount  with  liis  weeping. 
He  brightens  the  censer's  flame  with  his  sighs. 
Love  is  the  Saint  enshrin'd  in  thy  breast. 
And  angels  themselves  would  admit  such  a 
guest. 
If  he  came  to  them  cloth'd  in  Piety's  vest. 


THIS  LIFE  IS  ALL  CHEQUER'D  WITH 
PLEASURES  AND  WOES. 

This  life  is  all  chequer'd  with  pleasures  and  woes. 
That  chase  one  another  like  waves  of  the  deep, — 

de  Danans),  and  this, '  The  death  of  the  children  of  Usnach,* 
which  is  a  Milesian  story."  It  will  be  recollected,  that,  io 
the  Second  Number  of  these  Melodies,  there  is  a  ballad  upon 
the  story  of  the  children  of  Lear  or  Lir  ;  **  Silent,  oh  Moyle  1'* 
Kc. 

Whatever  may  be  thought  of  those  sanguine  claims  to 
antiquity,  which  Mr.  O'Flanagan  and  others  adrance  for  th« 
literature  of  Ireland,  it  would  be  a  lasting  reproach  upon  our 
nationality,  if  the  Gaelic  researches  of  this  gentleman  did  not 
meet  with  all  the  liberal  encouragement  they  so  well  merit. 

>  "  Oh  Nasi  i  Tiew  that  cloud  that  I  here  see  in  the  sky  !  I 
tee  over  Rman-green  a  chilling  cloud  of  blood-tinged  rad.**^ 
DrirdrTs  Song.  >  UUter. 
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EojcIi  brighlJj  or  diLrkly.  as  onward  it  Hows, 

Says  Valour,  **  See, 

Eefleclifig  our  eyes,  as  they  sparkle  or  >reep. 

**  They  spring  for  me^ 

So  cimely  our  whmig  on  our  miseries  tread, 

*•  Those  h^afy  gt^ms  of  rooming!" — 

That  the  lauf^h  is  awaked  ere  tbc  tear  can  be 

Says  I^ve,  *"  No,  no^ 

dried  j 

"  For  we  they  grow, 

And,  as  fast  as  the  nuD-drop  of  Pity  is  shed. 

"  My  fVagrant  path  adorning/* 

The  goose- plumage  of  Folly  can  lum  it  aside. 

But  Wit  perceives 

But  pl^^dge  me  the  cup  — if  existence  wfiuld  cloy, 

The  triple  leaves, 

With  hearts  ever  happy^  and  heads  ever  wise, 

And  cries,  "  Oh  I  do  not  sever 

H«  ours  the  light  Sorrow,  half-sister  to  Joy, 

"  A  type,  that  hlemls 

Aud  the  light,  brilUaot  Folly  that  flashes  and  dies. 

**  Three  gwllike  friends, 
**  Love,  Valour,  Wit,  for  ever!" 

When  Hyias  was  sent  with  his  urn  Co  the  fount. 

Oh  the  Shamrock,  the  green,  immortal  Sbomrockl 

Through  iielda  full  of  light,  and  ^  ith  heart  full 

Chosen  leaf 

of  play, 

Of  Bard  and  Cliief, 

Light  rttinhled  the  boy,  over  meadow  and  niotint. 

Old  Erin's  oative  Shamrock  I 

And  neglected  bis  task  for  the  flowen  OD  the 

way.' 

So  firmly  fond 

Thus  many,  bke  me,  who  m  youth  ahould  have 

l^Iay  last  the  bund 

tasted 

They  wove  that  morn  together. 

The  fountain  that  runs  by  rh]lo*ophy's  shrine. 

And  ne'er  may  fall 

Their  time  with  the  flowers  on  tbe  niurgin  have 

One  drop  of  gall 

wasted. 

On  Wit*s  celestial  feather. 

And  lefV  their  Ugbt  urns  all  as  empty  as  mine. 

May  Love,  as  twine 

But  pledge  me  the  goblet; — while  Idleness  weaves 

His  flowers  divine. 

Thes«  flow  Vets  together,  should  Wisdotn  hut  see 

Of  thorny  falsehood  weed  *em ; 

One  bright  drop  or  two  ihut  has  fali'n  on  the  leaves. 

May  valour  ne'er 

From  her  fountain  dlviiic,  "^tis  suCEcient  for  me. 

Hii  stftndard  rear 
Af^lnst  the  cause  of  Freedom  t 
Oh  tbc  Shamrock,  tbe  green,  immortal  Shamrock  I 
Chosen  leaf 

Of  Bard  and  Chief, 

OH  TOE  SHAMROCK. 

Old  Ertns  nattve  Shamrock  1 

TnnouciiT  Erin's  Isle, 

To  sport  awhile, 

As  Love  and  valour  wander'd. 

With  Wit,  the  sprite, 

Whose  cjuiver  bright 

AT  THE  MID  HOUR  OF  NIGHT, 

A  thousand  arrows  squaoder'd* 

Where'er  they  posSr 

At  the  mid  hour  of  night,  when  stars  tire  weeping. 

A  triple  grass* 

Ifly 

Shoots  up,  witb  dew-drops  streaming, 

To  tbc  lone  vale  we  lov*d,  when  life  shone  warm 

A  s  softly  gnacn 

in  thine  eyej 

As  emeralds  seen 

And  I  think  oft,  if  spirits  can  steal  fh»m  the  re- 

Through purest  crystal  gleaming. 

gions  of  air, 

Oh  the  Shamrock,  the  green,  immortal  Shamrock  I 

To  revisit  past  scenes  of  delight,  thou  wilt  eom« 

Chosen  leaf, 

to  me  there. 

Of  Bard  and  Chief, 

And  tell  me  our  love  is  rcmcmber'd,  even  in  tbe. 

!i 

Old  Erio*s  native  Shamrc»ek  1 

sky. 

1 

to  that  iprclirt  of  tnrofl  cmllrd  tn  Irelsad  bf  tH«  nam*  of  tli« 

HiopsKT.  m,  L  tU$.  ao. 

SharoriDck  j  and  hrnrr,  pfrhjipi,  tbe  liUttd  or  Sj,rnt«  adopteil 
thlt  plant  «•  her  n«tion«t  emblcnn.    Hope.amonf  Lh«  aiicl«i)t». 

•  ft  li  «4M  thKt  St.  Pairfck.  wtiro  prrnrbin^  tlr«  TKnIly  Co 

lh«  pAfUl  Irtth,  used  to  lUuitrat«  hii  lubjcct  by  rer^r«iDce 

iriptoM,  and  m  trefoU  of  tbr««.c»t(Mir«d  gnu  In  her  haod. 

;_ 

1 

V 
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Thtm  I  sing  the  wild  song  'twM  ooce  auch  plea- 

And  oh  I  may  our  life*s  happy  measure 

sore  to  hear] 

Of  moments  like  this  he  made  up. 

When  our  voices  comxaingling  breatVdp  like  one, 

'Twas  bom  on  the  bosom  of  Pleasure, 

on  the  ear; 

It  dies  *mid  the  tears  of  the  cup. 

And^  as  Echo  far  off  tlirongh  the  Tale  my  sod 

oriaou  rolls, 
I  think,  oh  my  love!  'tia  tliy  Toice  from  the 

Kingdom  of  SoulS;^  ^ 
Fuintly  answering  still  the  notes  that  onee  were  so 

'TIS  THE  LAST  ROSE  OF  SUMMER. 

dear. 

Tis  the  last  rose  of  summer 

I«eft  blooming  alone  ; 
All  her  lovely  companions 

^h 

Are  faded  and  gone ; 

■V 

No  flower  of  her  kindred, 

r 

ONE  BUMPER  AT  rARTING. 

No  rose-btid  is  nigh^ 
To  reflect  back  her  blushes, 

1 

Ojte  hamper  at  parting  I — though  many 

Or  give  sigh. for  sigh. 

1 

Have  circled  the  board  since  we  met, 

1 

Thif  fullest,  the  saddest  of  iiny» 

Ill  not  leave  thee,  thou  lone  one  1 

1 

Hemains  to  he  crowned  hy  us  yeL 

To  pine  on  the  stem  ; 

1 

The  sweetness  that  pleasure  hath  in  it, 

Since  the  lovely  are  sleeping. 

1 

Is  always  so  slow  to  come  forth, 

Go,  sleep  thou  with  them. 

^^K      That  ieldom,  alas,  till  the  minute 

Thus  kindly  I  scatter 

^Kf          h  dk*s»  do  we  know  half  its  worth. 

Thy  leaves  o'er  the  bed, 

r 

But  eome, — may  our  life's  happy  measure 

Where  thy  mates  of  the  garden 

1 

Be  all  of  such  moments  mode  up; 

Lie  scentless  and  dead. 

1 

Tbey*re  bora  on  the  bf»som  of  Pleasure, 

1 

They  die  'midst  the  tears  of  the  cup. 

So  s<x>n  may  /  follow, 
^Vben  friendships  decay. 

L 

Ai  onward  we  journey,  how  pleasant 

And  from  Love's  shining  circle 

■ 

1          To  pause  and  inhabit  awhile 

The  gems  drop  away. 

■ 

1       Those  few  sunny  spots,  like  the  preeent, 

WTien  true  hearts  lie  wither'd, 

That  'mid  the  dull  wilderness  smile  1 

And  fond  ones  are  flown, 

But  Time,  like  a  pitiless  master. 

Oh  !  who  would  inhabit 

Cries  **  Onward !."  and  apur^i  the  gay  hours  — 

This  bleak  world  alone  ? 

Ah,  never  doth  Time  travel  faster, 

Than  when  his  way  lies  among  flowers. 

But  come^^ — may  our  life's  happy  measure 

Be  all  of  such  moments  made  up  j 

TOE  YOUNG  MAY  MOON. 

They're  bom  on  the  bosom  of  Pleasure, 

They  die  *niidst  the  tears  of  the  cup. 

Trk  young  May  moon  Is  beaming,  love. 
The  gtow-wortii*s  lamp  is  gleaming,  love, 

We  saw  how  the  sun  looked  in  linking, 

IIow  sweet  to  rove 

The  waters  beneath  him  how  bright  j 

Through  Moma's  grove,* 

And  now,  let  our  farewell  of  drinking 

When  the  drowsy  world  is  dreaming,  love  I 

Resemhle  that  farewell  of  light. 

Then  awake!  —  the  heavens  look  bright,  my  dear. 

YoQ  saw  how  he  finish'd^  by  darting 

*Tis  never  too  late  for  delight,  my  dear. 

His  beam  oVr  a  deep  hi  I  low  *»  hrim  — 

And  the  best  of  all  waya 

So.  fill  up,  let^s  shine  at  our  partingf 

To  lengthen  our  days. 

In  full  liquid  glory,  tike  him. 

Is  to  steal  a  few  hours  from  ihe  night,  my  dear! 

•  •*  Tl>i^re  are  couotrlfj,"*  iaj*  Montaigrir,  "  where  thcj 

eO'llcctloa,  a  poem  tranilatcd  ffom  the  Irtih,  bjf  the  late  Jehu 

beUwTC  the  louli  of  the  happj  Itvo  In  all  marmdr  of  trbntjr,  to 

Drown,  &a6  of  mf  earllrtt  colk^jire  companloiit  and  TrlcmU, 

deUnbtAU  Aelili ;  «nd  (Kat  H  It  lUoui  toitli,  r«»peatlDK  the 

wboM  death  wai  »i  «ihyularl]r  niclancholy  atul  iinfurtunnte  a* 

word*  wr  uttffr,  which  we  call  Echo/* 

hU  life  had  bren  amiable,  honourable,  and  excmplarir^ 

■ 

*  *  Steal*  ilLcntly  toMorna'i  grore."— 5ee,iDMr.Buiittn;'i 

1 

1 

■- 
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Now  all  the  world  h  sleeping,  hve. 

But  the  Siige,  hi§  Btar-watcli  ktM?ping,  loTC, 

Aod  f,  whose  star^ 

More  glorious  far, 
U  the  eye  from  that  casement  peeping,  love, 
Theo  awakf^t — ^till  rise  of  sun,  my  dear, 
The  Sage's  glas§  well  shun,  iny  dear, 

Or,  ill  watching  the  flight 

Of  hod  i  OS  of  light, 
lie  might  happen  to  take  ihec  for  one,  my  dear. 


THE  MINSTREL  BOY. 

TitE  Miaatrel  Boy  to  the  war  is  gone, 

111  tlie  ranks  of  death  you'll  find  him  ; 
111^  fatiier's  sword  he  haft  girded  on, 

Aod  his  wild  harp  slung  behind  him.—^ 
"  Land  of  s^jogl  "  said  the  warrior-bard, 

'^  Though  all  the  world  betrays  thee, 
**  One  sword,  at  least,  thy  rights  shall  guard, 

"  One  faitMul  harp  shall  praise  theel  "• 

The  Miiistrel  fell  I  —  hut  the  foeman*»i  chaiD 

Could  Qot  bring  his  proud  somI  under i 
The  harp  he  lov'd  ne'er  spoke  again, 

For  he  tore  its  chords  asunder  ; 
And  said,  "  No  chains  shall  sully  thee, 

•*  Thou  soul  of  love  and  brmvery  I 
**  Thy  songs  were  mode  for  the  pore  and  free, 

•*  They  thall  never  «otmd  in  Blavery." 


THE  SONG  OF  ORUARK, 
pniKCB  or  oiBnrNL* 

TuE  valley  lay  smiling  before  me, 

Where  lately  I  left  her  hehind; 
Yt't  I  trembled,  and  stimething  hung  o*er  me. 

That  saddened  the  joy  of  my  mind. 


I  TI)Pi«  ttAR«u  »r«  fotinded  upon  an  eveoi  or  moft  meLoJi- 
diolj  lni|>orUiiec  to  Ireland  ;  iT,  oi  we  are  told  by  <)ur  lii*b 
kittOdAQSi,  U  gnte  EtiRland  the  flriL  opportunity  of  proAdnx 
bf  our  dfvlsUios  i<ii4  iubdulna  ui.  The  fullowinjt  Me  tbeclr- 
CunmCMHw*.  as  f«l*t*?d  bj  fl'tlalJoraii  :  —  '*  The  klnf  of 
IMntlKT  hod  long  eobceWcd  a  Ylolent  afltxtlua  for  Dear* 
bbufeU,  daugtitcr  lo  thp  king  of  Meatli,  and  though  the  had 
bMQ  for  MMsttf  time  i»«rtl«d  to  O'Ruark.  prince  of  Srcd^ii. 
fal  II  floold  nut  rciiraiii  lili  pauion,  Th»r  carried  on  a 
yiif ats  c«iTtfltMMid«no»,  and  «h«  tnfofined  htm  that  O'lliurk 
lalindMl  toon  to  go  on  a  pHj^lmagc  <  mo  act  of  pletf  fre<iue«it 
la  ihow  daj-t),  aa4  cuQjurcd  him  to  embrace  tlmt  o|>portunttjr 


I  look'd  for  the  lamp  whieh^  she  told  roe. 
Should  shine,  when  her  Pilgrim  return *di 

But,  though  darkness  began  to  infold  me, 
No  lamp  from  the  battlements  bum'di 

I  flew  to  her  chamber —  twM  lonely. 

As  if  the  lov'd  tenant  by  dead;  — 
Ah,  would  it  were  dentli,  mid  deatli  only  ! 

But  no,  the  young  false  one  had  fled. 
And  there  hung  the  lute  that  could  soften 

My  very  worst  pains  into  bliss  \ 
While  the  hand,  that  had  wak'd  it  so  often. 

Now  throhb'd  to  a  proud  rival's  kiss. 

There  wtu  a  time,  falsest  of  women. 

When  BreiFni's  good  sword  would  have  tonght 
That  man,  thro"  a  million  of  foemen. 

Who  dar'd  but  to  wrong  thee  in  thought  f 
While  now— oh  degenerate  daughter 

Of  Erin,  how  fall'n  is  thy  fame  I 
And  through  ages  of  bondage  and  slaughter, 

Our  country  shall  bked  for  thy  shame. 

Already,  the  ciurse  is  upon  her, 

And  strangers  her  valleys  profane  j 
They  come  to  divide^  to  dishonour. 

And  tyrants  they  long  will  remain. 
But  onward  I  —  the  green  banner  rearing. 

Go,  flesh  every  swurd  to  the  hill  ; 
On  our  side  is  Virtue  and  Erin, 

On  theirM  is  the  Saxon  and  guilt. 


on  I   HAD  WE  SOME  BRIGHT  LITTLE 
ISLE  OF  OUIl  OWN. 

On  !  hod  we  some  bright  little  isle  of  onr  own. 
In  a  bine  summer  ocean,  far  off  and  ulone, 
Where   a   leaf  never   dies   in  the  still  blooming 

bowers. 
And  the  bee  banquets  on  through  a  whole  year  of 

flowers  J 


of  c<>nf  ej'fnf  ber  from  a  htiiband  the  del«at«d  to  a  lorer  ihe 
adored.  Mac  Murthad  too  punctuallf  obeyed  the  turamom, 
aod  hnd  the  bdj  convered  to  hi*  oipllal  oi  Furnt/'— .Tin? 
monart-h  Ilodrrick  cipouMid  III*  esuM  of  O'Ruark.  whiln 
Mac  Mnrcbad  fled  to  England,  and  obtaliwd  tbe  aijUtance  of 
Henry  tl. 

"  8ueh,"  add*  Glraldui  Cambrenili  (at  t  And  blm  In  an  old 
iTanilatloa).  "  li  thei  tarlabk*  and  flick.l«  nature  of  wnnuuv,  hy 
wrhofli  all  mJMrhlef  la  Um  world  (fbt  fibenoat  port)  do  liaiirM*n 
and  come.  a»  m^f  appcv  tuf  MardM  Antonlu*.  and  bjr  tlw 
detlruclioD  of  Trujr." 
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AVliere  the  sun  loves  to  pause 

With  so  fond  a  delay. 
That  the  night  only  draws 
A  thin  veil  o'er  the  day ; 
Where  simply  to  feel  that  -we  hreathe,  that  we  live, 
Is  worth  the  hest  joy  that  life  elsewhere  can  ^ve. 

There,  with  souls  ever  ardent  and  pure  as  the  clime. 
We  should  love,  as  they  lov*d  in  the  first  golden 

time; 
The  glow  of  the  sunshine,  the  halm  of  the  air, 
Would  steal  to  our  hearts,  and  make  all  summer 
there. 
With  affection  as  free 

From  decline  as  the  howers. 
And,  with  hope,  like  the  hee, 
Living  always  on  flowers. 
Our  life  should  resemhle  a  long  day  of  light,. 
And  our  death  come  on,  holy  and  calm  as  the  night 


FAREWELL! —BUT  WHENEVER  YOU 
WELCOME  THE  HOUR. 

FaefwellI — hut  whenever   you  welcome  the 

hour. 
That  awakens  the  night-song  of  mirth  in  your 

hower. 
Then  think  of  the  friend  who  once  welcom*d  it  too, 
And  forgot  his  own  griefs  to  he  happy  with  you. 
His  griefs  may  return,  not  a  hope  may  remain    ' 
Of  the  few  that  have  hrighten*d  his  pathway  of 

pain. 
But  he  ne*er  will  forget  the  short  vision,  that  threw 
Its  enchantment  around  him,  while  ling'ring  with 

you. 

And  still  on  that  evening,  when  pleasure  fills  up 
To  the  highest  top  sparkle  each  heart  and  each  cup, 
Where'er  my  path  lies,  he  it  gloomy  or  bright. 
My  soul,  happy  friends,  shall  be  with  you  that 

night ; 
Shall  join  in  your  revels,  your  sports,  and  your 

wiles. 
And  return  to  me,  beaming  all  o'er  with  your 

smiles — 
Too  blest,  if  it  tells  me  that,  'mid  the  gay  cheer. 
Some  kind  voice  had  murmur'd,  **  I  wish  he  were 

here!" 

Let  Fate  do  her  worst,  there  are  relics  of  joy. 
Bright  dreams  of  the  past,  which  she  cannot  de- 
stroy; 


Which  come  in  the  night-time  of  sorrow  and  care, 
And  bring  back  the  features  that  joy  used  to  wear. 
Long,  long  be  my  heart  with  such  memories  fill'd ! 
Like  the  vase,  in  which  roses  have  once  been  dis- 

tai'd— 
You  may  break,  you  may  shatter  the  vase,  if  you 

wiU, 
But  the  scent  of  the  roses  will  hang  round  it  stilL 


OH  I  DOUBT  ME  NOT. 

Ob!  doubt  me  not — the  season 

Is  o'er,  when  Folly  made  me  rove. 
And  now  the  vestal.  Reason, 
Shall  watch  the  fire  awak'd  by  Love 
Although  tlus  heart  was  early  blown. 
And  fairest  hands  disturb'd  the  tree. 
They  only  shook  some  blossoms  down« 
Its  fruit  has  all  been  kept  for  thee. 
Then  doubt  me  not — the  season 

Is  o'er,  when  Folly  made  me  rove. 
And  now  the  vestal.  Reason, 
Shall  watch  the  fire  awak'd  by  Love. 

And  though  my  lute  no  longer 

May  sing  of  Passion's  ardent  spell. 
Yet,  trust  me,  all  the  stronger 
I  feel  the  bliss  I  do  not  telL 
The  bee  through  many  a  garden  roves, 
And  hums  his  lay  of  courtship  o'er. 
But  when  he  finds  the  flower  he  loves. 
He  settles  there,  and  hums  no  more. 
Then  doubt  me  not — the  season 

Is  o'er,  when  Folly  kept  me  free. 
And  now  the  vestal.  Reason, 
Shall  guard  the  flame  awak'd  by  thee. 


YOU  REMEMBER  ELLEN.i 

Yon  remember  Ellen,  our  hamlet's  pride. 

How  meekly  she  blessed  her  humble  lot. 
When  the  stranger,  William,  had  made  her  his 
bride. 

And  love  was  the  light  of  their  lowly  cot 
Together  they  toil'd  through  winds  and  rains. 

Till  William,  at  length,  in  sadness  said, 
"  We  must  seek  our  fortune  on  other  plains  ;**-* 

Then,  sighing,  she  left  her  lowly  shed. 

1  ThU  ImUmI  wu  loggei 
log  story  told  of  a  evrtala  i 
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They  ro&m'd  a  long  and  a  weary  way, 

But  soon,  the  prospect  clearing. 

Nor  much  was  the  matdeti*B  heart  at  case, 

By  cloudless  starlight  on  be  tread h, 

When  now,  ai  ctoie  of  one  Btormy  day, 

And  til  inks  no  latnp  so  cheering 

They  see  a  proud  casde  among  the  trees. 

As  that  light  which  Heaven  ahciU. 

*»  To-oight,**  said  the  youth,  '♦  well  shelter  there  ; 

**  The  wind  blows  coldt  the  hour  is  lale:" 
So  he  hlew  the  honi  with  a  chieftajii*s  air. 

' 

And  the  Porter  bow'd,  as  they  pasa'd  the  gate. 

**  Now,  welcome,"  I^ady,  exchiiui'd  the  youth, — 

COME  O'ER  THE  SEA, 

"  This  cmstle  is  thine,  and  these  dark  woods  all!" 

She  bclieY*d  him  eraxed,  but  his  words  were  troth, 

Come  o'er  the  sea. 

^^^L 

For  Ellen  is  T*ady  of  Rosna  Ujill ! 

Maiden,  with  me, 

^^f 

And  dearly  tbc  Lord  of  Rosiia  loves 

3Iine  through  sunshinci  storm,  and  snows  ; 

What  William,  the  stranger,  wuo'd  and  wed  j 

Seasons  may  roll, 

And  the  light  of  hlisa,  in  these  lordly  groves. 

But  the  true  soul 

Shmea  pure  as  it  did  in  the  lowly  shed. 

Bums  the  same,  wher«*'er  it  goes. 
Let  fjte  frown  on, so  we  love  and  part  not; 
'lis  life  where  thou  art,*tis  death  where  thoiiVt  not 
Then  come  o'er  the  sea, 

Maiden,  with  me. 
Come  wherever  the  wild  wind  blows  j 
Seasons  may  roll. 

ID  MOURN  THE  HOPES. 

But  the  true  soul 
Bums  the  same,  w  here'er  it  goes. 

Vd  monm  the  hopes  that  leave  me. 

If  thy  smiles  had  leO:  me  too  ; 

Was  not  the  sea 

Pd  weep  when  friends  deceirc  me, 

Made  for  the  Free, 

If  thou  wert,  like  them,  untrue. 

Land  for  courts  and  chains  alone? 

But  while  I've  thee  before  nie. 

Here  we  are  slaves. 

With  heart  so  warm  and  eyes  so  bright. 

But  on  the  waves. 

No  clouds  can  linger  o'er  me. 

Love  and  Liberty *«  all  our  own. 

That  smile  turns  them  all  to  tight 

No  eye  to  watcb,  and  no  toiigne  to  wouDd  us;, 
All  eurth  forgot,  and  all  heaven  around  us — 

'Tis  not  in  fkte  to  harm  me, 

Then  come  o'er  the  sea. 

White  fate  leaTca  thy  Jove  to  met 

Maiden,  with  nie, 

*Ti«  not  in  joy  to  charm  me, 

Mine  through  sunshiue,  storm,  and  snows  5 

Unless  joy  be  sharVl  with  thee. 

Seasons  may  roll, 

One  minute's  dream  alKiut  thee 

But  the  true  soul 

Were  worth  a  lon;^,  an  endlcfis  year 

Bums  the  same,  where'er  It  goes. 

Of  waking  bliss  without  thee, 

Jfy  own  love,  my  only  dear  t 
And  though  the  hope  be  gone,  love. 

- 

That  long  sparkled  o'er  our  way. 

Oh  !  we  shall  journey  on»  love. 

HAS  SORROW  THY  YOUNG  DAYS 

More  safely,  without  its  my. 

SHADED. 

F»r  better  lights  shall  win  me 

Along  the  path  Pve  yet  to  roam  i  — 

Has  sorrow  thy  young  days  shaded, 

The  mind  ttial  hums  within  me, 

As  clouds  o*er  the  morning  fleet  ? 

And  pure  imiles  from  thee  at  home. 

Too  fast  have  those  young  days  faded. 

That  even  in  sorrow,  were  sweet! 

Thus  when  the  lamp  that  lighted 

Does  Time  wilh  his  cold  wing  wither 

The  traveller  mt  first  goes  out. 

Each  feeling  that  once  was  dear  ?— 

He  feels  awhile  benighted. 

Then,  child  of  misfortime,  come  hither, 

m 

- 

And  looks  round  in  fear  and  doubts 

ril  weep  with  thee,  tear  for  tear. 

1 

1 

1  . 

1 

i 
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Has  love  to  that  soul,  so  tender. 

Been  like  our  La^eui&u  luipe/ 

Where  sparkles  of  goM<Mi  splendour 

WHEN  FraST  I  MET  THEE, 

AH  ovtir  the  surfiice  Rhine  ^ 

But,  if  m  pursuit  we  go  deeper, 

Whek  first  I  met  thee,  warm  and  young, 

ADur'd  by  the  gleam  that  shone, 

There  shone  such  truth  about  thee, 

Ah  i  false  OS  the  dreaiu  of  the  sleeper, 

And  on  thy  lip  such  promi^  hung. 

Like  Love,  the  bright  ore  is  gone. 

I  did  not  dare  to  doubt  thee. 
1  saw  thee  change,  yet  still  relied. 

Has  Hope,  like  the  bird  in  the  Btory»« 

Still  clung  with  hope  the  fonder. 

That  flitted  from  tree  to  tree 

And  thought,  though  false  to  all  beside, 

With  the  talisraau's  glitt'riug  glory.— 

From  me  thou  couldst  not  wander. 

Has  Hope  been  that  bird  to  thee  ? 

But  go,  deceiver  !  go, 

Go  branch  af^er  branch  alighting. 

The  heart,  whose  hopes  could  make  it 

The  geiu  did  she  etil!  display, 

Trust  one  so  false,  so  low. 

And,  when  nearest  and  most  inviting, 

Deserves  that  thou  shouldst  break  it. 

Thiu  wa£t,  the  fair  gem  away? 

When  every  tongue  thy  follies  nani^d, 

If  thus  the  young  hours  have  fleeted, 

I  fied  the  iin welcome  story  ; 

Wbtn  sorrow  itself  looked  bright ; 

Or  found,  in  even  the  faults  they  blam'd, 

If  thus  the  fair  hope  hath  eheated. 

Some  gleams  of  future  glory. 

Ttiat  led  thee  along  so  light  ; 

/  still  was  true,  when  nearer  friends 

If  thus  the  cold  world  now  wither 

Conspired  to  wrong,  to  alight  thee  $ 

Each  feeling  that  once  was  dear  ■  — 

The  heart  that  now  thy  fklsehood  rends 

1 

Come,  child  of  misfortune,  come  hither. 

Would  then  have  bled  to  right  thee. 

I'll  weep  with  thee,  tear  for  tear. 

But  go,  deceiver  !  go,  ^ 

Some  day,  perhaps,  thou'lt  wuken 

From  pIeaBure*s  dream,  to  know 

The  grief  of  hearts  forsaken. 
Even  now,  though  youth  its  bloom  has  shed. 

No  lights  of  age  adorn  thee  : 

NO,  NOT  MORE  WELCOME. 

The  few,  who  lov*d  thee  once,  have  fled. 
And  they,  who  flatter,  scorn  thee. 

No,  not  more  welcome  the  fairy  number* 

Thy  midnight  cup  is  pledg'd  Co  slaves, 

Of  music  ikll  on  the  sleeper's  ear, 

No  genial  ties  en  wreath  it ; 

When  half-awaking  from  fearful  slumbers, 

The  smiling  there,  like  light  on  graves, 

He  thinks  the  full  quire  of  heaven  is  near,— 

Has  rank  cold  hearts  beneath  it. 

Than  came  that  voice,  when,  all  forsaken. 

Go— go — though  worlds  were  ihine, 

This  heart  long  had  sleeping  lain, 

I  would  not  now  surrender 

Nor  tbniight  its  cold  pulse  would  ever  waken          ' 

One  taintless  tear  of  mine 

To  such  benign,  blessed  sounds  again. 

For  all  ihy  giiilty  splendour  1 

Sweet  voice  of  comfort  1  'twas  like  the  stealing 

And  days  may  come,  thou  false  one  I  yet, 

Of  Slimmer  wind  thro'  some  wreathed  shell — 

When  even  those  ties  shall  sever  i 

Each  secret  winding,  each  inmost  feeling 

When  thou  wilt  call,  with  vain  regret, 

Of  all  my  soul  echoed  to  its  spell. 

On  her  thou'st  lost  for  ever  i 

*Twus  whisper'd  halm— Was  sunshine  spoken  I  — 

On  her  who,  in  thy  fortune's  fall. 

1  d  live  years  of  grief  and  pain 

With  smiles  had  still  receiv'd  thee. 

To  have  my  long  sleep  of  sorrow  broken 

And  gladly  died  to  prove  thee  all 

By  such  bentgn,  blessed  sounds  again. 

Her  fancy  first  belitv'd  thee. 

t  Out  WlcMowr  Gold  Mrnei.  to  which  thii  Teri«  alludct, 

the  Ulliman  In  hit  trniith.    TKe  pr!nc«  drew  near  !i.  hoplnf 

iwnw,  1  fear,  but  tc30  well  the  churactor  here  giTcn  of  them. 

It  would  drtyp  It ;  but,  as  lie  approached,  the  hird  took  wioir, 

*  TKe  bird,  baring  got  iu  prlie^  •ettlod  not  tar  otT,  with 

and  letUed  tgain,"  Ac.  —  Atabiam  Nigkit. 

1 
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Go — go — *ti8  vain  to  curse. 

*Tis  weakness  to  upbraid  thee ; 

THE  TIME  rVE  LOST  IN  WOOING. 

Hate  cannot  wish  thee  worse 

Than  guilt  and  shame  have  made  thee. 

The  time  Tve  lost  in  wooing, 

In  watching  and  pursuing 

The  light,  that  lies 
In  woman's  eyes. 

Has  been  my  heart's  undoing. 

Though  Wisdom  oft  has  sought  me. 

WHILE  HISTORY'S  MUSE. 

I  scom'd  the  lore  she  brought  me. 

My  only  books 

While  History's  Muse  the  memorial  was  keeping 

Were  woman's  looks. 

Of  all  that  the  dark  hand  of  Destiny  weaves. 

And  foUy's  all  they've  taught  me. 

Beside  her  the  Genius  of  Erin  stood  weeping. 

For  her*s  was  the  story  that  blotted  the  leaves. 

Her  smile  when  Beauty  granted, 

But  oh  I  how  the  tear  in  her  eyelids  grew  bright. 

I  hung  with  gaze  enchanted. 

When,  after  whole  pages  of  sorrow  and  shame, 

Like  hun  the  sprite,  ^ 

She  saw  History  write. 

Whom  maids  by  night 

With  a  pencil  of  light 

Oft  meet  in  glen  that's  haunted. 

That  illum*d  the  whole  volume,  her  WelHngton's 

Like  him,  too.  Beauty  won  me. 

name. 

But  while  her  eyes  were  on  me. 

If  once  their  ray 

•*  Hail,  Star  of  my  Isle !"  said  the  Spirit,  aU  spar- 

Was tum'd  away. 

kling 

01  winds  could  not  outrun  me. 

With  beams,  such  as  break  from  her  own  dewy 

skies — 

And  are  those  follies  going? 

*<  Through  ages  of  sorrow,  deserted  and  darkling. 

And  is  my  proud  heart  growing 

"  IVe  watch*d  for  some  glory  like  thine  to  arise. 

Too  cold  or  wise 

*♦  For,  though  Heroes  Tve  numbered,  unblest  was 

For  brilliant  eyes 

their  lot. 

Again  to  set  it  glowing  ? 

"  And  unhallow'd  they  sleep  in  the  croesways  of 

No,  vain,  alas  1  th*  endeavour 

Fame;  — 

From  bonds  so  sweet  to  sever ; 

«•  But  oh  I  there  is  not 

Poor  Wisdom's  chance 

**  One  dishonouring  blot 

Against  a  glance 

"  On  the  wreath  that  encircles  my  WeUmgton's 
name. 

*«  Yet  still  the  hist  crown  of  thy  toils  is  remaining, 

Is  now  as  weak  as  ever. 

**  The  grandest,  the  purest,  ev'n  thou  hast  yet 

known ; 

WHERE  IS  THE  SLAVE. 

**  Though  proud  was  thy  task,  other  nations  un- 

chaining. 

Oh,  Where's  the  slave  so  lowly. 

**  Far  prouder  to  heal  the  deep  wounds  of  thy 

Condemn'd  to  chains  unholy, 

own. 

Who,  could  he  burst 

"  At  the  foot  of  that  throne  for  whose  weal  thou 

His  bonds  at  first. 

hast  stood. 

Would  pine  beneath  them  slowly  ? 

•*  Go,  plead  for  the  land  that  first  cradled  thy  fame, 

What  soul,  whose  wrongs  degrade  it. 

"  And,  bright  o*er  the  flood 

Would  wait  till  time  decay'd  it. 

**  Of  her  tears  and  her  blood. 

When  thus  its  wing 

•*  Let  the  rainbow  of  Hope  be  her  Wellington's 

At  once  may  spring 

name!" 

To  the  throne  of  Him  who  made  it? 

1  This  alludes  to  a  kind  of  Irish  fairy,  which  Is  to  be  met 

the  sprite  which  wo  call  the  T^^prechaun ;  but  a  high  authority 

with,  thoy  saj.  In  the  fields  at  dusk.    As  long  as  you  keep 

upon  iuch  inbjects.  Lady  Morgan.  (In  a  note  upon  her  na- 

your eyes  upon  him.  he  Is  fixed,  and  In  your  power  ;— but 

tional  and  Interesting  noTcl,  O'Donnel,)  has  g;iT«n  avery  dlf- 

Um  moment  you  look  away  (and  he  Is  Ingenious  lo  Aimlshlng 
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Farewell,  Erin, — fiffewell,  all. 
Who  live  to  weep  our  fidl! 

Less  dear  the  lanrel  growing. 
Alive,  untonch'd  and  blowing, 

Than  that,  whose  braid 

Is  pluck'd  to  shade 
The  brows  with  victory  glowing. 
We  tread  the  land  that  bore  ns 
Her  green  flag  glitters  o'er  ns. 

The  friends  we've  tried 

Are  by  onr  side. 
And  the  foe  we  hate  before  us. 

Farewell,  Erin, — fiuvwell,  all. 
Who  live  to  weep  our  falll 


COME,  REST  IN  THIS  BOSOBl 

Come,  rest  in  this  bosom,  my  own  stricken  deer, 
Though  the  herd  have  fled  from  thee,  thy  home  is 

still  here ; 
Here  still  is  the  smile,  that  no  cloud  can  o*ercast. 
And  a  heart  and  a  hand  all  thy  own  to  the  last 

Oh  I  what  was  love  made  for,  if  *tis  not  the  same 
Through  joy  and  through  torment,  through  glory 

and  shame? 
I  know  not,  I  ask  not,  if  guilt's  in  that  heart, 
I  but  know  that  I  love  thee,  whatever  thou  art 

Thou  hast  call'd  me  thy  Angel  in  moments  of 
bliss. 

And  thy  Angel  Fll  be,  'mid  the  horrors  of  this, — 

Through  the  furnace,  unshrinking,  thy  steps  to  pur- 
sue. 

And  shield  thee,  and  save  thee, — or  perish  there 
tool 


'TIS  GONE,  AND  FOR  EVER. 

'Tis  gone,  and  for  ever,  the  light  we  saw  breaking, 
Like  Heaven's  first  dawn  o'er  the  sleep  of  the 
dead — 
When  Man,  from  the  slumber  of  ages  awaking, 
Look'd  upward,  and  bless'd  the  pure  ray,  ere  it 
fled. 


'Tis  gone,  and  the  gleams  it  has  left  of  its  banung 
But  deepen  the  long  night  of  bondage  and  momii- 

That  dark  o'er  the  kingdoms  of  earth  is  returning^ 
And  darkest  of  all,  hapless  Erin,  o'er  thee. 

For  high  was  thy  hope,  when  those  glories  were 
darting 
Around  thee,  through  all  the  gross  clouds  of  the 
world ; 
When  Truth,  from  her'fetters  indignantly  starting, 
At  once,  like  a  Sun-burst,  her  banner  nnfrLrl'd.' 
Oh  I  never  shall  earth  see  a  moment  so  splendid  I 
Then,  then — had  one  Hynm  of  Deliverance  blended 
The  tongues  of  all  nations — how  sweet  had  as- 
cended 
The  first  note  of  Liberty,  Erin,  from  thee ! 

But,  shame  on  those  tyrants,  who  envied  the  blen- 
ingl 

And  shame  on  the  light  race,  unworthy  its  good, 
Wlio,  at  Death's  reeking  altar,  like  furies,  caressing 

The  young  hope  of  Freedom,  baptiz'd  it  in  blood. 
Then  vanish'd  for  ever  that  fair,  sunny  vision. 
Which,  spite  of  the  slavish,  the  cold  heart's  deri- 
sion. 
Shall  long  be  remember'd,  pure,  bright,  and  elysian 

As  first  it  arose,  my  lost  Erin,  on  thee. 


I  SAW  FROM  THE  BEACH. 

I  SAW  from  the  beach,  when  the  morning  was 
shining, 
A  bark  o'er  the  waters  move  gloriously  on  ; 
I  came  when  the  sun  o'er  that  beach  was  declining. 
The  bark  was  still  there,  but  the  waters  were 
gone. 

And  such  is  the  fate  of  our  life's  early  promise^ 
So  passing  the  spring-tide  of  joy  we  have  known ; 

Each  wave,  that  we  danc'd  on  at  morning,  ebbs 
from  us. 
And  leaves  us,  at  eve,  on  the  bleak  shore  alone. 

Ne'er  tell  me  of  glories,  serenely  adorning 
The  close  of  our  day,  the  calm  eve  of  our 
night;— 
Give  me  back,  give  me  back  the  wild  fi^shnets  of 
Morning, 
Her  clouds  and  her  tears  are  worth  Evening's 
best  light 

1  ••  The  Son-lwnt*'  was  the  flmdlbl  bum  ghrci 
anctent  Irlih  to  th«  Royal  BwMr. 
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Obf  who  would  not  welcome  that  moment'fl  return- 

Bat oh  his  joy,  when,  round 

1 

ing, 

The  halls  of  Heaven  spying, 

1 

When  posaion  first  wiik'd  a  new  life  through  hia 

Among  the  stars  he  found 

I 

frame. 

A  bowl  of  Bacchus  lying! 

And  bis  soul^  like  the  wood,  that  growi  precLoufi 

B  ' 

in  burning, 

Some  drops  were  in  that  bowl, 

L 

Gave  out  all  Its  sweets  to  love's  ex<|uisite  flame. 

Remains  of  last  mght's  pleasure. 
With  which  the  Sparks  of  Soul 

Mii'd  their  burning  treasure* 
Hence  the  goblef  s  shower 

1. 

Hath  such  spells  to  win  us  ; 
Hence  its  mighty  power 

O'er  that  flame  within  os. 
Fill  the  bumper  fair ! 

FILL  THE  BUMPER  FAIR. 

Every  drop  we  sprinkle 
0*er  the  brow  of  <  'are 

FilX  the  bumper  fair  I 

Smooths  away  a  wrinkle. 

• 

Every  drop  wi*  sprinkle 

OVr  the  brow  of  Care 
Smooths  away  a  wriokle. 

Wit'§  electric  flame 

Ne'er  fio  swiftly  passes. 

DEAR  HARP  OF  MY  COUNTRY. 

As  when  through  the  frame 

It  shoots  from  brimming  glasses. 

Dear  Harp  of  my  Country  1  in  darkness  I  found 
thee, 
The  cold  chain  of  silence  hud  hung  oW  thee 
long,^ 

Fill  the  bumper  fajrt 
Evi^ry  drop  we  sprinkle 

0*er  the  brow  of  Care 

Smooths  away  a  wrinkle. 

When  proudly,  my  own  Island  Harp^  I  unbound 
thee, 

Sag^  can,  they  say. 

And  gave  all  thy  chords  to  light,  freedom,  and 

Grasp  the  lightning's  pinions. 

song  t 

And  bring  diiwu  its  ray 

The  warm  lay  of  loTe  and  the  light  note  of  glad* 

From  the  starr'd  dominions  :  — 

ness 

So  we,  Sage«,  sit. 

Have  waken'd  t!iy  fondest,  thy  liveliest  tbritl  1 

And,  'mid  bumpers  bright* ning, 

But,  so  ofl  bast  thou  echo'd  the  deep  sigh  of  sad* 

From  the  Htaven  of  Wit 

ness, 

Draw  down  all  its  lightning. 

That  ev'u  in  thy  mirth  it  will  steal  from  thee 
still. 

Wonldtt  thou  know  what  flrst 

Made  our  sotili  inherit 

Dear  Harp  of  my  Countr)'  1  farewell  to  thy  num- 

This enDohling  thirst 

bers, 

For  wine's  celestial  spirit  ? 

This  sweet  wreath  of  song  is  the  last  we  shall 

It  chanc*d  upon  that  day. 

twine  I 

When,  as  bards  inform  us. 

Go,  sleep  with  the  sunshine  of  Fame  on  thy  slum- 

Prometheus stole  away 

bers, 

The  living  fires  that  warm  us: 

Till  touched  by  some  hand  \e&  unworthy  than 
mine; 

The  careless  Youth,  when  op 

If  the  pulse  of  the  patriot,  soldier,  or  loTer, 

To  OIor)''s  fonnl  aspiring, 

Have  ihrobb*d  at  our  lay,  'tis  thy  glory  alone  ^ 

Took  nor  um  nor  cup 

I  was  hut  as  the  wind,  passing  heedlessly  over» 

To  bide  the  pilfer'd  fire  m,— 

And  all  the  wild  sweetness  I  wak'd  was  thy  own. 

1  la  Ikm  r««Mllioiu  but  beautirnl  tour.  '*  Wh«^  Erin  tlrrt 

• 

roM,**  th«rtt  Is,  ir  1  raeollact  rifht,  ihv  roltowing  line ;  — 

|mi1m»  ftt  Almlishn,  vhstv  lb*  strrtidinir  Banli,  mtMiiam,  If 

**  Tbf  dsfk  ctaifai  of  Bfletici;  w»  thmiom  o'er  ih«  de«p.** 

poiAjble^  to  pvodiioe  a  ccsniloQ  of  liDiE^IJtica,  thook  Um  duiia 
of  SUence.  snd  flimg'  lbtna»rlm  Knionjz  thr  nuiki/*  S«er  aim 

ThffClMlo  or  fia«n«e  wm  4  ton  cf  prartliral  flgan  ofrbfr- 

tlie  ade  to  Qaui,  Ike  Stm  qf  Murni,  in  Mlii  Drooke'*  Rdt^ma 

iff  Iritk  Poetry, 

1 

l 

J 

■ 

^^^^^^1 

1 

V 

■ 
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1 

Of  our  smiles,  of  our  hopes,  'tis  Ihe  gay  %mmf 

MY  GENTLE  HARP. 

prime, 
Bat  affection  is  truest  when  these  fade  away. 

1 

Mt  geDtle  Harp,  once  more  I  waken 

H 

The  fwectncsa  of  thy  sliuub'rmg  strain  j 

When  we  see  the  first  glory  of  youth  pass  us  by. 

H 

In  team  our  IasI  fa  re  veil  was  taken. 

Like  a  leaf  on  the  stream  that  will  never  return ; 

^1 

And  now  m  te&TB  we  meet  again. 

When  our  cup,  which  had  sparkled  with  pleasure 

H 

No  light  of  joy  hjilh  o'er  thee  hroken. 

so  high. 

H 

But,  like  those  Harps  whose  heavenly  skill 

First  tastes  of  the  other,  the  dark-flowing  uru  ; 

H 

Of  slavery,  dark  as  thine,  hath  spoken, 

Then,  then  is  the  time  when  affection  holds  sway 

^1 

Tbou  hang'st  upon  the  willows  Ktill. 

With  a  depth  and  a  tenderness  joy  never  knew; 
Love,  unrs'd  among  pleasures,  Is  faithless  as  tlii^y, 

I 

And  yet,  since  last  thy  chord  resounded. 

But  the  lore  bom  of  Sorrow,  like  Sorrow,  is  true. 

H 

An  hour  of  peace  and  triumph  came, 

^M 

Aod  many  an  ardent  bosom  bounded 

In  climes  full  of  sunshine,  though  splendid  the 

H 

_ 

1          With  hopes — that  now  are  tum'd  to  shame. 

flowers. 

^M 

^^^k     Tet  ev^ti  theOf  vrhlie  Peace  was  singSog 

Their  sighs  have  no  freshness,  their  odour  no 

H 

^P^         Her  halcyon  song  o  er  land  and  sea. 

worth  i 

H 

Though  joy  and  hope  to  others  bringing, 

*Tis  the  cloud  and  the  mist  of  our  own  Isle  of 

H 

She  only  brought  new  tears  to  thee. 

showers. 
That  call  the  rich  spirit  of  fragrancy  forth. 

1 

Then,  who  cao  ask  for  note«  of  pleasure, 

So  it  is  not  mid  splendour,  prosperity,  mirth, 

^1 

My  droopiog  Harp,  from  chords  like  thine? 

That  the  depth  of  Love's  generous  spirit  ap- 

H 

Alas,  the  lark's  gay  mommg  measure 

pears; 

^1 

Ai  ill  would  suit  the  swan's  decline  I 

To  the  sunshine  of  smiles  it  may  first  owe  its  birth. 

^^ 

Or  how  shall  I,  who  love,  who  bless  thee, 

But  the  soul  of  its  sweetness  is  drawn  out  by 

H 

Invoke  thy  breulh  for  Freedom  s  strains. 

tears. 

H 

T^^lien  ev*n  the  wreaths  in  which  I  dress  thee, 

H 

Are  sadly  mix'd — half  flow 'rs,  half  chains? 
But  come— if  yet  tby  frame  can  borrow              j 

■ 

One  breath  of  joy,  oh,  breathe  for  me, 

And  show  the  world,  in  chains  and  sorrow. 

AS  SLOW  OUR  SHIP, 

How  sweet  thy  music  still  can  be ; 

How  gaily,  ev  n  mid  gloom  surrounding. 

As  alow  our  ship  her  foamy  track 

Thou  yet  canst  wake  at  pleasure's  thrill^ 

Against  the  wind  was  cleaving. 

Like  Memnon'a  broken  image  sounding, 

Her  trembling  pennant  still  look'd  back 

'Mid  desohition  tuneful  srlll !  > 

To  that  dear  Isle  'twas  leaving. 

So  loath  we  part  from  all  we  love, 

From  all  the  links  that  bind  us  j 

So  turn  onr  hearts  as  on  we  roYe* 
To  those  we've  left  behind  us. 

IN  THE  MORNING  OF  LIFE. 

WheUj  round  the  bowl,  of  vanished  years 
Wc  talk,  with  joyoaa  seeming, — 

In  the  moming  of  life*  when  its  cares  are  unknown. 

With  smiles  that  might  as  well  be  tears, 

And  il«  pleasures  in  all  their  new  lustre  begin, 

So  faint,  so  sad  their  beaming t 

When  we  live  in  a  bright-beaming  world  of  our 

Willie  memory  brings  us  back  again 

OWTl, 

Each  early  tie  that  twined  us, 

And  the   light  that  surrounds   us  is  all  from 

Oh,  sweet's  the  cup  that  cirelea  then 

^ 

within ; 

To  lho«e  we've  left  behind  us. 

fl 

Oh  *tia  not,  believe  me,  in  that  happy  time 

fl 

We  can  love,  ta  in  hours  of  less  transport  we 

And  when,  in  other  climes,  we  meet 

^1 

may  j-— 

Sotne  isle,  or  rale  enchanting, 
Where  all  looks  flow'ry,  wild,  aty. 

1 

t  DhttUlo  iB*iiic»  reion*nt  ubl  Uemwaech^Tdm.^Jufenal. 

And  nought  but  love  ia  ^ 

1 

1 

t 

^ 

1 

r 
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We  think  how  great  hud  been  our  bli^ 

If  Heav'ii  had  but  assign 'd  ti« 

REMEMBER  THEE. 

To  live  and  die  in  scenes  like  tbis. 

With  some  weVe  kfl  bebmd  u&l 

REMEMBEitthee?  yes,  while  there*s  life  in  this  heart, 
It  shall  never  forget  thee,  all  lorn  as  thou  art  i 

As  trar'Uers  oft  look  bock  at  eve. 

Mure  dear  in   thy  sorrow,  tliy  gloom^  and  thy 

Wbca  eaittward  darkly  goings 

showers, 

To  gnzii  mioii  lb  at  light  tlvey  leaTC 

Than  the  rest  of  the  world  in  their  sunniest  hoars. 

Still  faint  bebiud  tbem  glowing, — 

So,  when  the  close  of  pleasure's  day 

Wert  thou  all  that  I  wish  thee,  great,  glorious,  and 

To  gloom  Imth  near  consign'd  us. 

f^. 

We  turn  to  catcb  one  fading  ray 

First  flower  of  the  earth,  and  first  gem  of  the  sea. 

Of  joy  tbnt'a  left  behind  m. 

I  might  hail  thee  with  prouder,  with  happier  brow, 
But  oh !  could  I  love  thee  more  deeply  than  now  ? 

No,  thy  chains  as  they  rankle,  thy  blood  as  it  runs, 
lint  make  thee  more  painfully  dear  to  thy  sons  — 

'Wliose  hearts,  like  the  young  of  the  desert*bird's 

nest, 

WHEN  COLD  IN  THE  EARTH. 

Drink  love  in  each  life*drop  that  flows  from  thy 
breast. 

Wuzs  cold  in  tbc  earth  lies  the  friend  thou  hast 

lovU 
Be  his  faults  and  his  follies  forgot  by  th<%  then  i 

Or,  if  from  tbeir  slumber  the  veil  be  remo%'*d. 

Weep  oer  iheni  in  silence,  and  close  it  again. 

^^B 

And  ob !  if  'tis  pain  to  remember  how  far 

WREATH  THE  BOWL. 

^^V 

From  the  pathways  of  tight  be  wa»  tempted  to 

V 

roam, 

!                      Wreatu  the  bowl 

^^^^ 

Be  it  bliss  to  remember  that  tb«u  wert  the  star 

With  flowers  of  soul. 

^^^H 

■    That  arose  on  his  darknesSt  and  guided  him 

The  hrightest  Wit  can  find  us  j 

^ 

"            home. 

We'll  take  a  flight 
TowVds  heaven  to-night. 

From  thee  and  thy  innocent  beauty  first  came 

And  leave  dull  earth  hehiud  us. 

The  revealings,  that  taught  him  true  lore  to 

Should  Love  amid 

adore. 

The  wreaths  be  hid, 

To  feel  ibe  bright  presence,  and  turn  him  with 

That  Joy,  th"  enchanter,  brings  us, 

shame 

Ko  danger  fear, 

From  the  idols  he  blindly  bad  knelt  to  before. 

While  wine  is  near, 

O'er  the  waves  of  a  life,  long  benighted  and  wild. 

We'll  drown  him  if  he  stings  us  i 

Tboti  earnest,  like  a  sol)  golden  ralm  o'er  the 

Then,  wreath  the  bowl 

sea  ; 

With  flowers  of  soul. 

And  if  bupptnesd  purely  and  glowingly  fJmil'd 

The  brightest  Wit  ean  find  us  | 

On  his  ev  ning  horizon,  the  light  was  from  thee. 

We'll  take  a  flight 
Tow'rds  heaven  to-night. 

And  though,  sometimes,  the  shades  of  post  folly 

And  leave  dull  earth  behind  uo. 

might  ri.se, 

And  though  falsehood  again  would  allure  him  to 

'Twas  nectar  fed 

stray. 

Of  old,  'tis  said, 

He  but  ttim'd  to  tlie  gtory  that  dwelt  in  those  eyes. 

Their  Junos,  Joves,  Apollos  j 

And  the  follvt  tlie  fatsebood,  soon  vanish'd  away. 

And  moji  may  brew 

As  the  Priests  of  the  Son,  when  their  altar  grew 

Hii  nectar  too, 

dim, 

Tbc  rich  receipt's  as  follows  : 

At  the  day  •beam  alone  could  its  lustre  repair, 

Take  wine  like  this. 

So,  if  virtue  a  moment  grew  langaid  in  him, 

I^^t  looks  of  blias 

He  but  Hew  to  that  smile,  and  rekindled  it  there* 

Around  it  well  be  bleiMled, 

I- 

* 

■ 

1 

^^^^^ 

■ 

[ 
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1 

1                    Then  bring  Wit's  beam 

■ 

1                    To  warm  the  stream^ 

IF  THOUXT  BE  MINE. 

^H 

H 

And  there'g  your  nectar^  ipJeodidl 

^1 

■ 

So  wreath  the  bowl 

Ir  tbonit  be  minef  the  treasures  of  air, 

^H 

■ 

With  flowers  of  souU 

Of  earth,  and  sea,  shall  He  at  thy  feet ; 

^1 

■ 

The  brightest  Wit  can  find  lis  \ 

Whatever  in  Fancy's  eye  looks  fair. 

^H 

■ 

Will  take  a  flight 

Or  in  Hope's  sweet  music  sonnds  moat  sweet. 

^1 

■  . 

Towards  beaveo  to-night^ 

Shall  be  ours  —  if  ihou  wilt  be  mine,  lovel 

^1 

■ 

I              And  leave  diill  earth  behind  us* 

Bright  flow  era  shall  bloom  wherever  we  rove. 

m 

Say,  why  did  Trme, 

A  voice  divine  shull  talk  in  each  stream ; 

^M 

'                       Eifi  glass  sublime. 

The  stars  shall  look  like  worlds  of  love. 

^M 

Fill  up  with  sands  nnsightly, 

And  this  earth  be  all  one  beautiful  dream 

^M 

Wh^Q  wine»  he  knew. 

In  our  eyes — if  thou  wilt  be  mine,  love  1 

^1 

Runs  hrUker  through 

^1 

And  sparkle§  far  more  brightly  ? 

And  thoughts,  whose  source  is  hidden  and  high, 

^1 

Oh,  lend  it  us* 

Like  streams,  that  come  from  heaven- ward  hills, 

^1 

And,  smiling  thus. 

Shall  keep  our  hearts,  like  meads,  thnt  lie 

^1 

Th«  glass  in  two  w^ll  sever, 

To  be  bathed  by  those  eternal  rills, 

^H 

Make  pleasure  glide 

Ever  green,  if  thou  wiit  be  mine,  love  ! 

^H 

In  donble  tide. 

^H 

And  fl II  both  ends  for  evert 

All  Ibis  and  more  the  Spirit  of  Love 

^H 

Then  wreath  the  bowl 

Con  breathe  o'er  them,  who  feel  his  si>ells; 

^H 

With  flowers  of  soal, 

That  heaven,  which  forms  bis  home  above. 

^1 

The  brightest  Wit  cuu  find  us ; 

He  can  moke  on  earth,  wherever  he  dwells, 

^1 

We'll  take  a  flight 

As  thotilt  own,  —  if  ihou  wilt  be  mine,  lovel     i 

^1 

Tow'rds  heaven  to-nigbt, 

^1 

1 

1 

TO  LADIES*  EYES. 

H 

L 

WHENE'ER  I  SEE  THOSE  SMILING  EYES. 

To  I^iec*  eyes  around,  boy, 

I 

■ 

L     WsKKe'ER  I  see  those  smiling  eyes, 

We  ean*t  refuse,  we  can't  refuse. 

^H 

■ 

P         80  ftill  of  hope,  and  joy,  and  light. 

Though  bright  eyes  so  abound,  boy, 

^1 

^      A  i  if  no  cloud  could  ever  rifte^ 

Tis  hard  to  choose,  *tis  hard  to  choose. 

^1 

To  dim  a  beav*ii  so  purely  bright — 

For  thick  as  «tars  that  lighten 

^1 

1 

I  sigh  to  ilunk  how  soon  that  brow 

Yon  airy  bowers,  yon  airy  Ixjw'rs, 

^1 

In  grief  may  lose  its  every  ray. 

The  countless  eyes  that  brighten 

^1 

And  that  light  heart,  so  joyous  now. 

This  earth  of  ours,  this  earth  of  ours. 

^1 

Almost  forg^n  it  once  was  gay» 

But  flu  the  cup— where'er,  boy, 
Our  choice  may  fall,  our  choice  may  fall. 

■ 

Vijt  time  wiU  come  with  all  its  bltghu, 

We*rc  sure  to  find  Love  tliere,  boy, 

^1 

i 

The  rniii'd  bope^  (he  friend  onkind. 

So  drink  them  alll  so  drink  them  all! 

^1 

I 

And  love,  that  leaves,  where'er  it  lights, 

^1 

1 

A  chiird  or  burning  heart  behind  :^-^ 

Some  looks  there  are  so  holy, 

^H 

■ 

They  seem  but  giv'n,  they  seem  hot  giv*n, 

^H 

Ere  fuUicd  by  the  dork'oing  rain, 

Aa  shining  beacons,  solely. 

^H 

When  once  'tis  touch'd  by  sorrow *s  tears 

To  light  to  heav'n,  to  light  to  heav*o. 

^1 

1 

Can  never  shbe  to  bright  again* 

While  some — oh  1  ne'er  believe  them — 
With  tempting  ray,  with  tempting  ray, 

Would  lead  us  (God  forgive  them!) 
The  other  way,  the  other  way. 

1 

L 

i 

1 

r 

^^  soo 

H  But  fill  tlie  cup — where'er,  boy, 

H  Our  choice  may  fall,  our  choice  may  Ml, 

H  We're  sure  to  find  Love  there,  boy, 

H  So  drmk  them  all  I  eo  driuk  them  ail ! 

K  In  somet  as  id  a  mirror, 

^^^^■■^       Lore  seems  portray 'd.  Love 
^^^m^  But  Rhuu  tbe  flatt'riag  error, 

*Tis  but  bis  shade,  'tis  but  hla  shade. 
Himself  has  fix*d  his  dwelling 

In  eye«  we  know,  in  eyes  we  tmow, 
And  lips — but  tbis  is  teUing  — 

So  here  tbey  go  I  so  here  tbey  go! 
Fill  up,  fill  up — whereVr,  boy, 

Our  choice  may  fall,  our  choice  may  fiill. 
We're  sure  to  find  Love  there,  boy, 
So  drink  them  ail  I  90  drink  them  all  I 


MOORE'S  WORKS, 


portray*d. 


FORGET  NOT  THE  FIELD. 

FoBCET  not  the  field  where  they  periah*d. 
The  truest,  the  last  of  the  brave, 

All  gone— and  the  bright  hope  we  cherit1i''d 
Gone  with  tbem,  and  quench'd  in  their  grave! 

Oh!  could  we  (rom  death  hut  recover 
TliffSe  hearli!  as  they  bounded  before. 

In  the  face  of  high  heav*D  to  fight  over 
That  combat  for  freedom  once  more;  — 

Could  the  chain  for  an  inntant  be  riven 
Which  Tyranny  filing  round  us  then. 

No,  YiB  not  m  Man,  nor  in  Heavea, 
To  let  Tyranny  bind  it  again  1 

Btit  'til  paat^ — and,  tho'  hlaxon'd  in  story 

The  name  of  our  Victor  may  be, 
Accurst  ifl  the  march  of  that  glory 
^^^  IVhich  treads  o'er  the  hearts  of  the  fhje. 

^^B        Far  dearer  the  gra'V'e  or  the  prlsoo, 
V  Ilhimed  by  one  patriot  name, 

H  I    Than  the  trophies  of  all,  who  have  risen 
H  On  Liberty's  ruins  to  fame. 

^™ 


*  Tool  t«i  lubltiiJii  de  Mrrcure  totit  tI£i.  ~  Plmrniiti  drs 


•  La  Mrrt  pourra  *trc  ptmr  Ytn\i§  VHotttt  4u  b«r(Evr  et  1» 


THEY  MAY  RAIL  AT  THIS  LIFE. 

Teeet  may  rail  at  this  life  —  from  the  hour   I 
began  it, 

I  found  it  a  Life  full  of  kindness  and  bliss; 
And,  milil  they  can  show  me  some  happier  planet, 

More  social  and  bright,  I'lJ!  content  me  with  this. 
As  long  as  the  world  has  such  lips  and  such  eyes. 

As  before  me  thiu  moment  enraptured  I  see. 
They  may  say  what  they  will  of  their  orbs  in  the 
skies, 

But  this  earth  is  the  planet  for  yon,  love,  and  me. 

lo  Merct&ry'a  star,  where  each  moment  can  bring 
them 

New  sunshine  and  wit  from  the  fountain  on  high^ 
Though  the  nymphs  maj'  have  livelier  poets  to 
sing  them,  ^ 

They've  oone»  even  there,  moreenamour'd  than  L 
And,  as  long  as  this  harp  can  he  waken "d  to  love, 

And  that  eye  its  divine  inspimtion  shall  tie, 
They  may  talk  as  they  will  of  their  Edcns  above. 

But  this  earth  is  the  planet  for  you,  love,  and  me. 

In    that   star  of  the   west,    by    whose    shadowy 
splendour. 
At  twilight  so  often  weVe  roam'd  through  the 
dew. 
There  are  maidens,  perhaps,  who  have  bosoms  as 
lender. 
And  look,  in  their  twilights,  as  lovely  as  you.  ^ 
But  tho"  they  were  even  more  bright  than  the  quet-n 

Of  that  isk*  they  inhabit  in  heaven's  blue  sea. 
As  I  never  those  fair  young  celestials  have  seen. 
Why  ^ this  earth  is  the  planet  for  you,  love,  and 
me. 

As  for  those  chilly  orbs  on  the  verge  of  creation, 

Where  sunshine  and  smiles  must  be  ecjually  ran*, 
Did  tbey  want  a  supply  of  cold  hearts  for  that 
station, 

Heav*Q  knows  we  have  plenty  on  earth  we  could 
spare. 
Oh!  think  what  a  world  we  should  have  of  it  here, 

If  the  haters  of  peace,  of  affection,  and  glee, 
Were  to  Hy  up  to  Satum*s  comfortlcjjs  sphere. 

And  leave  earth  to  such  spirits  as  you,  lovc»  and 


mhn  del  Mnoara,  eoniiiit  Vtmm  Tett  pour  ftoiu.  ~  PttiraUli 
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OH  FOR  THE  SWORDS  OF  FORMER 

The  winds  blew  fresh,  the  bark  retura'd; 

TIME  I 

But  legends  hint,  that  had  the  maid 

Till  morning's  light  delay*d; 

Oh  for  the  swords  of  fonner  time  I 

And  giVn  the  saint  one  rosy  smile, 

Oh  for  the  men  who  bore  them. 

She  ne'er  had  left  his  lonely  isle. 

When  arm'd  for  Right,  they  stood  sublime, 

And  tyrants  cronch'd  before  them: 

When  tree  yet,  ere  courts  began 

With  honours  to  enslave  him. 

The  best  honours  worn  by  Man 

NFER  ASK  THE  HOUR. 

Were  those  which  Virtue  gave  him. 

Oh  for  the  swords,  &c  &c 

Ne'eb  ask  the  hour — what  is  it  to  us 

How  Time  deals  out  his  treasures  ? 

Oh  for  the  Kings  who  flourtsh'd  then  I 

The  golden  moments  lent  us  thus, 

Oh  for  the  pomp  that  crown*d  them. 

Are  not  Am  coin,  but  Pleasure's. 

When  hearts  and  hands  of  freebom  men 

If  counting  them  o'er  could  add  to  their  bUsses, 

Were  all  the  ramparts  round  them. 

I'd  number  each  glorious  second  : 

When,  safe  bmlt  on  bosoms  true, 

But  moments  of  joy  are,  like  Lesbia's  kisses. 

The  throne  was  but  the  centre. 

Too  quick  and  sweet  to  be  reckon'd. 

Round  which  Love  a  circle  drew. 

Then  fill  the  cup— what  is  it  to  us 

That  Treason  durst  not  enter. 

How  Time  his  circle  measures  ? 

Oh  for  the  Kings  who  flourished  then! 

The  fairy  hours  we  call  up  thus. 

Oh  for  the  pomp  that  crown*d  them, 

Obey  no  wand,  but  Pleasure's. 

When  hearts  and  hands  of  freebom  men 

Were  all  the  ramparts  round  them  I 

Toung  Joy  ne'er  thought  of  counting  hours. 

Till  Care,  one  summer's  morning. 

Set  up,  among  his  smiling  flowers, 
A  dial,  by  way  of  warning. 

But  Joy  loved  better  to  gaze  on  the  sun. 

ST.  SENANUS  AND  THE  LADY. 

As  long  as  its  light  was  glowmg, 
Than  to  watch  with  old  Care  how  the  shadow  stole 

ST.  SENANUS.  > 

on. 
And  how  &st  that  light  was  going. 

'*  Oh!  haste  and  leave  this  sacred  isle, 

So  fill  the  cup — what  is  it  to  us 

"  Unholy  bark,  ere  morning  smile; 

How  Time  his  circle  measures  ? 

*«  For  on  thy  deck,  though  dark  it  be. 

The  fairy  hours  we  call  up  thus. 

"  A  female  form  I  see; 

Obey  no  wand,  but  Pleasure's. 

•*  And  I  have  sworn  this  sainted  sod 

"  Shall  ne'er  by  woman's  feet  be  trod." 

THE  LADT. 

•*  OhI  Father,  send  not  hence  my  bark, 

SAIL  ON,  SAIL  ON. 

**  Through  wintry  winds  and  billows  dark: 

*♦  I  come  with  humble  heart  to  share 

Sail  on,  sail  on,  thou  fearless  bark — 

"  Thy  mom  and  evenmg  prayer; 

Wherever  blows  the  welcome  wind. 

**  Nor  mine  the  feet,  oh!  holy  Saint, 

It  cannot  lead  to  scenes  more  dark. 

**  The  brightness  of  thy  sod  to  taint" 

More  sad  than  those  we  leave  behind. 

1  Id  a  metrical  life  of  St.  Senaniu,  which  is  taken  flrom  an 

Cui  PranU,  qvidfatminit 

Commmme  at  eum  monacMs  f 

torwM  Aftrmte.  we  are  told  of  hii  flight  to  the  island  of  Scat- 

Nee  ie  nee  ultam  aUam 

and  that  he  reftised  to  receive  even  a  sister  saint,  St.  Cannera, 

See  the  Aeta  Sonet.  Hib.,  page  610. 

orintrodudng  her  to  him.    The  following  was  the  ungracioos 

sonage  than  the  river  Shannon ;  but  0*CoaiKMr  and  other 

answer  of  Senanos,  according  to  his  poetlcal'hiographer : 
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"Each  ware  that  passei  seems  to  say, 
**  Though  death  hcneatb  our  smile  may  he, 

**  Less  coM  we  are^  less  falst.'  tban  thej, 

**  Mliose  smilmg  ATrtclt'd  thy  hopes  and  thee.** 

Sail  01I4  sail  on, —  through  endless  space  ^^ 

Through    C4i!m  —  ihrutigh    tcrapest — stop    no 
The  Btomiiest  sea's  a.  resting  place  [more  : 

To  him  who  leaves  such  hearts  on  shore. 
Or^  if  some  desert  land  we  meet, 

Wliere  never  yet  false*hearted  men 
ProfauM  a  world,  that  else  were  sweet,— 

Then  rest  thee*  hark^  hut  not  till  then. 


THE  PARALLEL. 

T«8,  ud  one  of  Slon  \  if  closely  resemblm^, 
In  shame  and  m  sorrow,  thy  witherM-up  heart  — 

If  drinking  deep,  deep,  of  the  same  *'  cup  of  trem- 
bling " 
Could  make  us  thy  children,  our  parent  thou  art 

Like  thee  doth  our  nation  lie  conquered  and  broken. 
And  fttirn  from  her  head  is  the  onee  royal  crown  j 

In  her  Btreets,  in  her  halls,  DeRolation  hath  spokeQ, 
And  "while  it  is  day  yet,  her  sun  bath  gone  down,"** 

Like  thine  doth  her  exile,  'mid  dreams  of  returning, 
Die  far  from  the  home  it  were  life  to  behold  ; 

Like  thine do  her  sons*  in  the  day  of  their  mourning,, 
Bemember  the  bright  things  that  bless'd  them 
uf  old. 

Ah,  well  may  we  call  her,  like  thee,  **  the  Forsaken,"* 

Her  ttoldest  are  vanquish'd,  her  proudest  are 

slaves  ; 

And  the  barps  of  ber  minstrels,  when  gayest  they 

waken^ 

Have  tones  'mid  their  mirth  like  the  wind  over 

gTUTCSl 

Yet  hodst  thon  thy  vengeance  ^^  yet  came  there 
the  morrow, 
That  shines  out,  at  last,  on  the  longest  dark  night. 
When  the  sceptre,  that  smote  thee  with  slave rj- 
and  sorrow. 
Was  ahiver'd  at  once,  like  a  reed,  in  thy  sight 

'  T1i«M  rtntt  wtre  wHttifii  «Jt«^r  the  p^nual  of  a.  trcatlu 
by  Mr.  HamUkra.  ptofctting  to  prove  that  th«  IrJiJi  wero  urU 
(tnslljr  J«wi. 

>  "  Her  lun  la  gnoe  dowD  while  it  wst  y«C  dsy."  —  Jtr^ 
xr*t>. 

*  '*  Thou  fhAlt  no  DMre  be  I^Buid  Forcstum.'*  —  hafoA, 
Ull.  i 


When  that  cup,  which  for  others  the  proud  Golden 
City^ 
Had  brimm*d  full  of  hlttemesSi  drench'd  her 
own  lips ; 
And  the  world  she  had  trampled  on  heard,  without 
pity, 
The  howl  in  her  halls,  and  the  cry  trvm  ber  ships. 

When  the  eurse  Heaven  keepc  for  the  haughty 
came  over 

Her  mercbants  mpacions,  her  rulers  unjust. 
And,  a  ruin,  at  lost,  for  the  earthworm  to  cover,  * 

The  Lady  of  Kingdoms  ^  lay  low  in  the  dust 


DRINK  OF  Tins  CUP, 

DniNK  of  this  cup  ;  you'll  Und  there's  a  ^pell  in 

Its  ever}'  drop  'gainst  the  ills  of  mortality  ; 
Talk  of  tlte  cordial  that  sparkled  for  Iklen  I 

Her  cup  was  a  fiction,  but  this  is  reality. 
Would  you  forget  the  dark  world  we  are  in. 

Just  taste  of  tlie  bubble  that  gleams  on  the  top  of 
it; 
But  would  you  rise  above  earth,  till  akin 

To  Immortals  themselvefi,  you  must  draio  every 
drop  of  it ; 
Sead  round  the  cup — for  oh,  there's  a  spell  in 

Its  every  drop  *gainst  the  ills  of  mortality  ; 
Talk  of  the  eordijil  that  sparkled  for  Helen  ! 

Her  cup  was  a  fiction,  but  this  is  reality. 

Never  was  philter  formed  with  such  power 

To  charm  and  bewilder  as  this  we  are  quaffing  j 
Its  magic  began  when,  in  Autumn's  rich  hour, 

A  harvest  of  gold  in  the  fields  it  stood  laughing. 
There  having,  by  Nature's  encliantmeut,lK.'eo  filFd 

With  the  balm  and  the  bloom  of  her  kindliest 
weather, 
Tilts  wonderful  juice  from  its  core  was  distiird 

To  enliven  such  hearts  as  are  here  brought  to- 
gether. 
Then  drink  of  the  cup —  you'll  find  there's  a  fpell 
in 

Tts  every  drop  'gainst  the  ills  of  mortality  j 
Talk  of  the  cordial  that  sparkled  for  Helen  I 

Her  cup  was  a  fiction,  but  this  is  reality. 

*  How  h  ath  the  ofypmior  eesud  I  the  fdldea  city  cwwed  t  ** 
■—  hm'ah,  xlv.  4. 

'  '*  Thj  pmrip  it  broupUt  doim  te  Ibe  gruv and 

the  wormi  cover  ther."  —  iidttiA,  xh.  1 1. 

•  "  Tbou  ihAlL  no  mort  bo  callcid  the  Lady  of  1 
— /*ffl«*,xtTli.5. 


mX^  MEUODIBS. 


Aiid 
like 

Fin  v^ — tbere*i  a  §m  ki 
Wlitdli  Btj  work  tB9  i 


bot  lUt  It  mlii^. 


THE  FORTUIfE-TEU-EB. 

And  m  tell  jQO  jQor  feirtase  mdj 
At  erer  tm  toM,  bj  tbe  JUtw*iiuxmL§  Uf^A, 
To  a  jotnif  maiilm,  tbbuiif  is  nrr] j. 

Bot,  for  t!ie  Torid,  lei  no  oq«  bt  m^L, 
Left  bspl J  the  ilan  duoM  dcerire  jki«  ; 

Smell  fiecrta  betveen  joa  and  me  sod  fbe  lij 
Sioald  ner^  ^  ftcftber,  b^^re  me. 

If  At  that  boiir  the  beav'^Qi  be  ibot  dim, 
Mjr  seience  ibAll  caU  np  befbt?  you 

A  male  appAritioOf'^tbe  imsi^  of  bim 
Whose  destinjr  *tm  l»  Bdore  yon* 

And  If  to  tbai  pbAstom  yoall  be  kiiid, 

S^  foudij  ar<Niikd  jcm  bell  hover, 
Yrju  11  hajtUy,  my  desiTt  aaj  dlffereiihce  find 
^Twixt  him  mod  m  nue  liv  mg  loTtr, 

Dcnro  ai  yovT  feet,  in  Ibe  pale  moaaUgbt^ 
He*lj  kii«di  «^tb  a  trirtalb  of  deTodoQ — - 

An  BrdcKor,  of  wbidi  saeb  an  tooocent  ^prile 
Too'd  Karoelj  beUere  bad  a  tiotioiL 

^liAl  other  tbottgbta  and  ereBla  may  arise, 
Ai  in  dekliny^i  book  Ttc  not  seen  tbemr 

Most  oDly  be  l«f%  ta  the  $Ura  and  yonr  «ye§ 
To  Bettle^  ere  mortiiiig,  between  tbem. 


)  Fai)!  2;c!«l4JCkd  ffietitttiiii  thai  tberr  ti  3  mounHaifi  in  tam^ 
pvt  ^r  IrvldndH,  whire  the  gbofti  of  pt-mc^Dt  nrlio  hava  dtad  in 
farrign  taxidi  nalk.  ibout  tsd  ^^n^ptrMi  witb  tboH  tli<^  1IM4I;, 
lik«  UviEng  t;-«0{)l4f.  If  a&kcd  « hf  ihej  (la  luH  r«liim  to  thetr 
hnflKi^  tbcf  uf  tli4f]f  Arv  «blteed  is  fo  lo  Mduat  Hcdi,  mad 

*  Tlu  fiutkulvi  of  tbt  tnditltn  reffiKtinf  o'Dotrabiw 
sod  biA  Wldte  tlone.  mmf  bv  rmod  bi  Mr^  Wdd'i  Acconni 
«ff  l^tanlff 4  @r  moTc  fuLIf  itetAllinl  In  Derrick '■  Luttert.    Wot 

le  faira  b«Q  icTD  on  (lie  cnomLPf  of  Maj-dsf «  fUtUnf  or^ 


OB.  TS  DEABI 


O^^  limit  «h»  y«  DcttlJ 
lie  ]iek«  j««  gm 

fr^  y««r  «nld  |ii  ■^ig  eyetr 
l&je  Mea  vbo  Ut«« 
Wby  les^pc  ywil 


To] 


tviTiiv^, 


B«t  «iU  tiuH  er^  m  dcatb, 

&>  «««^  the  ^b^  bctalb 

Of  the  idda  and  il^  flcfw'fs  in  oor  yoBlli  w  1 

Tbat  ePCt  eood^iui' d»  ve  fo 
T&  ^eese  'mid  EedaTt  caov. 
We  vonid  tMte  it  fttrbik^  nad  dunk  «  Ei«  1 


OrnONOHUE^  HISTBESa 

Or  aH  tbe  ttkr  mcctbs,  ibit  rtnind  tbe  tarn 
In  liigbl'luiJc'd  dance  tbeif  circles  ma, 

Sweet  May,  sbine  tho«  for  me  % 
For  sliU,  vben  tby  eai-ltest  twams  ari«e, 
Tbat  yontb^  who  bpt»:atb  tbe  Mne  take  lies, 

Sweet  Mnjt  retome  tc^  me. 

Of  all  tbe  bright  haunla,  irberc  daylight  leaTva 
Its  lingering  smile  <m  golden  eres^ 

Fair  Lake»  tbon^rl  dear^t  to  me  ; 
For  when  tbe  last  April  snn  gix^wf  dltn. 
Thy  Kaiad^  prepare  hi£  steed  ^  for  him 

Wbo  dwetli,  bright  Lake,  in  1bee« 

Che  lifep  iffkhii  iaTourlJx  w1ill«  hovwt^  f«  iti*  boooA  orT  iv^it 

Buldcni,  *^o  iUDff  vrastlu  of  ddlfalA  BpTin^  flumi*  |b  bU 
p«ib. 

Amooff  olber  itDtkd,  coniiKUd  vitb  tlikt  L«|i«*t>d  af  th« 
Lakn.  it  li  i^d  thit  there  wu  m.  jtMine  and  It^iitfrta  0tl 
vboie  Inutfliuaiifia  wat  i^  Imprntnl  tfUh  th^  Ul#tA  «f  thlt 
Tltloniry  chlefUbi,  Uul  the  Canclt^  bettt^lfln  )ote  wtlli  hln^ 
u]il«t  tMt«  in  a  it  of  buuilyr,  cii}  >  Msj-mtmiliig  (km  |w*-**' 
into  the  lake. 


r 
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Of  all  the  proad  steeds,  that  ever  bore 

And  there  we  shall  hare  our  feast  of  tears, 

Young  plumed  Chiefs  on  sea  or  shore. 

And  many  a  cup  in  silence  pottr  ; 

White  Steed,  most  joy  to  thee  i 

Our  guests,  the  shades  of  former  yean, 

Who  still,  with  the  first  young  glaooe  of  springf 

Our  toasts,  to  lips  that  hloom  no  more. 

From  uuder  thut  gloriouii  lukc  dost  bring 

My  love,  my  chief^  to  me» 

There,  while  the  myrtle^s  withering  houghs 
Their  lifeless  leaves  around  us  shed. 

While,  white  as  the  Bail  fome  hark  unfurla, 

Well  brim  the  bowl  to  broken  vows. 

When  newly  lautich'd^  thy  long  mane  *  curls, 

To  friends  long  lost,  the  changed,  the  dead. 

Fair  Steed,  as  white  and  free  ; 

Or,  while  some  blighted  laurel  waves 

And  spirits,  from  all  the  lake's  deep  bowers. 

Its  branches  o'er  the  dreary  spot, 

Glide  o'er  the  blme  wave  scattering  flowers. 

We'll  driuk  to  those  neglected  graves, 

Around  my  lore  and  thee. 

Where  valonr  sleeps,  unnam'd,  forgot 

Of  all  the  sweet  deaths  that  maidens  die, 
WTiose  lovers  beneath  the  cold  wave  lie, 

Mo«t  sweet  that  death  will  be. 

Which,  nnder  the  next  llay  eTeniog's  light, 

THEE,  THEE,  ONLY  THEE, 

When  thou  and  thy  steed  are  lost  to  sight, 

Dear  love.  111  die  for  Ihee. 

TlTE  dawning  of  mom,  the  daylight's  sinking, 
The  night's  long  hours  still  find  me  thinking 

Of  thee,  thee,  only  thee. 
When  friends  are  met,  and  goblets  crown 'd. 

ECHO. 

And  smiles  are  near,  that  once  enchanted, 

Unreached  by  all  that  sunshine  round, 

How  sweet  the  answer  Echo  makes 

My  soul,  like  some  dark  spot,  is  haunted 

To  mimsic  at  nif^ht, 

By  thee,  thee,  only  thee. 

When,  roused  by  lute  or  horn,  she  wakes. 
And  for  away,  D*er  lawns  and  lakes, 
Goes  answering  light* 

Whatever  in  fimie^s  high  path  could  waken 
My  spirit  once,  is  now  forsaken 
For  thee,  thee,  only  thee. 

Yet  Love  bath  echoes  truer  far, 

Like  shores,  by  which  some  headlong  bark 

And  far  more  sweet. 

To  th'  ocean  hurries,  resting  never. 

Than  e*cr  beneath  the  moonlight's  star. 
Of  horn,  or  lute,  or  soft  guitar, 
The  songs  repeat 

Life's  scenes  go  by  me,  bright  or  dark, 
t  know  not,  heed  not,  hastening  ever 
To  thee,  thee,  only  thee. 

^Tis  when  the  sigh,  ia  youth  sincere. 

And  only  then, — 
The  siRh  that's  breath'd  for  one  to  hear, 
h  by  that  one,  thjit  only  dear, 

Breath'd  back  again ! 

I  have  not  a  joy  but  of  thy  bringing, 

And  pain  itself  seems  sweet  when  springing 

From  thee,  thee,  only  thee. 
Like  spells,  that  nought  on  earth  can  break, 
Till  lips,  that  know  the  charm,  have  spoken, 

This  heart,  how  e'er  the  world  may  wak€ 

Its  grief,  its  scorn,  can  but  be  broken 
By  thee,  thee,  only  thee. 

OH  BANQUET  NOT. 

Oh  banquet  not  in  those  shining  bowers, 

\^Ticre  Youth  resorts,  but  come  to  me  j 

SHALL  THE  HARP.  THEN,  BE  SILENT. 

For  inlne*s  a  garden  of  faded  lowers, 

Mor«  fit  for  sorrow,  for  age,  and  thee. 

Shall  the  Harp,  then,  be  silent,  when  be  who  Erst 
gave 

I  Th«  bo«tin<*n  at  Klll»m*7  call  thoio  wiivm  which  ctjme 
oo  a  ulndy  day,  crcitnl   with   foam^  "  O'Dotiohur-**  whit* 

To  our  country  a  name^  is  withdrawn  from  all 

]WVV«L* 

eyes  ? 

I- 

1 

1 
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SCIS 


EhaU  ft  Minstrel  of  Eriii  stand  mtit«  %  tlie  gisvc. 
Where  the  first  —  where  the  last  of  her  FUiioa 

^o — &iii!t  tlbof  Ibe  4^£h^-sotif  majfiiU  Ihiin  hh  1ipe^ 
Xho*  his  fivp^Ukfi  hk  Mml,  maj  wilh  ahjidoirs 

be  CTQ^ 

YeU  T^  ihAli  h  Bound,  *inid  ft  tiaiioo*s  ««llfMei 
And  proclftim  t4>  the  world  what  ft  itftr  hftth 
heen  lost ;— 1 

Wliat  ft  osioD  €jf  ftll  the  ftffe<ctiotis  ftiid  p&wien 
Bj  irliieh  lif^  is  exftlted,  <inb«Ilkih*d«  pefiu'dt 

Wfts^mbrftjced  m  that  (pint — whoi«c:eiitfe  wns  emx^ 
While  its  mighty  cirt^ontfer^DCe  circled  mftzLkindL, 

Oh^  who  that  loT€s  Erin^  or  who  that  can  sse^ 
Thro^h  the  wastf  of  her  aiui&J&,  ihftt  epach 
sahlime — 

like  ft  pjraiiLid  Tftk*d  in  the  de«e]t  —  where  he 
Aad  hlfl  glorj  stand  oof  to  the  ejes  of  all  time; 

Tbftt  one  loeid  interrsl,  stifttch'd  from  the  gloom 
And  the  mjkdaess  of  age%  when  fiU'd  with  his  soul, 

A  lifttkm  o'erleap'd  the  dark  boiinds  of  her  doom, 
And  fbr^^M^  racied  instant,  toocb'd  Liberty^s  gqnl  ? 

Wh%  that  ever  hath  heard  him— hath  drank  at 


Of  that  wonderfhl  eloqaenee,  all  Elrin'a  own. 

Id  whose  high*thciiighted  dftHng,  the  fire,  and  the 
force. 
And  the  yet  tantatn'd  spring  of  her  spirit  are 
shown? 

An  el^oenee  rich^  wheresoeTer  its  waTe 

Wander'd  I¥ee  and  triumphant,  with  thoughts 
that  ihone  throogh. 

As  dear  ft«  the  hrook^s  "  stone  of  Instref "  and  gave, 
With  the  flash  of  the  gem.  Its  soUditj  too. 

Who,  that  erer  approa«h'd  him,  when  free  from 
the  crowd. 
In  a  home  full  of  lore,  he  deVghted  to  tread 
'Mcxcig  the  trees  which  a  nation  had  giT^n^  and 
which  bow'd, 
As  if  eneh  brought  ft  now  cirb  erown  for  his 
head  — 

Is  there  one,  who  hath  thus,  through  hi«  ©rhit  of  life 
B«t  at  dislanee  obaerr'd  him — throngh  glory, 
through  hlomej 


^  TlHHr  Qb«  verr  wrttt^tn  tm  the  death  «f  liiir  ureal  pfttilDt^ 
GrsltH^  M  tha  jav  1^30.    Ii  U  onlf  m«  tvo  fine  renutliat 
1  or  fitted  to  bv  lung. 


la  the  Gftlm  of  retreat,  in  the  grandenr  of  strilbt 

Whether  shining  or  cloadcd,  stiD  high  and  the 


Oh  no,  not  ft  heart,  that  e*er  l:aew  Mm^  hot  moonw 

Deep,  deep  oVr  the  ginTe,  when?  such  glory  is 

shrined— 
0>r  i  monnment  Foam  will  preaerre,  'mong  the 

oms 
Of  the  wiaeil.  the  hmrfst,  the  best  of  mankind! 


OH,  THE  SIGHT  ENTRANCIKO. 

Ofl^  the  ught  entrftocing, 

When  moralng^fi  beam  is  glaneing 

O'er  filet  ftrray*d 

With  hehn  and  bkde. 
And  plumes,  in  the  gay  wind  dancing! 
When  hearts  are  all  high  beating, 
And  the  trumpet's  Toice  reptratlng 

That  song,  whose  brenth 

Biay  lead  to  death. 
But  never  to  retreating. 
Oh  the  sight  entrancing, 
When  momitig's  beam  h  glancing 

0*er  files  array'd. 

With  hehn  and  blade. 
And  plumes,  in  the  gay  wind  dfiiidB^ 

Yet,  His  not  helm  or  feather — • 
For  s^k  yon  deipot^  whether 

His  plumed  bands 

Could  bring  such  hands 
And  hearts  as  ours  together* 
Leave  pomps  to  those  who  need  ^eni-^ 
Give  man  bat  bean  and  freedom. 

And  prond  he  braves 

The  gaudiest  stares 
That  crawl  where  monarchs  lead  *enu 
The  sword  may  pieree  the  bcav^, 
Stone  waiU  in  time  may  Sever, 

^Tis  mind  itloue.. 

Worth  steel  and  stone, 
That  keeps  men  f^'ee  for  ever. 
Oh  that  sight  entrancing. 
When  the  morning's  beam  is  glancing, 

0*er  files  array'd 

With  helm  and  blade, 
And  in  Freedom's  ea^u^  advancing  I 
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SWEET  INNISF ALLEN. 

Sweet  Innisfullen,  fare  thee  well, 

May  calm  and  sunshine  long  be  thine! 

How  fair  thou  art  let  others  tell,  — 
To  fed  how  fair  shall  long  be  mine. 

Sweet  Lmisfallen,  long  shall  dwell 
In  memory's  dream  that  sunny  smile, 

Which  o*er  thee  on  that  evening  fell, 
When  first  I  saw  thy  fairy  isle. 

'Twas  light,  indeed,  too  blest  for  one. 
Who  had  to  turn  to  paths  of  care — 

Through  crowded  haunts  again  to  run, 
And  leave  thee  bright  and  silent  there; 

No  more  unto  thy  shores  to  come. 
But,  on  the  world's  rude  ocean  tost. 

Dream  of  thee  sometimes,  as  a  home 
Of  sunshine  he  had  seen  and  lost 

Far  better  in  thy  weeping  hours 
To  part  from  thee,  as  I  do  now. 

When  mist  is  o'er  thy  blooming  bowers. 
Like  sorrow's  veil  on  beauty's  brow. 

For,  though  unrivall'd  still  thy  grace, 
Thou  dost  not  look,  as  then,  too  blest, 

But  thus  in  shadow,  seem'st  a  place 

Where  erring  man  might  hope  to  rest — 

Might  hope  to  rest,  and  find  in  thee 
A  gloom  like  Eden's,  on  the  day 

He  left  its  shade,  when  every  tree, 
l.ike  thine,  hung  weeping  o'er  his  way. 

r  Weeping  or  smiling,  lovely  isle! 

And  all  the  lovelier  for  thy  tears — 
For  though  but  rare  thy  sunny  smile, 
'Tis  heav'n's  own  glance  when  it  appears. 

Like  feeling  hearts,  whose  joys  are  few. 
But,  when  indeed  they  come,  divine — 

The  brightest  light  the  sun  e'er  threw 
Is  lifeless  to  one  gleam  of  thine  1 


'TWAS  ONE  OF  THOSE  DREAMS. » 

*TwA8  one  of  those  dreams,  that  by  music  are 

brought. 
Like  a  bright  summer  haze,  o'er  the  poet's  warm 

thought — 

1  Written  during  a  tIsU  to  Lord  Kenmare,  at  KUlaroej. 


When,  lost  in  the  future,  his  soul  wanders  on, 
And  all  of  this  life,  but  its  sweetness,  is  gone. 

The  wild  notes  he  heard  o'er  the  water  were  those 
He  had  taught  to  sing  Erin's  dark  bondage  and  woes. 
And  the  breath  of  the  bugle  now  wafted  them  o'er 
From  Dinis'  green  isle,  to  Glena's  wooded  shore. 

He  listen'd — while,  high  o'er  the  eagle's  rude  nest, 
The  lingering  sounds  on  their  way  lov'd  to  rest ; 
And  the  echoes  sung  back  from  their  full  mountain 

quire. 
As  if  loth  to  let  song  so  enchanting  expire. 

It  seem'd  as  if  ev'ry  sweet  note,  that  died  here, 
Was  again  brought  to  life  in  some  airier  sphere, 
Some  heav'n  in  those  hills,  where  the  soul  of  the 

strain 
That  had  ccas'd  upon  earth  was  awaking  again  I 

Oh  forgive,  if,  while  list'ning  to  music,  wliose 

breath 
Seem'd  to  circle  his  name  with  a  charm  against 

death. 
He  should  feel  a  proud  Spirit  within  him  proclaim, 
**  Even  so  shalt  thou  live  in  the  echoes  of  Fame : 

**  Even  so,  tho'  thy  mem'ry  should  now  die  away, 
**  'Twill  be  caught  up  again  in  some  happier  day, 
**  And  the  hearts  and  the  voices  of  Erin  prolong, 
**  Through  the  answering  Future,  thy  name  and 
thy  song." 


FAIREST  I    PUT  ON  AWHILE. 

Fairest!  put  on  awhile 

These  pinions  of  light  I  bring  thee. 
And  o'er  thy  own  Green  Isle 

In  fiemcy  let  me  wing  thee. 
Never  did  Ariel's  plume. 

At  golden  sunset  hover 
O'er  scenes  so  full  of  bloom. 

As  I  shall  waft  thee  over. 

Fields,  where  the  Spring  delays. 

And  fearlessly  meets  the  ardour 
Of  the  warm  Summer's  gaze. 

With  only  her  tears  to  guard  her. 
Rocks,  through  myrtle  boughs 

In  grace  migestic  frowning; 
Like  some  bold  warrior's  brows 

That  I^ve  hath  jost  been  crowning. 
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"Uk^  to  fteahl J  fidr, 

That  nerer  hath  bird  oome  nigh  them, 
But  from  hjs  oonne  through  air 

He  hath  been  won  down  by  them; — i 
Tjpes,  fweet  maid,  of  thee, 

Whoie  look,  whote  blnah  inyiting, 
Kerer  did  Lore  yet  see 

From  Heay'n,  without  alighting. 

Lakea,  where  the  peaii  lies  hid,  < 

And  caves,  where  the  gem  is  sleeping, 
Bright  as  the  tears  thy  lid 

Lets  fiJl  in  lonely  weeping. 
Glens',  where  Ocean  comes, 

To  'scape  the  wild  wind's  ranconr. 
And  Harbours,  worthiest  homes 

Where  Freedom's  fleet  can  anchor. 

Then,  it,  while  scenes  so  grand. 

So  beantifnl,  shine  before  thee. 
Pride  for  thy  own  dear  land 

Should  haply  be  stealing  o'er  thee, 
Oh,  let  grief  come  first. 

O'er  pride  itself  yictorious — 
Thinking  how  man  hath  curst 

What  Heaven  had  made  so  glorious! 


QUICK!   WE  HAVE  BUT  A  SECOND. 

Quick!  we  have  but  a  second. 

Fill  round  the  cup,  while  you  may; 
For  Time,  the  churl,  hath  beckon'd. 

And  we  must  away,  away! 
Grasp  the  pleasure  that's  flying, 

For  oh,  not  Orpheus'  strain 
Could  keep  sweet  hours  from  dying, 
Or  chann  them  to  life  again. 

Then,  quick!  we  have  but  a  second, 

Fill  round  the  cup,  while  you  may; 
For  Time,  the  churl,  hath  beckon'd, 
And  we  must  away,  away ! 

See  the  glass,  how  it  flushes, 

Like  some  young  Hebe's  lip. 
And  half  meets  thine,  and  blushes 

That  thou  shouldst  delay  to  sip. 

>  In  d«scribln(  the  Skellgt  (itUmdf  of  the  Barony  of  Forth ), 
Dr.  Keating  layi,  "  There  it  a  certain  attractive  virtue  in  the 
100  which  draws  down  all  the  bird*  that  attempt  to  fly  over  it, 
and  obliges  them  to  light  upon  the  rock." 

*  **  Nennius,  a  British  writer  of  the  ninth  century,  men- 
tlooi  the  abundance  of  pearls  in  Ireland.  Their  princes,  he 
•ayi,  hung  them  behind  their  ears :  and  this  we  find  confirmed 
by  a  present  made  A.  C.  1094,  by  Gilbert,  Bishop  of  Limerick, 


Shame,  oh  shame  unto  thee. 

If  ever  thou  see'st  that  day. 
When  a  cup  or  lip  shall  woo  thee. 
And  turn  untouch'd  away ! 
Then,  quick!  we  have  but  a  second. 

Fill  round,  fill  round,  while  you  may; 
For  Time,  the  churl,  hath  beckon'd. 
And  we  must  away,  away ! 


AND  DOTH  NOT  A  MEETING  LIKE  THK. 

And  doth  not  a  meeting  like  this  make  amends, 

For  all  the  long  years  I've  been  wand'ring  away — 
To  see  thus  around  me  my  youth's  early  friends. 

As  smiling  and  kind  as  in  that  happy  day? 
Though  haply  o'er  some  of  your  brows,  as  o'er  mine. 

The  snow-fall  of  time  may  be  stealing — what 
then? 
Like  Alps  in  the  sunset,  thus  lighted  by  wine. 

We'll  wear  the  gay  tinge  of  youth's  roses  again. 

What  soften'd  remembrances  come  o'er  the  hearty 

In  gazing  on  those  we've  been  lost  to  so  long  I 
The  sorrows,  the  joys,  of  which  once  they  were  part, 

Still  round  them,  like  visions  of  yesterday,  throng. 
As  letters  some  hand  hath  invisibly  trac'd. 

When  held  to  th^  flame  will  steal  out  on  the  sight. 
So  many  a  feeling,  that  long  seem'd  eflieui'd. 

The  warmth  of  a  moment  like  this  brings  to 
Hght 

And  thus,  as  in  memory's  bark  we  shall  glide. 

To  visit  the  scenes  of  our  boyhood  anew. 
Though  oft  we  may  see,  looking  down  on  the  tide. 

The  wreck  of  full  many  a  hope  shining  through ; 
Yet  still,  as  in  fancy  we  point  to  the  flowers. 

That  once  made  a  garden  of  all  the  gay  shore. 
Deceived  for  a  moment,  we'll  think  them  still  onrs, 

And  breathe  the  fresh  air  of  life's  morning  once 
more.  * 

So  brief  our  existence,  a  glimpse,  at  the  most,        ' 
Is  all  we  can  have  of  the  few  we  hold  dear; 

And  oft  even  joy  is  unheeded  and  lost. 
For  want  of  some  heart,  that  could  echo  it,  near. 

to  Anselm,  Archbishop  of  Canterbury,  of  a  considerable  quan- 
tity of  Irish  pearls."  —  O'HaUoran, 

9  Glengariff. 

4  Jours  channans,  quand  Je  songe  i  tos  heureux  Instana, 
Je  pense  remonter  le  fleuve  de  met  ans ; 
Et  mon  corar,  enchant^  sor  sa  rive  fleurlo, 
Retpire  encore  Tair  par  dn  ihatin  de  la  Tie. 
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Ah,  well  may  we  hope,  when  this  short  life  is  gone. 
To  meet  in  some  world  of  more  ^KnTmcciit  bliss. 

For  &  smile,  or  a  grasp  of  the  band,  hofit'niag  on, 
Is  all  we  eujoy  of  each  other  in  this. ' 

But,  come,  the  more  rare  sueh  dt-lights  to  the  heart. 
The  more  we  should  Mclcome  and  bless  them  the 
more] 
They're  ours,  when  we  meet, — tliey  are  lost  when 
we  part. 
Like  birds  that  brmg  smnmer,  and  fly  when  'da 
o'er. 
Thiw  circling  the  cup,  hand  in  hand,  ere  we  drink , 
Let  Sympathy  pledge  us,  thro'  pleasure,  thro* 
pain^ 
Tliut,  fast  as  a  feeling  but  touches  one  link, 
Her  magic  shiiM  send  it  direct  thro'  the  cfaaki. 


THE  MOUNTAIN  SPRITE. 

In  yonder  valley  there  dwelt,  alone, 
A  youth,  whose  moments  had  calmly  flown, 
Till  spells  eame  o'er  him,  and,  day  and  uight. 
He  was  haunted  and  wutch'd  by  u  Mountain  {Sprite. 

As  once,  by  moonlight,  he  wander'd  o^er 
The  golden  sands  of  that  Lhlund  shore, 
A  foot-print  sparkled  before  his  sight  — 
*Twas  the  fairy  foot  of  the  Mountain  Sprite  I 

Beside  a  fbtmtain,  one  sunny  day. 

As  bending  over  the  stream  he  lay, 

There  peeped  down  o'er  him  two  eyes  of  light. 

And  he  mw  in  that  mirror  the  Mountain  Sprite. 

He  tnm'd,  but,  lo,  like  a  startled  bird. 

That  spirit  fled  !  —  and  the  youth  hut  heard 

Sweet  mnsie,  such  as  marks  the  flight 

Of  some  bird  of  song,  from  the  Mountsiin  Sprite. 

One  ntgbt,  stilt  haunted  by  that  bright  look, 

The  hoy,  bewilder'd,  his  pencil  took, 

And,  guided  only  by  me moryW  light, 

Drew  the  once-seen  form  of  the  Mountain  Sprite. 

*•  Oh  thou,  who  lovest  the  shadow,"  cried 
A  yoice,  low  wbisp'ring  by  his  side, 

>  Tli«  Mmn  thoujrht  ha»  1>err»  happily  expr»*»ed  hj  my 
ItUmd  Mr.  WoiihlOjKtJin  Irvkog,  Id  hi*  Siattbridef  Hatt,  toL  L 
p*  Sia.^Tbv  ilncere  piruwoir  *hkb  [  Xv^\  incAlHag  ttiU^m. 
lltoisn  mjr  IHend,  ia  much  cnhuiced  by  Uic  rpOection  tb«t  hv 
It  toa  Rood  Na  KmpT^^n,  to  h»te  aUmittKl  me  »o  ra«dl1jr  to 
•udi  a  dbtlactkm*  If  b»  hwt  not  known  th«t  injr  fecUngt  to- 
««rdi  til*  grcftt  and  free  enuniry  thit  irnTc  htm  hinh,  hsv« 
bom  %un§  luch  at  evrry  n«l  lov^r  oftbe  llbcrtjand  kapplneti 
of  Um  huaum  rare  inii«i  i»ntiTinli>. 

*  **  Tkotnag,  th#  httir  of  i\vp  Dcamoml  tanillj.  had  mccU 


*'  Now  turn  and  see,**  ^  here  the  youth's  delight 
SeaI'd  the  rosy  lips  of  the  Mountain  Sprite. 

"  Of  all  the  Spirits  of  land  and  sea,** 

Til  en  rapt  he  mumi«r*d,  "  there's  none  like  the*, 

^*  And  olt,  oh  oft,  may  thy  foot  (htjs  light 

*'  In  this  lonely  bower,  sweet  Mountain  Sprite !  '* 


AS  VANQUISHED  ERIN. 

Afl  ranqnish'd  Erin  wept  beside 

The  Boyne's  ill-fated  river, 
She  saw  where  Discord,  in  the  tide, 

Had  dropped  his  loaded  quiver. 
**  Lie  hid,*'  she  cried,  *'  ye  venom'd  darts, 

**  Where  mortal  eye  may  shun  you ; 
**  Lie  hid  — the  stain  of  manly  beans, 

"  That  bled  for  me,  is  on  you/' 

But  vain  her  wish,  her  weeping  vain, — 

As  Time  too  well  hath  taught  her^- 
Each  year  the  Fiend  relnrns  again. 

And  dives  into  that  water  ; 
And  brings,  triumphant,  from  beneath 

Flis  shafts  of  di's<dalioti. 
And  sends  them,  winged  with  worse  than  death, 

Through  all  her  maddening  nation » 

Alas  for  her  who  stls  and  mourni, 

ET*n  now,  beside  that  river— 
Unwearied  still  the  Fiend  returns, 

And  stored  is  still  his  quiver. 
**  When  will  this  end,  ye  Powers  of  Good?" 

She  weepmg  asks  for  ever  ; 
Bttt  only  hears,  from  out  that  flood. 

The  Demon  answer,  **  Never  I  ** 


DESMOND'S  SONG,* 

By  the  Feal's  wave  benightedt 
No  star  m  the  skies, 

dentally  bnn  lo  rDgagctd  Iti  th«  chjup,  that  he  wju  bpnlghtrd 
oear  Tralee,  sod  obliged  to  talt*  (hrlrfr  ai  tJi**  Abbey  ofFf^al, 
to  the  hoiLM  of  one  of  hit  dcp^ndrniU,  called  1Ma«  Ccinnae. 
Catherine,  a  brautlful  daughter  oriiU  ho»t,  InttanUy  lniplr«l 
thi?  Earl  with  a  vtolmt  pauloo,  which  he  could  not  vubdiM 
He  laarHcd  htr,  and  by  ihU  loferlor  allianca  allenatod  hia  ToJI- 
loirora,  «boM;  brutal  pride  rt^fardcd  IbU  (ndu)jtrace  of  hl« 
lore  ai  wa  mi[>JxUuiiabl«  degradatloo  of  hU  family/'— J!,d«jM(, 
Tol.  It. 


V^' 

^^^^^ 

1 
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1 

To  ihy  door  by  have  lighted. 

No — ^beatning  with  light  as  those  young  features 

I  first  saw  those  eyes. 

are. 

Some  voice  whisper VI  o'er  nie» 

There*s  a  light  round  thy  heart  which  is  loTcUer 

■ 

As  the  threshold  I  erost» 

far: 

■ 

There  was  ruui  before  me, 

It  £«  not  that  cheeks 'tis  the  soul  dawning  clear 

If  I  tov'd,  I  was  lost. 

Thro'  its  innocent  blush  makes  ihy  beauty  so  deart. 

As  the  sky  we  look  up  to»  thouf^h  glorious  and  fair^ 

I 

IhiOtc  came,  and  broi^ht  roitow 

Is  look'd  up  lo  the  more,  because  Heaven  lies  there  I 

■ 

Too  «cmn  in  hts  train  ', 

■ 

Yet  so  swectt  tluit  to-morrow 
'Twere  welcome  again. 

■ 

Though  misery's  ftdl  measure 

My  portion  should  be, 

I  WISH  1  WAS  BY  THAT  DIM  LAKa 

I  would  drain  it  with  pleasure, 

if  pour'd  out  by  thee. 

I  WISH  I  was  by  that  dim  Lake,* 
Where  sinfui  souls  their  lure  we  11  take 

1 

Yon,  who  call  it  dishonour 

Of  this  vain  world »  and  h^ilf-way  lie 

To  bow  to  this  flame. 

In  death*s  cold  shadow,  ere  they  die. 

If  youVe  eyes,  Icxik  but  on  hor. 

There,  there,  far  from  lln^e* 

Aud  blush  while  you  blame,                       ' 

Deeeitful  world,  my  lirmte  should  be ; 

I  lath  the  pearl  Jess  whit«iioii 

Where,  come  what  might  of  gkiwim  and  pain, 

Because  of  its  birth  ? 

False  hope  should  neVr  deceive  again« 

1 

I  lath  the  violet  le^  brightDcsa 

1 

For  growing  near  earth? 

The  lifeless  sky,  the  monnifUl  sound 
Of  unseen  waters  falling  round  \ 

1 

No — Man  for  hU  glory 

The  dry  leaves,  quivYing  o*er  my  head. 

1 

To  ancestry  flies ; 

Like  man,  unquiet  ev*o  when  dead  I 

1 

But  Woman^s  bright  story                              ' 

These,  ay,  these  shall  wean. 

1 

Is  lold  in  her  eyes. 

My  sotil  from  life's  deluding  scene. 

I 

While  the  Monarch  but  truces 

And  turn  eaeli  thomght,  o'erchargM  with  gloom ^ 

■ 

Through  mortals  his  line. 

Like  willows,  downward  towYda  the  tomb. 

V 

Beauty,  bom  of  the  Graces, 

r 

Ranks  next  to  Divine  1 

As  they,  who  to  their  couch  at  oight 
Would  win  repose,  first  quench  ihe  light. 

1 

■ 

So  must  the  hopes,  that  keep  this  breast 
Awake,  be  quenelfd^  ere  it  can  resL 
Cold,  cold,  this  heart  mu.st  grow, 

■ 

1 

Unmov*d  by  either  joy  or  woe» 

1 

Like  freezing  founts,  where  all  that's  thrown 

1 

TttEY  KNOW  NOT  MY  HEART. 

Within  their  current  turns  to  stone. 

L 

Thet  know  not  my  heurt,  who  believe  there  con  be 
One  stain  of  this  earth  In  its  ft;eliug8  for  thee  s 

■ 

V 

Who  think,  while  I  see  thee  in  beauty's  young  hour. 

Xb  pure  as  the  moming^s  first  dew  on  the  flow'r. 

SHE  SONG  OF  LOVR 

I  could  harm  what  1  love,  —  as  the  sun's  wanton 

ray 

SffE  sung  of  I*ove,  while  o'er  her  lyre 

But  smiles  on  the  dew-drop  to  waste  it  away. 

The  rosy  rays  of  evening  fell, 

•  The**  TtffKt  an  ouurot  to  »Uud«  to  th*i  andeot  haunt  of 

*"  It  was,"  *«  the  lame  wrUer  tilli  ui,  "'  one  of  the  moil  dli^ 

fapeneltinn,  cAlkd  Patrick*!  Purgatory.    "  In  the  mldit  nf 

mAl  Aod.  dreary  ipoU In  the  Km rtli,  Almost  limcc^JtUilcthraujih 

tbeM  gloomy  reirlaai  of  DoneraJI  (taji  Dr.  Campbell)  lay  a 

deep  iW*Di  azid  rufcged  wountaloi.  frlnhttul  with  iinptmdinir 

lake,  which  wm  tn  become  the  mfUlc  thratm  of  ihi»  fablod 

rocki,  tynd  the  liollow  muoourt  of  tbo  wuteni  wludi  in  diwJi 

favcmt,  peopled  only  with  •ucH  bntmitlc  tielo^  «■  the  mind. 

howerer  f»jr,  U.  from  itrwigc  a»ioci«tlor».  woot  to  appropriate 

091017,  whl<>»i  during  the  djirk  iige»,  AttrftCtnl  ihe  noltce  of  all 

ClirUtandciin,  and  wa.%  ttve  rranrt  of  pcuitenti  and  pUgrimf 

LiUrary  Hittor^  ttfJreLuuL 

1 

h 

P 
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As  if  to  feed,  with  their  suft  fire, 

The  soul  wilbiii  that  trembling  shfll. 

The  same  rich  light  hun^  o'er  her  cheek, 
And  ptay'd  around  Ihose  lips  that  suog 

And  spoke,  as  flowers  would  hhig  and  speak, 
If  Love  could  lend  their  leaves  a  tongue. 

But  soon  the  West  no  longer  bum*d, 

Elaeh  rosy  ray  from  heav'n  withdrew  ; 
And,  when  to  gaze  again  I  turn'd, 

The  minstreru  form  seemed  fading  too. 
As  if  Arr  light  and  heav'n's  were  one, 

The  glory  all  had  left  that  frame ; 
And  from  her  glimmering  lip^  the  Cone, 

As  from  a  parting  spirit,  ciime.i 

Who  ever  loir*d,  but  had  the  thought 

Thui  lie  and  all  he  lov'd  must  part  ? 
Fill'd  with  til  is  fear,  I  flew  and  caught 

The  fading  image  to  my  hearts 
And  cried,  **  Oh  Lave  !  is  this  thy  doom  ? 

**  Oh  light  of  youth*»  resplendent  dayl 
**  Must  ye  then  lose  your  golden  bloom, 

**  And  thus,  like  sunshine,  die  away  f  " 


SING— SING  — MUSIC  WAS  GIVEN, 

SiNO^ — sing — Music  waa  given, 

To  brighten  the  gay,  and  kindle  the  loving ; 
Sonls  here,  like  planets  in  Heaven, 

By  harmony  &  laws  alone  are  kept  moring. 
Beauty  may  boast  of  her  eyes  and  ber  cheeks^ 

But  Iajvc  from  the  lips  his  true  archery  wing*  j 
And  she,  who  but  feathers  the  dart  when  she 
speaks, 
At  once  aends  it  home  to  the  heart  when  she 
sings. 
Then  sing  —  sing— ^  Music  was  given. 

To  hrighten  the  gay,  and  kindle  the  loving ; 
Souls  here,,  like  planets  in  Heaven, 

By  harmony's  laws  alone  are  kept  moving. 

When  Love,  rock'd  by  his  mother, 

Lay  sleeping  as  calm  as  slum  her  could  make  him, 
"  Hush,  bush,"  said  Venus,  **  no  other 

"  Sweet  voice  but  btg  own  ia  worthy  to  wak« 
him,'* 

>  TIm  tbouffht  hvn  wu  tugt«tt«d  hf  Kmv  bmutirtil  Knei 
In  Ifr.  lt<is«n*A  Poem  of  liumam  Life,  beirlnnltif — 

**  Nov  In  the  gllmniniiig.  dfln«  li|{ht  the  growi 

1  wotttd  quote  the  entire  paAukgts  did  I  not  fear  to  put  mj 
«»»  tiaint>le  iJnltAtion  o(  it  out  of  countenstico. 


Dreaming  of  mnaic  he  slnmber'd  the  while 

Till  faint  i^om  hia  lip  a  soft  melody  broke, 
And  Venus,  enchanted,  look'd  on  with  a  smile. 
While  Love  to  his  own  sweet  singing  awoke. 
Then  sing  —  sing — Music  was  given. 
To  brighten  tbe  gay,  and  kindle  the  lov- 
ing ; 
Souls  here,  like  planets  in  Heaven, 

By  harmony's  taws  alone  are  kept  moving. 


THOUGH  HUMBLE  THE  BANQUET. 

Though  humble  the  banquet  to  which  I  invite 

thee, 

Thou' It  find  there  the  best  a  poor  bard  can  com- 
mand : 
Eyes,  beaming  with  welcome,  shall  throng  round, 
to  light  thee, 

And  Ixive  serre  the  feast  with  hia  own  willing 
band. 

And  though  Fortune  may  seem  to  have  turo'd 
from  the  dweLting 
Of  him  thou  regardest  her  favouring  ray, 
Thou  wilt  find  there  a  gift,  all  her  treasures  eit- 
celling. 
Which,  proudly  he  feels,  hath  ennobled  hia  way. 

^Tia  that  freedom  of  mind,  which  no  vulgar  do- 
minion 
Can  turn  from  the  path  a  pnre  conscience  ap- 
proves j 
Which,  with  hope  in  the  heart,  and  no  chain  on 
the  pinion. 
Holds  upwards  its  course  to  the  light  which  it 
loves. 

*Tb  this  makes  the  pride  of  his  humble  retreat. 
And,  with  this,  though  of  all  other  treastures 
bereav'd. 
The  breexe  of  his  garden  to  him  is  more  sweet 
Than  the  costliest  incense  that  Pomp  e'er  re- 
ceived. 

TheOf  come, ^  if  a  hoard  to  nntempttng    hath 

power 
To  win  thee  feom  grandeur,  its  beat  ahall  be 

thine ; 
And  there's  one,  long  the  light  of  the  bard's  happy 

hower. 
Who,  smiling,  will  hlend  her  bright  welcome  with 

mine. 
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'Tis  true,  in  manliest  eyes 

SING,  SWEET  HARP. 

When  we  think  of  the  friends  we  leave  lone  j 

BmOi  sweet  Harp,  oh  smg  lo  me 

But  what  can  wailing  do  ? 

Some  ficmg  of  aticieiit  daj's, 

See,  our  goblet's  wet»ping  too  1 

Whoae  smrndf,  in  this  sad  nieinorj, 

With  its  tears  we'll  chase  away  our  own^  boy, 

Loog  buried  dreams  sball  raise  i  — 

our  own ; 

Some  lay  that  teilft  of  TaniBh'd  fame. 

With  its  tears  we'll  chase  away  our  own. 

Whose  lighi  once  round  us  shone  j 

Of  nohle  pndet  now  turn'd  to  shame, 

Btit  daylight's  stealing  on  ;  — 

And  hopes  for  ever  gone.  — 

The  lost  that  o'er  us  shone 

Sing,  sad  Harp,  thns  sing  to  me  ; 

Saw  our  children  around  us  play  \ 

Alike  our  doom  is  cast. 

The  next — ^ah!  where  simll  we 

B^Jth  lost  to  all  bm  memory» 

And  tbose  rosy  urchins  be  7 

We  liTC  bot  iu  the  past. 

But — no  matter — grasp  thy  sword  and  away» 
boy,  away  j 

How  moumfnily  the  midnight  air 

No  matter — grasp  thy  sword  and  away  I 

Among  thy  chords  doth  sigh. 

As  if  it  sought  some  echo  there 

Let  those,  who  brook  the  chain 

Of  voices  long  gone  by ;  — 

Of  Saxon  or  of  Dane, 

Of  Chieftains,  now  forgot,  who  seem*d 

Ignobly  by  their  firesidea  stay  ; 

The  foremost  tlien  in  fame ; 

One  sigh  to  home  be  given. 

Of  Bardfi  who,  once  immortal  deemed, 

One  heartfelt  prayer  to  heaven. 

Now  sleep  withotit  a  name.^ 

Then,  for  Erin  and  her   cause,  boy,  hurra  3 

In  Tiio,  tad  Harp,  the  midnight  air 

hurra !  hurra  f 

Among  thy  chorda  doth  sigh  ; 

Then,  for  Erin  and  her  cause,  hurra  I 

In  vain  It  seeks  an  echo  there 

Of  voices  long  gone  by. 

Couldst  thon  hut  call  those  spirits  round. 

THE  WANDERING  BARD. 

Who  once,  in  bower  and  hall, 

Sat  listening  to  thy  magic  sound, 

Wbat  life  like  that  of  the  bard  can  be.^- 

Now  mute  and  mooldVing  all ;  — 

The  wandering  bard,  who  roams  as  free 

But,  no  ;  they  would  hut  wak^a  to  weep 

As  the  mountain  lark  that  oVr  him  sings. 

Their  children's  slavery ; 

And,  like  that  lark,^  a  m  Lisle  brings 

Then  leave  them  in  their  dreamless  sleep, 

Within  him,  where'er  he  comes  or  goes, — 

The  dead^  at  least,  are  free  !  — 

A  fount  that  for  ever  flows  I 

Husb,  hush,  sad  Harp,  that  dreary  tone, 

The  world's  to  him  like  some  pi  ay- ground, 

That  knt'll  of  Freedom's  duy  ; 

Wliere  fuiries  dance  their  moonlight  round  j  — 

Or,  ListeDing  to  its  death-like  moan, 

If  dimm'd  the  turf  where  late  they  trod. 

Let  me^  too,  die  away. 

The  elves  but  seek  some  greener  sod  ] 
So,  when  less  bright  his  scene  of  glee^ 
To  another  away  dies  he  I 

Oh,  what  would  have  been  young  Beauty's  doom. 

SONG  OF  THE  BATTLE  EVE. 

Without  a  bard  to  fir  her  bloom  ? 

Tim '^ rut  NiNTu  CttfrvsiY. 

They  tell  us,  in  the  moon's  bright  round, 
Things  lost  in  tbii^  dark  world  are  found ; 

To-aoRiiow,  comrade,  we 

So  charms,  on  earth  long  pass'd  and  gone, 

On  the  battle-phiin  must  be. 

III  the  poet's  lay  live  oo, — 

There  to  conquer,  or  both  lie  low  1 

W*otild  ye  have  smiles  that  ne'er  grow  dim? 

The  morning  star  is  up, — 

You've  only  to  give  Iheni  all  to  him, 

But  tliere*s  wine  still  in  the  cop, 

Who,  with  but  a  touch  of  Fancy's  wand. 

And  we'll  take  another  c^naff,  ere  we  go,  bov. 

Can  lend  them  life,  this  life  beyond, 

go? 

And  fix  them  high^  in  Poesy's  sky, — 

We*ll  take  another  quafif,  ere  we  go. 

Young  stars  that  never  die  1 

1 

i>  J 

■  Tlieii»  welcome  the  bard  where'er  he  c(>mefi»< — 

H  Fur,  though  he  huth  countless  airy  homes, 

H  To  which  his  winpj  excursive  roves, 

^L Yet  still,  from  time  to  time,  he  love« 

^^^^^^U  To  tight  upou  eurth  and  Jind  such  cheer 
^^^^^^B  As  hrighteus  our  banquet  here. 
^^^^^^    Ko  mutter  how  far,  how  fleet  he  flies, 
^^^V  YouVe  only  to  Light  up  kind  young  eyes, 

Such  signal-fires  as  here  are  giveo,  — 
And  down  he'll  drop  from  Fancy'*  hcaveo, 
The  minute  such  call  to  love  or  mirtli 
Proclaims  he's  wanting  on  earth  1 
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ALONE  IN  CROWDS  TO  WANDER  ON. 

Alone  in  crowds  to  wander  on, 

And  feel  that  all  the  charm  is  gone 

Which  voices  dear  and  eyes  hclovM 

Shed  round  us  once,  where'er  we  rov'd — 

This,  this  the  doom  must  be 

Of  all  who've  lov'd»  and  liv*d*to  see 

The  few  bright  things  tht?y  thought  woald  stay 

For  ever  near  them»  die  away* 

Tho*  fairer  forms  around  us  throng, 

Their  smiles  to  others  all  belong. 

And  want  that  chann  whieh  dwells  alone 

Hound  those  the  fond  heart  calls  its  own. 

Where,  where  the  sunny  brow? 

The  lonp-known  voice — where  are  they  now? 

Thus  a«k  I  «jtiU,  nor  ask  "m  vain, 

The  silence  answers  all  too  pMo, 

Oh,  what  is  Fancy's  magic  worth, 

If  all  her  art  cannot  call  forth 

One  bliss  like  those  wc  felt  of  old 

From  lips  now  mute,  and  eyes  now  cold? 

No,  no,  —  her  spell  is  vain, — 

As  soon  coulil  she  bring  back  again 

Those  eyes  themselveis  from  out  the  gmre, 

As  wake  again  one  bliss  they  gave. 


rVE  A  SECRET  TO  TELL  THEE, 

Fvs  a  secret  to  tell  thee-,  hut  hnsh  I  not  here,^- 
Oh  I  not  where  the  world  its  vigil  keeps  t 

'  TliP  <loJ  of  Sllri>c«,  tbu»  pictnfied  by  Ihtt  E|7rp(laii«, 
'  "  MllrAliii  rfmpnib<<rMl  the  remjirkjible  pTMllccInn  of  the 
|kf1ncip«l  Druid*  «1m>  foretold  IhAt  tbo  pcMterUy  of  God^lui 


ni  seek,  to  whisper  it  in  thine  ear. 

Some  shore  where  the  Spirit  of  Silence  steeps  j 
Where  sumincr*s  wave  unmiirm'ring  dies. 

Nor  fay  con  hear  the  fountain's  gush  ; 
Where,  if  but  a  note  her  night-bird  sipfhs, 

The  rose  saith,  chidiugly,  "  Hush,  sweet,  hush  t*' 

There,  amid  the  deep  silence  of  that  hour, 

^Mien  stars  can  be  heord  in  ocean  dip, 
Thyself  shall,  under  some  ro«y  bower. 

Sit  mute,  with  thy  finger  on  thy  lip  : 
Like  him,  the  boy  •,  who  bom  among 

The  flowers  that  on  the  Nile-streain  blitsh, 
Sits  ever  thus,  —  his  only  song 

To  earth  and  heaven,  "  Hush,  all,  bush  I" 


SONG  OF  INNISFAIL. 

Thet  came  from  a  land  beyond  the  sea, 

And  now  o'er  the  western  main 
Set  sail,  in  their  good  ships,  gallantly, 

From  the  sunny  land  of  Spain. 
"  Oh,  whereas  the  Isle  we've  seen  in  dreams, 

**  Our  destined  home  or  grave? "^ 
Thtis  sung  Ihcy  as,  by  the  moming^s  beams. 

They  swept  the  Atlantic  wave. 

And,  lo,  where  afar  o'er  ocean  shines 

A  sparkle  of  radiant  green. 
As  though  in  that  d*^ep  lay  emerald  mines. 

Whose  light  through  the  wave  was  seen* 
"  Tis  InnififaiM — 'tis  Innisfail  1  ** 

Rings  o^er  the  echoing  sea  ; 
While,  bending  to  heav'n,  the  warriors  hail 

That  home  of  the  brave  and  free. 

Then  tum'd  they  unto  the  Eastern  wove, 

Where  now  their  D£iy-Gi>rrs  eye 
A  look  of  such  sunny  omen  gave 

As  lighted  up  sea  and  sky. 
Nor  ftown  was  seen  through  sky  or  sea. 

Nor  tear  o'er  leaf  or  sod. 
When  first  on  their  Isle  of  Destiny 

Our  great  forefathers  trod. 


ihoutd  «hb4.aJD  the  poM«t«lon  of  ft  Writcm  ItLand  <»blch  wii 
Ireland),  utd  there  inhhb\t.** ^^  Keating. 

3  Tho  lilvid  of  Dc»tliijr«  qm  o(  the  aadent  nuatA  of  trf»- 
luid. 


miSH  MELODIES. 


213 


THE  KIGHT  DANCEL 

Stride  the  gay  harp  I  lee  the  moon  Is  on  high. 
And,  w  tru£  to  her  he&m  as  the  udei  of  the 
ocean. 
Young  hearts,  when  they  feel  the  soft  light  of  her 
eye. 
Obey  the  mute  call,  and  h<?ave  iiJto  tnotifin. 
Then,  soand  notes  —  the  gayesU  the  lightest. 
That  ever  took  wing,  when  heaven  looked  hright- 
est! 

AgaiD !  Again ! 
Oh  I  conld  sach  heart-stirriog  music  be  heard 

In  that  City  of  Statues  described  by  romancers, 
So  wak'ning  its  apeli,  even  stone  would  be  stirr'd. 
And  Btatuea  tbemaelTes  all  start  ioto  dancers  ! 

Why  then  delay,  with  such  sounds  in  our  ears. 
And  the  flover  of  Beauty's  owm  garden  before 
us,— 
^Vhile  Stan  orerbead  leave  the  song  of  their 
spheres* 
And  tist^oing  to  ours,  hang  wondering  o*er  us  ? 
Agatn,^  that  strain  11^— 'to  hear  It  thus  sounding 
Might  set  even  Death's  cold  pulses  bouiidiug  — 
Again  I  Again  ! 
Oh,  what  delight  when  the  youthful  and  ga.f^ 
Each  with  eye  like  a  sunbeam  and  foot  like  a 
feather, 
Thtu  dance,  like  the  Hours  to  the  music  of  May, 
And  mingle  sweet  song  and  sunshine  together  1 


THERE  ARE  SOUNDS  OF  MIRTn; 

There  are  soonda  of  mirth  in  the  night-air  ring* 
ing. 

And  lamps  from  every  casement  aho^m  j 
While  voices  blithe  within  are  siuging, 

That  seem  to  say  "  Come,"  in  every  tone. 
Ah  I  once  how  light*  iu  Lifers  youug  seasou, 

My  heart  had  Icap'd  at  that  sweet  lay  j 
Nor  poius'd  lo  ask  of  greybeard  Reason 

Should  I  the  syren  call  obey. 

And,  see  —  the  lamps  itfll  livelier  gRtter, 

The  syren  lips  more  fondly  sound  j 
No,  seek,  ye  nymphs,  some  victim  filter 

To  sink  in  your  roey  hondage  bound. 

I  Tbe  KocUnf  SCooiM  of  the  Druiila,  tome  of  which  no 
forcf  is  9i>he  to  dlilodge  tr<m  thrlr  fUlloas. 

*  "  The  ttthnbiunta  of  Arruimore  «re  itin  perftiiuled  thivt. 
In  a  dear  daj,  Chejr  can  see  t^mra  tbli  cout  Hy  Brf  Mil,  or  the 


ShaU  a  bard,  whom  not  the  world  in  anna 
Could  bend  to  tyranny  s  rude  eoutronl, 

Thns  qtiail,  at  sight  of  woman' s  charms^ 
And  yield  to  a  smile  his  frcehom  soul  ? 

Thus  sung  the  sage,  while,  slyly  stealing. 

The  nymphs  their  fe iters  around  him  cast, 
And,  —  their  laughing  eyes,  the  while,  conceal- 
ing,^ 

I>ed  Freedom's  Bard  their  sJave  at  last 
For  the  Poet*s  heart,  still  prone  to  loving, 

Was  like  that  rock  of  the  Druid  race, ' 
Which  the  gentlest  touch  at  ooce  set  moving. 

But  all  earth  s  power  cotildn't  cast  from  its  base. 


OH!   ARRANMORE,  LOV'D  ARRAN. 

MORE. 

Oh  !  Arranmore,  lov'd  Arranmore, 

How  oft  I  dream  of  thee» 
And  of  those  days  when,  by  I  by  shore, 

I  wander'd  young  and  free* 
Full  many  a  path  Fve  tried,  since  then. 

Through  pleasure's  flowery  maxe, 
But  ne'er  could  find  the  bli&s  again 

I  felt  in  those  sweet  days. 

How  blithe  upon  thy  hrec3?y  cliffs 

At  sunny  morn  I've  stood, 
With  heart  as  bounding  as  the  skiffs 

That  dancM  along  thy  flood  j 
Or,  when  the  western  wave  grew  bright 

With  daylight's  parting  wing, 
Have  sought  that  Eden  in  its  light 

Which  dreaming  poets  sing  j — « 

That  Eden  where  th'  immortal  braTe 

Dwell  in  a  land  serene. — 
Whose  bow*r»  beyond  the  shining  wave, 

At  sunset,  oft  are  seen» 
Ah  dream  too  full  of  aodd'ning  truth  I 

Those  mansions  o*er  the  main 
Are  like  the  hopes  I  built  in  youth, — 

As  sunny  and  as  vain  L 


EachABird  litond,  t!i«  Paradiie  of  lh«  Vngnn  Irlili,  and  r 
ceralfig  which  tlnpf  r<Fjat«!  ft  numlwr  of  romtotJc  rtoilff.' 
B/anfort^i  Ancimt  Topography  q^  Ire(ttn4, 
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LAY  HIS  SWORD  BY  HIS  SIDE. 

Lay  bis  sTrord  by  his  side  ',  it  hath  lerv'd  him  too 
veil 

Not  to  rest  near  his  pillow  below ; 
To  the  Inst  mooient  true,  from  hl&  hand  ere  it  fell, 

Its  point  was  still  lum'd  to  a  flying  fcK\ 
Fellow-laVrers  in  lile,  ka  them  sl\inil>er  in  death. 

Side  by  side,  us  becomes  the  reponiiig  brave, — 
That  sword  whicb  he  loved  still  unbroke  in  itsfihejithi 

And  himself  uusubdned  in  his  grave. 

Yet  pause — ^for^  in  fancy,  a  still  voice  I  bear, 

Afl  if  breath'd  from  his  brave  heart's  remains  ;  — 
Faint  echo  of  that  which,  in  Slavery's  car, 

Once   sounded    the    ^ar-word,    **  Burst    your 
chains  I  '* 
And  it  cries,  from  the  grave  where  ibe  hero  liesdeep, 

**  Tho*  the  day  of  yonr  Chieftain  for  ever  hath  Mt, 
"  O  leave  not  his  sword  thus  ingloriooB  to  jsleep,  — 

"  It  hath  Yjclory's  life  lo  it  yet  I 

"  Bhotdd  some  alien,  unworthy  such  weapon  tow  ieldi 

"  Dare  to  touch  thee,  my  own  gallant  sword, 
"  Tlien  rest  iu  thy  shealb,  like  a  tiilisman  seal'd, 

"  Or  return  to  tlie  grave  of  thy  ehainless  lord. 
**  But,  if  grai>p*d  by  a  hand  that  bath  learn'd  the 
proud  use 

"  Of  a  falchion,  like  thee,  on  the  battle-plain, — 
**  ThcQ,  at  Liberty's  sutnmons,  like  lightning  let 
loose, 

**  Leap  forth  from  thy  dark  sheath  again ! 


OH,  COULD  WE  DO  WITH  THIS  WORLD 
OF  OURS. 

Oh,  could  we  do  with  this  world  of  ours 
As  thou  dost  with  thy  garden  bowers. 
Reject  the  weeds  and  keep  the  flowers. 

What  a  heaven  on  earth  we'd  make  it  I 
$0  bright  a  dwelling  should  be  our  own^ 
So  warranted  free  from  sigh  or  frown, 
Tbx^t  angels  soon  would  t>e  coining  down. 

By  the  week  or  month  to  take  it 


'  ft  wi*  the  cuntoin  of  thi«  aiKipnt  IrUh,  in  Itir  mumrr  of 
iha  Sr]itlii4^ii«,  to  burji  the  fjirautiittf  iwuriU  of  tliclr  hcrac* 
Nionf  wUh  them. 

'  Th«  l*«l«c:«  itf  Flit  MdfC-Cuinhal  (rho  Fknital  of  Moc- 
|itirr»ofii!|  kn  Lrlnvler.  U  wm  tiuilt  on  ih^r  t^p  ai  tho  hill, 
whkh  ttM  retAltMd  ttom  thetic*  tlie  luinie  ut  the  Hill  of  AlJeo, 


Like  those  gay  flies  that  wing  through  air, 
And  in  them^lves  a  lustre  bear, 
A  stock  of  light,  fitiU  ready  there, 

Whenever  they  wish  to  use  it ; 
So,  in  this  world  Vd  make  for  thee, 
Our  hearts  should  all  like  fire-flies  be, 
And  the  flash  of  wit  or  poesy 

Break  forth  whenever  we  choose  it 

Willie  eT*ry  joy  that  glads  our  sphere 
Ifath  still  some  shadow  hov'ring  near, 
In  this  new  world  of  ourfl,  ray  dear, 

Sueh  fthadowa  will  all  be  omitted  :  — <■ 
Unless  they're  like  that  graceful  one. 
Which,  when  thou'rt  dancing  in  the  sun. 
Still  near  thee,  leaves  a  charm  u|H)n 

Each  spot  where  it  hath  flitted  I 


THE  WINE-CUP  IS  CIRCLING. 

TffE  wine-cup  is  circling  in  Almhin*«  hall,^ 

And  Its  Chief,  'mid  liis  heroes  reclining, 
Looks  up,  with  a  sigh,  to  the  trophied  wall, 
Wiere  his  sword  hangs  idly  shining. 

Whpn,  hark  !  that  sliout 

From  the  vale  wiihotit,— 
**  Arm  ye  quick,  the  Dane,  the  Dane  ii  nigh  !** 

Ev*ry  Chief  starts  up 

From  his  foaming  cup, 
And  "  To  battle,  to  battle  T'  is  the  Finian's  cry. 

The  minstrels  have  seized  their  harps  of  gold, 

And  they  sing  snch  thrilling  numbers, — 
Tis  like  the  voice  of  the  Brave,  of  old, 

Breaking  forth  from  their  place  of  slumbers  1 

Spear  to  buckler  rang, 

As  the  minstrels  sang. 
And  the  San-burst*  oerthctn  floated  widej 

While  remembVing  the  yoke 

Which  their  fathers  broke, 
"  On  for  liberty,  for  liberty  1 "  the  Finlans  cried. 


Like  clouds  of  the  night  the  Northmen  < 
O'er  the  valley  of  Almbin  lowering ; 

While  onward  mov'd,  in  the  light  of  its  fame, 
That  banner  of  Erin*  towering* 


In  ttip  cnunty  of  KlldAre.  The  Fiolani,  or  Femll.  w»n  tiM 
rvlfbrmted  Natlnn^L  MllttU  (if  IreUnd,  wbl^  till*  Cbt«re(Hai< 
mjin<l«4  The  IntroduciioQ  of  the  Danct  In  thm  abo*«  »tm§U 
vi  An«>e)irimUin  common  lo  nioit  orth«  Flolan  and  Quiaale 
I'PKoodi. 
>  The  njODt  glT^n  to  the  boancr  of  tho  lri«)u 
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Willi  the  miagling  fihuck 

Though  the  sea,  where  thou  cmbarkt^st, 

Rung  cliff  and  rock. 

Offers  now  a  friendly  shore. 

While,  rank  on  rank*  tht!  invaders  die : 

Light  may  come  whtre  all  looks  darkest, 

And  the  sliout,  tliat  last 

Hope  bath  life,  wben  life  seems  o'er. 

O'er  thif  dying  pasa'd, 

And,  of  those  poAt  ages  dreaming. 

M 

Was  ♦•  Victory  I  victory  !*'  — the  Finian's  cry. 

WTien  glory  dt^k'd  thy  brow,. 
Oft  I  fondly  think,  though  secmini; 

So  fuli'n  and  clouded  now, 
ThouMt  again  break  fi>rth,  all  beaming,— 

None  BO  bright,  so  blest  as  thou  I 

■ 

TUE  DREAM  OF  THOSE  DAYS. 
The  dream  of  those  days  when  first  I  song  thee  is 

o  er. 
Thy  triumph  hath  stained  the  charm  thy  iorrows 

SILENCE  IS  IN  OUR  FESTAL  HALLS." 

theo  wore  ; 

And  ev'a  of  the  light  which  Hope  once  shed  o'er 

StLE!7CE  is  in  our  festal  halls  — 

thy  chains. 

Sweet  Son  of  Song  1  thy  course  is  o'er  ; 

Alas,  not  a  gleam  to  grace  thy  freedom  remains. 

In  vain  on  ihee  sad  Erin  calls. 

Her  minstrel's  voice  responds  no  more;  — 

Say,  is  it  that  slavery  sunk  so  deep  in  thy  heart. 

All  silent  as  th'  Eolian  shell 

That  still  the  dark  brand  is  there,  though  chainlcss 

Sleeps  at  the  close  of  some  bright  day, 

thou  art ; 

When  the  sweet  breeze,  that  wak'd  its  swell 

And  Freedom's  sweet  fruit,  for  "wliich  thy  spirit 

At  sunny  morn,  hath  died  away. 

loDg  hum'dt 

Now,  reaehiQg  at  last  thy  lip,  to  ashes  hath  ttim'd  ? 

Yet,  at  our  feasts,  thy  spirit  long, 
Awak'd  by  music's  spell,  shall  rise ; 

Up  Liberty's  steep  by  Truth  and  Eloquence  led, 

For,  name  so  link'd  with  deathless  song 

With  eyes   on  her  temple  fix'd,  how  proud  was 

Partakes  its  charm  and  never  dies  : 

thy  tread  I 

And  ev*n  within  the  holy  fane. 

Ah,  better  thou  oe'er  hadVt  liv'd  that  summit  to 

When  music  wafts  the  soul  to  heaven, 

gain. 

One  thought  to  him,  whose  earliest  strain 

Or  died  in  the  p^irch,  than  thus  diishonour  the  fane. 

Was  echoed  there,  shall  long  be  given. 
But,  where  is  now  the  cheerful  day, 

The  social  night,  when,  by  thy  side. 

He,  who  now  weaves  this  parting  lay, 

His  skilless  voice  with  thine  allied  ? 

hu   FROM    THIS     HOUR     THE    PLEDGE    IS 

And  sung  those  songs  whose  every  tone, 

^H                                     GIVEN. 

When  hard  and  minstrel  long  have  past. 

Shall  still,  in  sweetness  all  their  own. 

Fron  this  hour  the  plodg«  is  giveo, 

Embalm 'd  by  fame,  undying  lajit. 

From  this  hour  my  soul  in  thine: 

Come  what  will,  from  earth  or  henven, 

Yes,  Erin,  thine  alone  the  fame,^ 

^^Val  or  woe^  ihy  fate  be  mine- 

Or,  if  thy  bard  have  sbar'd  the  crown. 

When  the  proud  and  great  stood  by  thee. 

From  thee  the  borrowed  glory  came, 

None  dar'd  thy  rights  to  spurn  ; 

And  at  thy  feet  is  now  laid  down. 

And  if  now  they're  false  and  fly  thee. 

Enough,  if  Freedom  still  inpsire 

Shall  I,  too,  basely  turn  ? 

His  latest  song,  and  still  there  he. 

No  ; —  whale  er  the  fires  that  try  thee, 

As  evening  closes  round  his  lyre. 

In  the  same  this  heart  shall  hum. 

One  ray  upon  its  chords  from  thee. 

>  tl  tf  hanlljr  atsxitarj,  pi^rbapi,  to  Inrorm  the  re  Ado  r,  that 

tiH-morr  of  *«  dd  and  taliwrf  cnJteagoa  la  thli  work.  Sir  Juhii 

tbeae  Uom  *n  meant  a*  «  tribute  ofBiacrTs  fii*twiaMp  lo  the 

Stevenson, 

1 

t 

J 

^^^^^H 

216 


MOORE^S  WORKS. 


APPENDIX: 

THE    ADVEUTISEMENTS 

OJtIGl?IAlJ.T    l-aCAIllD    TO   TIIK    Dirr£Jl£NT    NUHBSKS, 
AMD 

THE  PREFATOHV  LETTER  ON  IRISH  MUSIC. 


I 


ADVERTISEMENT 

TO  THE  FIRST  AND  SECOND  NUMBERS, 

Power  takefl  the  liberty  of  announcing  fo  the 
Public  a  Work  which  haa  long  been  &  Detxdcratum 
ID  this  country.  Though  the  beautiee  of  llie  Na- 
tional Music  of  Irelaud  have  been  very  generally 
felt  and  acknowledgedfjet  ii  has  happened,  throngh 
the  want  of  appropriate  English  word*,  and  of  the 
ammgemenl  oeeessary  to  adfipt  them  to  the  voice, 
that  niaoy  of  the  most  excellent  compositions  hare 
hitherto  remained  m  oh««urity.  It  ia  intended, 
theriifore,  to  form  a  Collection  of  the  heat  Ori- 
ginal Irish  Melo^liea,  with  characteristie  Syiii- 
phoniea  and  AecompaDHQents  ;  and  with  Words 
contain! Rgi  oa  frequently  aa  possible,  allusion*  to 
the  manners  and  history  of  the  countrj'.  Sir  John 
Stc*vensoii  has  very  kindly  conj>ented  to  undertake 
the  arrangement  of  the  Airs;  and  the  lovers  of 
Simple  National  Music  may  rest  secure,  that,  in 
iuch  tBAtefuL  hands,  the  n»tive  charms  of  the 
original  melody  will  not  be  sacrificed  to  the  osten- 
tation of  science. 

In  the  Poetieal  Part,  Power  has  bad  prombes  of 
assistance  from  several  disLinguished  Literary  Cha- 
niclersj  partictilarly  from  Mr.  Moore,  whose  lyrical 
talent  in  so  pei'utiarly  suited  to  sueh  a  task,  and 
wluise  xeiii  m  the  tindertaking  will  he  best  under- 
stood from  tbe  following  Extract  of  a  Letter  which 
he  has  addressed  to  Sir  John  Stevenson  on  the 
subject :  — 

**  I  feel  very  anxious  that  m  work  of  this  kind 
should  he  undertaken.  We  have  too  long  neglected 
the  only  talent  for  which  our  English  neighboura 
ever  deigned  to  allow  us  any  credit  Our  National 
Music  has  never  been  properly  collected ' ;  and, 
while  the  composers  of  the  Continent  have  en- 
riched their  Operas  and  Sonatas  with  melodiM 
borrowed  from  Ireland,  ^  very  often  without  even 
Ihe  honesty  of  acknowledgment,  —  we  have  left 
these  treasurea,  in  a  great  degree,  unehiimcd  and 


Tb«  WTttfrf  fiorfcot,  wbra  h#  mwAv  thlt  uwrtlon,  lJi4t  the 
•re  tndc-bttrd  to  Mr*  Bunting  for  a  ▼ory  taluaW*  coU 


fugitive.  Thus  our  Airs^  like  too  many  of  our 
cnuulrymen,  have,  for  want  of  protection  at  home, 
passed  into  the  service  of  foreigners.  But  we  are 
come,  I  hoiWt  to  a  better  period  of  both  Polities 
and  Music;  and  how  much  tbey  are  connected, 
in  Ireland  at  least,  appears  too  plainly  in  the  tone 
of  sorrow  and  depression  which  characterises  most 
of  our  early  Songs. 

"  The  task  which  yom  propose  to  me,  of  adapt- 
ing words  to  these  airs,  is  by  no  means  easy.  The 
Poet  who  would  follow  the  various  sentimeni* 
which  they  express,  must  feel  and  uoderstand  that 
rapid  fluctuation  of  spirits,  that  nnaccomitabic  mix- 
ture of  gloom  and  levity,  which  composes  the 
character  of  my  countrymen,  and  has  deeply  tinged 
their  Music.  Even  in  their  liveliest  strains  we 
find  some  melancholy  note  intrude, — some  minor 
Third  or  flat  Seventh, ^ — which  throws  its  shade  aa 
it  passes,  and  makes  even  mirth  interesting.  If 
Burns  bad  been  an  Irishman  (and  I  would  willingly 
give  up  all  our  claims  tfpon  Ossian  for  him),  his 
heart  would  have  been  proud  of  such  music,  and  bis 
genius  would  havt-  marie  it  immort-aL 

**  Another  diflteulty  (which  is,  however,  purely 
mechanical)  ariies  from  the  irregular  stnicture  of 
many  of  tboie  airs,  and  the  lawless  kind  of  metre 
which  it  viU  in  consequence  he  necessary  to  adapt 
to  them.  In  these  instances  the  Poet  must  write^ 
not  to  the  eye,  but  to  the  ear;  and  most  be  content 
to  have  bis  verses  of  that  description  which  Cicero 
mentions,  *  Qung  si  ctintu upoliavertjinudfi  remanebit 
oratio*  That  beautiful  Air,  *  The  Twisting  of  the 
Rope.*  which  has  all  the  romantic  character  of  the 
Swiss  Ranz  ffeji  VaehM^  is  one  of  those  wild  and 
sentimental  nikcs  which  it  will  not  be  very  easy  to 
tie  down  in  sober  wedlock  with  Poetry.  However, 
notwithstanding  all  these  difficulties,  and  the  very 
moderate  portion  of  lalent  which  I  can  bring  to 
surmount  them,  the  design  appears  to  me  so  truly 
National,  tlmt  I  sliall  fee!  much  pleasure  in  giving 
it  all  the  assistance  in  my  power. 


ADVERTISEMENT 

Tti    TilK    THIRD    NUMBER. 

1st  presenting  the  Third  Number  of  this  work  to 
the  Public,  Power  begs  leave  to  offer  his  acknow- 

leTtloQ  of  Iriih  >lui{r ;  and  that  th«  pj&trSotic  i^mhii  of  MLa« 
Qw«'n«<'>n  ho*  t>een  employed  u[>on  (omo  of  our  fintit  aIm. 
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kdgments  for  theTCfy  libera]  patronjigewithwliich 
it  h:isbeen  hoDoured ;  and  to  express  a.  hope  that  the 
QDAbaicd  leal  of  ibose  who  hare  hitherto  so  admi- 
rably cocducted  it^  will  vtiaMe  him  to  continue  it 
through  nuuiy  future  Numbert  with  £quiJ  spirit, 
Tftriety,  and  taate.  The  stock  of  popular  Melodic* 
ifi  fkr  fVom  being  exhausted  i  and  th<;re  is  etiU  in 
referre  an  abundance  of  beautiful  Aini,  whkh  rail 
upon  Mr.  Moore^  in  the  lungiiiage  he  so  well  imder« 
stands,  to  save  them  from  the  oblivion  to  which 
th<fy  are  hast«ning. 

Power  respectfully  tmsts  he  win  not  be  thought 
prcsumptnoos  in  saying,  that  he  feels  proud,  m  an 
Irishman,  in  even  the  very  sttbordinate  share 
which  he  cau  claimi,  in  promoting  a  Work  so 
creditable  to  the  talents  of  the  Country,  —  a  Work 
which,  from  the  spirit  of  nationality  it  brealhea, 
will  df>  more,  he  is  convinced,  towards  liberalizing 
the  feelings  of  society,  and  producing  that  brother- 
hood of  sentiment  which  it  is  so  much  our  interest 
to  cherish,  than  coald  ever  be  effected  by  the 
mere  arguments  of  well-intentioned  but  uninter- 
esting politiciaoa. 


LETTER 

TO 

TUB  MAIICU10KE5S  DQWAGbR  OF  DONEGAI^ 

MULriKKD  TO 

THE  TIURD  NUMBER. 

While  the  publisher  of  these  Melodies  very  pro- 
perly inscribes  them  to  the  Nobility  and  Gcntiy 
of  Ireland  in  geneml^  I  have  much  pleasure  in 
selecting  one  from  that  n  urn  her,  to  whom  my 
share  of  the  Work  is  particularly  dedicated,  I 
know  that,  though  your  Ladyship  has  been  so 
lung  absent  from  Ireland,  you  still  continue  to 
remember  It  well  and  warmly, — ^that  you  have 
DOf  suffered  the  attracLit^ns  of  English  Buciety  to 
produce,  like  the  taste  of  ibe  lotus,  any  forgeiful- 
ness  of  your  own  country,  but  that  even  the 
humble  tribute  which  I  offer  derives  its  chief 
claim  upon  your  tntertst  and  sympathy  from  the 

1^  A  plinue  which  occuri  In  »  Ltttor  from  thtt  Eat)  of  Dm* 
mond  to1h«  E«rl  of  Ormond,  la  E)Luilj«th'»  ika'a.  —  Scrtma 
SaerOi,  lu  quoted  by  Curry. 

*  Thettt  lire  tame  ffrailfylnK  aeoooiit*  of  the  golljuitry  of 
ilicw  IrUbatiKlllArlM  in  "  The  coftiplete  Hlitoij  df  tiie  Waci 
la  Soolljmd  nndar  Montroto"  (1GG0).  San  paiUcutartjr,  for 
the  Moduct  o(«ka  Irithmui  ot  thu  baiUe  of  Aberdeen,  chap.  tL 
pk  4*}.  X  and  for  a  tribute  to  ihe  bravifrjr  of  Colonel  O'Kf  «J}* 
thnp.  vli.  aa.    ClareiHloii  ownc  thml  th«  MArqiiJi  of  Moritroie 


appeiil  which  it  makes  to  yowr  patriotism.  Indeed, 
absence,  however  fatal  to  some  affections  of  the 
heart,  rather  tends  to  strengthen  our  love  for  the 
land  where  we  were  born  j  and  Ireland  is  the 
country,  of  all  others,  which  an  exile  from  it  must 
remember  with  most  eiiihiisiasm.  Those  few 
darker  and  Icfcs  amiable  traits  with  which  bigotry 
and  miurule  have  stained  her  character,  and  wliich 
are  too  apt  to  disgust  us  upon  a  nearer  iutercourne, 
become  at  a  distance  softened,  or  altogether  iii- 
Tisible.  Nothing  is  remembered  but  her  virtues 
and  her  misfortunes, — the  sseal  with  which  ehe 
has  always  loved  liberty,  and  the  barbarous  policy 
which  bas  always  withheld  it  from  ber, — the  ease 
with  which  her  generous  spirit  might  be  conci- 
liated, and  the  cruel  ingenuity  which  has  been 
exerted  to  '*  wring  her  into  unduti fulness/*  ^ 

It  has  been  often  remarked,  and  stdl  oftener  felt, 
that  in  our  music  is  foimd  the  truest  of  all  com* 
ments  upon  our  histwy.  The  tone  of  defiance, 
succeeded  by  the  languor  of  det^pondcncy,  ^ — a 
burst  of  turbulence  dying  away  into  softness, — ^the 
sorrows  of  one  moment  lost  in  the  levity  of  the 
next, —  nnd  all  that  romantic  mixture  of  mirth 
and  Bttdness,  which  is  naturally  produced  by  the 
efforts  of  a  lively  temperauieul  to  shake  0%  or 
forget,  the  wrongs  which  lie  upon  it.  Such  are 
the  feature*  of  our  history  and  character,  which 
we  find  strongly  and  faithfully  reflected  in  our 
music ;  and  there  are  even  many  airs,  which 
it  is  difficult  to  listen  to,  without  recalling  some 
period  or  event  to  which  their  expression  seems 
applicable-  Sometimes,  for  instauce,  when  the 
strain  is  open  and  spirited,  yet  here  and  there 
shaded  by  a  mournful  recollection,  we  can  fancy 
that  we  behold  the  brave  allies  of  Montrose  S 
marching  to  the  aid  of  the  royal  cause,  notwith- 
standing ail  the  perfidy  of  Charles  and  his 
ministers,  and  remembering  just  enough  of  past 
sufferings  to  enhance  the  generosity  of  their 
present  sacrifice.  The  plaintive  melodies  of  Ca- 
rol an  takes  us  hack  to  the  times  in  which  he  lived, 
when  our  poor  countrymen  were  driven  to  worship 
their  God  in  caves,  or  to  quit  for  ever  the  laud  of 
their  birth^  —  like  (he  bird  that  abandons  the  nest 
which  human  touch  has  violatc'd.  In  many  of 
these  mournful  songs  we  seem  to  hear  the  last 
farewell  of  the  exile ^,  mingling  regret  for  the  ties 


for  murh  of  hli  in3r«cu}oui  iticccu  to  ihe  iirtall 
band  of  Irtih  hnrori  under  Mncdunrvell. 

^  Ttie  uiocljitJonftaf  the  Kliiidumi.i«te,^thai:]gh  moreobriooi 
and  deiQncd.  wptc  far  Imi  touching  and  choTActerltllc,  Thef 
dlvidi>d  their  tongft  According  to  tliii  •ruoni  of  thm  year,  fa^^ 
wMch  (Mji  Sk  Wmiam  ionet)  '^  thef  wi^reableto  rtcall  the 
jnemor)'  of  auiumnuJi  mcrriincnt,  at  the  clote  of  tho  ksrveit,  or 
of  fejiaralliDn  and  mclflurllialjr  durlnF;  the  rold  mmnh%,"  &e.  — 
Aaiaitc  Tfanitictioni,  vol.  \i\.  on  the  Mu»iral  Mode*  of  Che 
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whicli  he  learcfl  at  home,  whli  anguine  hopes  of 
the  liigh  bonuurs  that  await  him  abroad^— such 
honours  ts  were  woo  oo  Ihe  field  of  Fontenoj^ 
where  the  vakiur  of  Irish  Catholic*  tunii^J  the 
fortune  of  the  day,  and  ejctortt^d  from  George  the 
Second  that  meDionible  exclamation,  "  Cursed  be 
the  laws  which  deprive  me  of  such  subjects  t  " 

1* bough  nftuch  has  been  said  of  the  antiquity  of 
our  inusic»  it  ii  certain  that  our  finest  and  most  pt*- 
pttlar  airg  are  modems  and  perhaps  tufe  may  look 
no  further  than  the  last  disgraceful  century  for  the 
origin  of  most  of  those  wild  and  melancholy  strains^ 
which  were  at  once  the  offspring  and  solace  of  grief, 
and  wtre  applied  to  the  mind  as  mtisic  wfts  formerly 
to  the  body,  "  decantare  loca  dolentia."  Mr.  Pin- 
kerton  is  of  opinion  '  that  none  of  the  Scotch  popu- 
lar airs  are  as  old  as  the  middle  of  the  sixteenth 
century  I  and  though  musical  antiquaries  refer  \m, 
for  some  of  our  melodies,  to  so  early  a  period  as  the 
fifth  century,  I  am  persuaded  that  there  are  ft*  w,  of  a 
ewilized  description,  (iind  by  this  I  mean  to  exclude  * 
all  the  eaTage  Ceanans,  Cries «,  kc.)  which  can 
claim  quite  so  nncient  a  date  ta  Mr,  Finkerton 
allows  to  ihe  Scotch.  But  music  is  not  Ihe  only 
■uhjcct  upon  which  our  taste  for  antiquity  has  been 
rather  onriasonably  indulged?.  and»  however  he- 
retical It  may  be  to  dissent  from  the*e  romantic 
Epeculations,  I  cannot  help  thinking  that  it  i&  pos- 
sible to  love  our  country  Tcry  zealously,  and  to 
feel  deeply  interested  m  her  honour  and  happinefliB, 


]ITn<lu>.  —  Whjit  the  AbM  du  Dot  Mft  of  tbe  f  jrmpbonieft  of 
Lully,  may  be  aiserttd,  wUh  much  moris  probAblUtj,  of  our 
liold  ifid  Impaitianed  Btrt :  —  *'  EMri  «uro!i*nt  produU  4e  ce« 
eflMi,  qui  noiu  parotuetit  rabuteux  duxu  le  recit  dri  anclen*^ 
iJ  on  let  ftToit  fait  eoleodre  4  6m*  hofniaei  d'un  naturcl  AU»l 
rlfqae  let  AU»*nlen*."  — i?4rt^#-  "t  'a  Printnrr,  Ac*  torn.  I. 
iCCt.  45, 

^  Dlt««rUtit}n,  prefixed  to  the  3d  rolume  of  hU  ScottUti 
B«nadi, 

*  Of  whlrh  lome  genuine  iporlmrni  may  hr  round  At  thp  rnd 
of  TVIr.  WaIIcct"*  Work  upon  the  lH»h  bards.  Mr*  Ditntinf; 
hai  dl^Opired  bli  last  iplftudld  Tolume  by  too  many  ot  these 
tuirbarouf  rh«p«odl«t. 

■  See  AttTertlMmcnt  to  the  Trmiactloru  of  the  Gaelic 
Sor^pty  of  Dublla 

*  O'Halloran,  toL  t  fiaitlVi  cbap.  rli 
»  Id.  Jb.  ch*p.  ti. 

■  It  Li  alio  iuppoicd,  buit  wllh  ai  litOe  proof,  thiU  ihey  un- 
terttood  the  dii-»Ii,  or  enharfrtORlc  Inlervat,  —  Th^  Grc«lu 

1  to  hAYe  formcKl  thf^lr  ean  to  thU  dollcat«  grradatlon  of 
•ound  ;  and.  whatever  dtfUrultitfi  or  objection!  may  i\e  in  th'P 
^ay  of  tt»  practical  me,  wr  tntut  Hfrw  flth  Menenne  ( Pr£* 
ludr«  d(!  PHannoni«,  Quett/7.),  that  the  throry  of  Muiic  would 
btt  lmi>erfect  wlUimit  U.  Eren  \n  practice,  too,  M  Toil,  amonf 
athdn,  very  Jttitly  mnarkt,  (ObMrratlmw  oq  Florfd  Aon^, 
chap.  !►  iMt.  160  tiier*  U  oo  good  parlbnDir  on  the  »lolln 
«ho  docg  iio«  maJtfi  a  ««iitlb1e  dlRtarenfSB  betveen  D  »harp  and 
F  flat,  thouirb,  from  the  imperfection  of  the  fnttnimrnt.  they 
Bffl  Ihe  wuTtc  x\tiW%  upou  the  piauo-forte*  Tli*  dTpci  of  modu- 
laUon  by  enhanniiinic  tramilloni  it  aJjo  tcry  itrtkliig  aiuj 


'  Tfae  »Drd«  wumtXiat  and  Irt^t^imtmy  tn  «  FwMfc  of  Plato, 


without  believing  that  Irish  waa  the  language 
s^ioken  in  Paradise^,  that  our  ancestors  were  kind 
enough  to  take  the  trouble  of  polishing  the  Greeks  ^, 
or  that  Abaris,  the  Hyperborean,  was  a  native  of 
the  North  of  Ireland** 

By  frome  of  these  zealous  antiquarians  it  has  bc«fi 
imagined  that  the  I riiih  were  early  acquainted  with 
counter-point^' J  and  they  endeavour  to  support 
this  conjecture  by  a  well-known  passage  in  Gt- 
raldus,  where  he  dilatej^  with  such  elabonit« 
pniise,  upon  the  beanties  of  our  national  minstreUy. 
But  the  terms  of  this  eulogy  are  much  too  vague, 
too  deficient  in  technical  accuracy,  to  prove  that 
even  Gimldus  himself  knew  any  thing  of  the 
artifice  of  counter- point.  There  are  many  ex- 
pressions in  the  Greek  and  Latin  writers  which 
might  be  cited,  with  much  more  plausibility,  to 
proTe  thai  they  understood  the  arrangement  of 
ronslc  in  parts  ?;  and  it  is  in  general  now  conceded, 
I  belicre,  by  the  learned,  that,  however  grand  and 
pathetic  the  melody  of  the  ancient*  may  have  been, 
it  was  reserved  for  the  ingenuity  of  mrwlero  Sci- 
ence to  transmit  the  "  light  of  i>ong"  through  the 
Tariegmting  prism  of  Harmony, 

Indeed,  the  irregular  acale  of  the  early  Irish  (in 
which,  as  in  the  music  of  Scotland,  the  interval  of 
the  fourth  was  wanting^,)  must  have  fbmlBbed 
but  wild  and  refractory  subjects  to  the  harmoniBl. 
It  was  only  when  the  invention  of  Guido  began  to 
be  known,  and  the  powers  of  the  harp"  were  en* 


and  iome  eKprejiioni  of  Cicero,  in  Fragmrot.  lib-  li,  ile 
Itepuhl.^  Induced  \ht*  Khhk  ¥tagu\<t^T  lo  maintain  that  tbe 
andentj  had  a  knowledge  of  counterpoint.  M.  Bur^Ue, 
however,  !hu  aniiwert>d  him,  1  tttitik.  latitfArLorily.  (Hxamcn 
d*un  Paj*«gc  de  flatuo,  in  the  M  trol.  of  Biitoire  d*  I'Aead} 
M.  Hm.*!  if  of  opini()fi  {Ppnicei  Dtterie*),  that  whai  Clcf-ro 
%%y%  of  the  muilc  of  Ihe  iphenn,  to  hli  dir«atn  of  Sriplo^  ft  »iif. 
Sclent  to  prove  an  aciquiiJataDce  vith  harmony  ;  but  on«  of  tlw 
■trong««t  puiiagei,  whtelj  \  necoliect.  In  favour  «fthl»  lutppo- 
itt Ion,  occur »  in  the  TreAliie{  111^4  Kw^vUttrlbuted  to  Arli- 
totle— 'MH'rriii;  Si  «£i'r  kftM  »m*  ^m^ut,  u,  r.  A- 

*  Another  iawlni  pecuilaHty  of  our  muaic  li  iho  freqqent 
occurrence  of,  what  eomfxiieri  calt,  cotiaeruUve  flilbi  t  but 
thii,  I  nauct  «Ay,  it  an  irregularity  which  con  hardly  bearoldMl 
by  penooi  not  c<Hiver»int  with  all  the  rule!  of  compoiitlon, 
If  I  may  venture.  Indeed,  to  rite  my  own  wild  attcmpti  In  thla 
way,  it  U  a  fault  which  1  find  myiajf  conUnually  commlttlnf, 
and  which  hai  even,  at  time«,  appearL'di  iopleailfOf^to  my  e«r, 
that  I  have  turrenUcred  li  to  the  critic  with  mo  •moll  rrluctaoce.  ' 
May  there  not  be  a  Uttlfl  ^tdmtrf  In  ttdberinf  loo  rlfldlj  lo 
thU  rule  r>^I  baire  been  told  tht  th«re  are  loiUneet  ia 
Uajdn.ofanujridlifuiMdfuoeet«loiiofllftb»;  and  Mr.  SliMd, 
In  hli  Introduction  to  Harmony,  *eem* to  intimate  that  Raudd 
hat  ibe«n  lometimei  guilty  of  the  «ame  Irregrularity. 

»  A  ilnfTulJir  overilfbt  occur*  in  an  Ein*y  upon  the  IHih 
Itarp,  by  Mr.  Baaufbrdi,  wbich  It  inserted  In  the  AppendlK  to 
Wolker'i  Hiitorlnl  Memoiri  t  — "  Thff  Irlih  (layi  he),  ac< 
cording  to  Bmmton,  In  the  r«*f|m  of  Henry  It.  had  i»t>  kiodi 
of  I^Arpi ,  *  Htbemici  taraen  In  duobus  mii»icl  g^-nerlj  Inntru- 
nientit,  quamvii  pr»cipllrn>  ei  velocem,  lUATom  tAaett  ct  ju^ 
cundiint :  the  one  frratiy  bold  and  quicli.  the  flClMr  eolt  and 
ple4uLn|.'~Ha«r  a  moti  of  Mi,  fieftuford'i  ] 
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luged  I7  iditiiiiiwl  itii^gi^  llMt  tmt  wm  cm  1w 
gnppcwcd  to  hsTC  ■■■imil  the  swecC  ^snc«er 
whadbiaDetctCiwitpfcnBt;  and  while  I^Seoicli 
pcriCTgrfd  ia  tlie  old  motilMiaB  of  the  leile  >,  cmt 
niisie  became  liy  degrees  voie  ■mmaMr  to  tlie 
l«vi  of  harmon J  ind  eoantcfpocot. 

WhUe  profiting,  hoverer,  by  tbe  impfovcflM&ts 
of  the  modeiDs,  oar  stjle  still  kecpi  its  origmal 
couBcter  noted  frooi  tlicir  rrihifiiicBisgi  sod 
tbou^  Garolaii,  it  appean*  bad  ft»qa— t  opporto- 
nitiei  of  bearing  tbe  worlca  of  Gcniniaaiaiid  otbes* 
great  QMsten,  we  but  rardj  iad  bim  Berifietng 
bis  natrre  limpjidiy  to  WMtj  sabitionof  tbeJroniar- 
fliCTt«»  or  affectatioii  of  tbcii'  seicBoe.  In  Ibsi 
curious  oompositioa,  indeed,  called  bis  Concerto, 
it  it  eYidevt  tbst  be  laboured  to  imitaie  CorelU; 
and  diis  union  of  mannen*  so  very  dissimilar,  pro- 
doees  tbe  tame  kind  of  nnessj  aensstioii  wbieb  is 
felt  at  a  mixtore  of  difTerent  wtjies  of  arcbitectnt^ 
In  general,  bowerer*  ibe  aftleai  flow  of  our  music 
bas  pciEserred  iu«lf  fi^ee  from  aO  tinge  of  fordgD 
iuiovation^;  and  tbe  cbief  oomptions  of  wbicb 
ve  bare  to  complain  arise  from  tbe  miskilfbl  per- 
fisrmaaee  of  oor  own  itinerant  musieiaDS,  fhrni 
wbom,  too  freqnentlj,  the  airs  are  noted  down, 
cacnmbered  hj  their  tasteless  decorations,  and 
lespmsible  for  ail  tbeir  ignorant  anomalies.  Tbon^ 
it  be  fometimes  impossible  to  trace  tbe  original 
stnin,  jet,  in  moft  of  tbem,  "  aori  per  ramof  aura 
refulget'/  tbe  pore  gold  of  tbe  melodj  ahines 
tbrovgb  tbe  nngracefial  foliage  which  surroimds  i1^ 
— and  ^  most  delicate  aod  difficult  daty  of  a 
oompiler  is  to  cndearour,  bj  retrt'oching  these 
inelegimt  superb uiries,  and  collating  the  Tsrious 
methods  of  playing  or  siDging  each  air,  to  restore 
tbe  regnlaritj  of  its  fonn,  and  the  chaste  simpUcitj 
of  its  cbaracter. 

I  most  again  obaerre,  that  In  doubting  the  anti- 
quity of  our  mofic^  my  scepticism  extends  but  to 
those  polished  specimens  of  the  art,  which  it  is 

iniitjdl»  tha  meanliif,  and  iiiutilAi«  the  gnmmAtkal  con- 
itniction  of  tbl«  txtnwrt.  ti  ucuccounUble.  The  rMlowing  Im 
tb«  poAttfc  u  1  find  it  entire  in  Bromtcrn  ^  audi  it  mju1i«i 
but  little  Latin  to  perceive  the  inji|jtk«  irhkb  iuu  been  dono 
to  the  words  of  Die  old  Chrooleler  :  ~  '*  Et  cum  Scotia,  hujiu 
terr«  Alu,  utatur  ifrl,  tytnpADo  et  choro,  ac  Wall  La  cltharA, 
CQbis  et  elioro  Hibernid  tamen  In  iluobiiji  rouuid  feneria 
iiiif|yttiB«nCla,  quamwti  pt^tdpiUm  et  rehcrm,  iuaitm  tnmem 
eijmarmdam,  etl*ptiiU  moduUa  et  Intricatii  ootultis  dJScfttMf 
kartmmiam"  —  HIM.  Anglic.  Script.  pAfe  im&,  I  ilioulJ 
not  hare  thouirlit  this  ertoe  worth  remarliing,  but  that  lh« 
compiler  of  the  DiuertAtlon  wn  tbe  H^rp,  prefixed  lo  Mr. 
Bunting!  la^t  Worlc,  hu  Adopted  it  im  illicitly. 

I  The  Scotch  lay  dalm  to  «ome  of  our  beat  airs,  but  there 
mn  itrong  trait*  of  dilTeresce  between  their  meiodiei  Ktui  ouri. 
They  had  formerly  the  Mxme  poulon  for  robtring  ui  of  mir 
Sainti.  and  the  tcamiid  Dempiter  wai  f&f  thii  oWpufp  called 
**  Th«  ftaJnt  Slealer.**  It  mmt  hate  hccn  tmrie  IrlfhTnati,  I 
^  wtm,  by  way  of  repriiaJ,  «tole  ]>etnp«ter"i  beautiful 


tocoaeeiTe  anterior  to  the  dawn  of  modem 
and  thai  I  would  bj  no  means  itt> 
of  Irdbad  to  as  earty  a  la&k 
in  tbe  anaab  of  miBrtieisf  *  as  tbe  most  aeakmi 
antiqvary  naj  be  ineliiied  10  allow  ber.  In  addt* 
tkn,  indeed*  to  tbe  power  wbiebBumie  must  always 
bsTe  poasesBedOTerilieiniBdsof  apeopksoaidcttt 
and  svseepdble»  ^e  slimialiis  of  pcfsecstioa  was 
not  waalivg  to  qnieken  oar  taste  into  entbosiasmi 
tbe  elianns  of  song  were  ennobled  with  tbe  glories 
\  €d  martyrdom,  and  tbe  acts  agaiosl  minstreU,  in 
tbe  reigns  of  Henry  YILL  and  Elisabeth,  were  as 
SDOoessfal,  I  doabi  not,  in  making  my  coontrymen 
mnsirisns,  as  tbe  peoal  taws  bare  been  in  keeping 
tbem  CstboHcs. 

With  respect  to  tbe  Ters^  wbicb  I  bare  written 
for  tbesi  m^odiei,  as  they  are  intended  rather  to 
be  snug  than  read,  I  can  answer  for  tbeir  soond 
with  somewhat  more  confidence  than  for  tbeir 
sense.  Yet  it  would  be  affeirtatlon  to  deny  that  I 
have  giren  much  attention  to  the  task,  and  that  it 
is  not  through  any  want  of  zeal  or  industry,  if  t 
unfortunately  disgrace  tbe  sweet  airs  of  my  country 
by  poetry  altogether  unworthy  of  tbeir  taste,  tbeir 
energy,  and  their  tenderness. 

Though  the  humble  nature  of  my  contributions 
to  this  work  may  exempt  them  from  the  rigours  of 
literary  critictsm,  it  was  not  to  be  expected  thot 
those  touches  of  political  feeling,  those  tones  of 
oaiioiial  complaint,  in  which  the  poetry  sometimes 
aympatbixes  with  the  music,  would  be  suffered  to 
pass  without  censure  or  alarm.  It  has  been  accord- 
ingly said,  that  the  tendency  of  this  pablication  is 
tniacbieroiisS  and  that  I  have  chosen  these  airs  but 
as  a  Tebicle  of  dangerous  politics, — as  fair  and  pre- 
cioos  vessels  (to  borrow  an  image  of  St  Angttstme^), 
from  which  the  wine  of  error  might  be  adminis- 
tered. To  those  who  identify  nationality  with 
treason,  and  who  see,  in  every  effort  for  Ireland* 
a  system  of  hostility  towards  England, — to  those, 

witif  tram  htm  at  Hw.  —  See  thia  anecdote  in  the  PimaeotAfem 
of  Eryrhrstia,  part  i.  page  SS« 

*  Among  other  fnlie  refinementi  of  theart,  our  muilc  Twith 
the  exception  perhapi  of  the  air  e»l|rd  "  Mamma,  Mjiitiimji," 
juid  one  or  two  mora  oCthe  Mine  JudkrcnK  dr^»rriptloii,]i  hai 
arolded  that  puerile  mimicry  of  natural  noitet,  motions^  Ac. 
which  dhgnc***  no  often  itie  works  of  even  iJandd  hlmtelf. 
D'Alcmberl  ought  lo  have  h*d  better  taste  than  to  becoont 
the  patron  of  ihti  ioikUtlTe  AflTectaUou.  —  Dtieotm  FrUfmti- 
moire  ttr  f£t»cftci&pf4te*  The  read«-r  may  Aod  aome  good 
remark*  on  the  tubject  in  Avlion  upon  Miukral  ExprMaion  g, 
a  work  which,  though  under  tbe  oame  of  Arlfon,  wai  writteD, 
it  i*  Mid,  by  Wr.  Bro*u. 

>  Virgil.  .Eneid.  lib.  vi.  rerieVM. 

*  See  Lctterf,  under  the  iignaturei  of  TimKUi,  Ac  in  th« 
Momhtg  Post,  PHot,  aiid  other  papem. 

^  *'  Kon  accuto  rcrba.  qxiaai  ««»»  electa  atque  pretJota ; 
fed  ?inum  erroFit  i}uod  cuia  el»  not^s  proplaiatctr,"  -^  I^fb.  I. 
Coctfes*.  cbAp.  xvl. 
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too,  wlio,  nursed  in  the  gloom  of  prejudice,  are 
alariiicd  by  the  fuiiilest  gleam  of  liberality  that 
thrcateim  to  disturb  their  darkness, — like  that 
D^mophoa  of  old,  who,  when  the  sua  shone  upon 
hinif  shivered  \ — to  sucb  men  t  sliall  not  con- 
di^ceod  to  offer  an  apology  for  t!ie  too  great 
varmth  of  any  political  sentiment  whicli  may 
occur  in  the  course  of  these  pages.  But  as  there 
are  many,  among  the  more  wise  and  tolerant,  who, 
with  feeling  enough  to  mourn  over  the  wrongs  of 
their  country,  and  sense  enough  to  perceive  all  the 
danger  of  not  redressing  them,  may  yet  be  of 
opinion  that  allugjons,  tn  the  least  degree  inflam- 
matory, should  be  avoided  in  a  publication  of  this 
popular  description-— I  beg  of  ibe^e  respected 
persons  to  believe,  that  there  is  no  one  who  more 
sincerely  deprecates  than  I  do,  any  oppeal  to  the 
passions  of  an  ignonint  and  angry  multitude;  but 
that  it  is  not  through  ihtit  gross  and  inflammable 
region  of  society »  a  work  of  this  nature  could  ever 
have  been  intended  to  circulate.  It  looks  much 
higher  for  its  audience  and  readers,^ it  is  found 
upon  the  piano-fortes  of  the  rich  and  the  educated, 
—^ of  those  who  can  afford  to  have  their  national 
seal  a  little  stimulated,  without  exciting  much 
dread  of  the  excesses  into  which  it  may  hurry 
them;  and  of  many  whose  nerves  may  be,  now 
and  then,  alarmetJ  with  advantage*  as  much  more 
is  to  be  gained  by  their  fears,  than  cotdd  ever  he 
expected  from  their  justice^ 

Having  thus  adverted  to  the  principal  objection, 
which  has  been  hitherto  made  to  the  poetical  part 
of  this  work,  allow  me  to  add  a  few  words  la  de- 
fence of  my  ingenious  coadjutor,  iSir  John  Steven- 
Bon,  wbo  has  been  accused  of  having  spoiled  the 
simplicity  of  the  airs  by  the  chromatic  richness  of 
his  symphonies,  and  the  elaborate  variety  of  his 
harmonies.  We  might  cite  the  example  of  the  ad- 
mi  nible  Baydn,  who  has  sported  through  all  the 
mazes  of  musical  science,  in  his  arrangement  of 
the  simplest  ISeottish  melodies;  but  it  appears  to 
me,  that  Sir  John  Stevenson  bos  biought  to  this 
task  on  innate  and  national  feeling,  which  it  would 
be  vain  to  expect  from  a  foreigner,  however  taste- 
ful or  judicious.  Through  many  of  his  own  com- 
positions we  trace  a  vein  of  Irish  sentiment^  which 
points  him  out  ns  peculiarly  suited  to  catch  the 
spirit  of  his  country's  music ;  and,  far  from  agreeing 
with  those  fiiatidioui  critics  who  think  thut  his 
symphonies  have  nothing  kindred  with  the  airs 
which  they  introduce,  I  would  say  that^  on  the 
contrary,  they  resemble,  in  general^  those  iUu- 


'  Tilt*  ttnblrm  of  modrm  blgoU  irMhmd'-lMiller(f««««^ 
*utit)  ttt  Alexander  tbc  Great.  —  H^Jt,  Em^f.  Pgrrk.  U^paih. 
Ul».l. 


minated  initials  of  old  manuscripts,  which  are  of 
the  same  character  with  the  writing  which  follows, 
though  more  highly  coloured  and  more  curiously 
ornamented. 

In  those  airs,  which  he  has  arranged  for  voices, 
his  skill  has  particularly  distinguished  itself,  and, 
though  it  cannot  be  denied  that  a  single  melody 
most  naturally  expresses  the  language  of  feeling 
and  passion,  yet  often,  when  a  favourite  strain  has 
been  dismissed,  as  having  lost  its  charm  of  novelty 
for  the  ear,  it  returns,  in  a  harmonised  shape,  with 
fiew  claims  on  our  interest  and  attention  i  ond  to 
tho«e  who  study  the  delicate  artifices  of  composi- 
tion, the  const  me  I  ion  of  the  inner  parts  of  these 
pieces  must  afford,  I  think,  consiclerable  satisfac- 
tion. Every  voice  has  an  air  to  itself,  a  flowing 
succession  of  notes,  which  might  be  heard  with 
pleasure,  independently  of  the  rest  ;^*bo  artfully 
bos  the  harmonist  (if  I  may  thus  express  it) 
gardted  the  melody,  distributing  on  equal  portion 
of  its  sweetness  to  every  part. 

If  your  Ladyship's  love  of  Music  were  not  well 
known  to  me,  I  should  not  have  hasarded  so  long 
a  letter  upon  the  subject  j  but  as,  probably,  I  may 
have  presumed  too  far  npon  your  partiality,  the 
best  revenge  you  now  can  take  is  to  wTJte  me  just 
Bs  long  a  letter  upon  Painting ;  and  t  promise  to 
attend  to  your  theory  of  the  art,  with  a  pleasure 
only  surpassed  by  that  which  I  have  so  often 
deiived  from  your  practice  of  lu  —  May  the  mind 
which  such  talents  adorn,  continue  calm  as  it  is 
bright,  and  happy  as  it  is  virtuous  I 
Believe  me,  your  Ladjslnp's 

Grateftjl  Friend  and  Servant, 

TuosiAfi  MooEE. 


ADVERTISEMENT 
TO  THE  FOURTH   NUMBER, 

This  Number  of  the  Melodies  ought  lo  have  ap- 
peared much  earlier ;  and  the  writer  of  the  words 
is  ashamed  to  confess,  that  the  delay  of  its  publi* 
cation  must  be  imputed  chiefly,  if  not  entirely,  to 
binu  He  finds  it  necessary  to  make  this  avowal, 
not  only  f(ir  the  purpose  of  removing  all  blame 
from  the  Publisher,  but  iu  consccjuencc  of  a  rumour 
which  has  been  circulated  industriously  in  Dublin, 
that  the  Irish  Government  had  interfered  to  pre- 
vent the  continuance  of  the  Work. 

This  would  be,  indeed,  a  revival  of  llenry  the 
Eighth*s  enactments  against  Minstrels,  and  it  is 
flattering  to  find  thai  so  much  importance  is  at> 


IRISH  IMELODIES. 


221 


Uehed  to  oar  coEnpilaiioii*  cren  by  such  persons 
as  Ihc  iJiTentors  of  the  report*  Bishop  Lowih^  it 
i«  true,  ^a«  of  opinion,  that  onf  song,  llkie  the 
JG^fiani  to  Harmodius^  would  have  done  Tnorc 
towards  rousing  the  spirit  of  tht?  Kum&ns,  than  aU 
the  Philippics  of  Cicero.  But  wl*  live  in  wisor 
moA  less  musical  times-,  halhids  have  long  lost 
liieir  revolutionary  powers^  and  ire  question  if 
even  a  **  LLHihulliero "  would  produce  uny  very 
aerioHt  consequences  at  prc&eiit  It  is  needless, 
tlierefore,  to  add,  that  there  is  no  truth  in  the 
report ;  and  we  trust  that  whatever  btUef  it  ob- 
tsined  was  founded  more  upon  the  character  of  the 
Gucemmgnt  than  of  tfie  Wark. 

The  Air»  of  tlie  last  Number,  though  f\ill  of  ori- 
ginality and  beauty,  were,  in  generaJ,  perhaps,  too 
curionsty  8ele4:ted  to  become  all  at  once  as  popular 
afl,  we  think,  they  deserve  to  be.  The  public  are 
apt  to  be  reserved  towards  new  acquaintances  in 
music,  and  this,  perhaps,  is  one  of  the  reasons  why 
many  modem  composers  introduce  none  but  old 
frienda  to  their  notice.  It  is,  indeed,  natural  that 
peraona,  who  love  music  only  by  association, 
aboald  be  somewhat  slow  in  feeling  the  charmi  of 
a  new  and  strange  melody ;  while  those,  on  the 
other  hand,  who  have  a  quick  sensibility  for  this 
enchanting  art,  will  as  naturally  seek  and  e^joy 
novelty,  because  in  every  variety  of  strain  they 
find  a  fresh  combination  of  ideas  ;  and  the  sound 
Jiaa  scarcely  reached  the  car,  before  the  heart  has 
M  rapidly  rendered  it  into  imagery  and  sentiment 
After  aUf  howeyer^  it  cannot  be  denied  that  the 
most  popular  of  our  National  Airs  are  also  the 
matt  beaatifbl  i  and  it  has  been  our  wi^h,  in  the 
present  Number,  to  select  from  thofie  Melodies 
only  wludi  have  long  been  listened  to  and  ad- 
mired. The  least  known  in  the  collection  is  the 
Air  of  **  Love*  Young  Dream ; "  but  it  will  be 
fbund,  I  think,  one  of  those  easy  and  artless 
Btrangers  whose  merit  the  heart  instantly  acknow- 
ledge*. 

T.  M. 
JWiy  SirfHy  St.  Jamr§*»> 
Nop,  iStl. 


ADVERTISEMENT 
TO  THE  FIFTH   NUMUBR. 

It  Jt  but  &ir  lo  those,  who  take  an  interest  in  this 
Work,  to  state  that  it  ia  now  very  near  its  termin- 


*  Amocif  tbcM  it  SatHJuma  DrrtitK  iwhkh  1  have  been 
hitherto  only  withhold  from  nelecting  by  the  dilBctpnce  I  fpcl 
In  trcsftdlng  upon  the  ninue  ground  with  Mr.  Campbell ^  whof« 
betftuilful  worJi  to  this  fliie  Air  hftve  takcTi  Coo  itrofig  pot- 


ation, and  that  the  Sixth  Number,  which  shall 
speedily  appear,  will,  most  probably,  be  the  last  of 
the  series.  Three  volumes  will  then  have  been 
completed,  according  to  the  original  plan,  and  the 
Proprietors  desire  me  to  say  that  a  List  of  Sub- 
scribers will  be  published  with  the  concluding 
Ntimber. 

It  is  not  so  much,  I  must  add,  from  a  want  of 
materials,  nud  still  less  from  any  abatement  of 
zeal,  or  industry,  that  we  have  adopted  the  resolu- 
tion of  bringing  our  task  to  a  close  j  but  we  feel 
so  proud,  still  more  for  our  country's  sake  than 
our  own,  of  the  general  interest  which  this  purely 
Irish  Work  has  excited,  and  so  anxious  lest  a  par- 
ticle of  that  interest  should  be  lost  by  too  long  a 
protraction  of  its  existence,  that  we  think  It  wL&iir 
to  take  away  the  cup  from  the  lip,  while  its  flavour 
is  yet,  we  trust,  fresh  and  sweet,  than  to  risk  any 
further  trial  of  the  charm,  or  give  so  much  as  not 
to  leave  some  wiah  tor  more.  In  speaking  thus,  I 
allude  entirely  to  the  Airs,  which  are,  of  course, 
the  main  atti"action  of  these  Voliunes  -,  and  though 
we  have  still  a  great  many  popular  and  delightful 
Melodies  to  produce',  it  cannot  be  denied  that 
we  should  soon  experience  considerable  diflicnltj' 
in  equalling  the  richness  and  novelty  of  the  earlier 
numbers,  for  which,  as  we  bad  the  choice  of  all 
before  us,  we  naturally  seloeted  only  the  most  rare 
and  beautifuL  The  Poetry,  too*  womld  be  sure  to 
sympathise  with  the  decline  of  the  Music  j  and, 
however  feebly  my  words  have  kept  pace  with 
the  cTcetience  of  the  Airs,  they  would  follow  their 
falling  off,  I  fear,  with  wonderful  alacrity.  Both 
pride  and  prudence,  therefore,  counsel  us  to  came 
to  a  close,  while  yet  our  Work  is»  we  believe,  flou* 
rishiug  and  attractive,  and  thus,  in  the  imperial 
attitude,  "  Mtantea  morjV  before  we  incur  the  charge 
either  of  altering  for  the  worse,  or,  what  is  equally 
unpardonable,  continuing  too  long  the  same. 

We  beg  to  say,  however,  that  it  is  only  in  the 
eveot  of  our  failing  to  find  Airs  as  good  as  most 
of  those  we  have  given,  that  we  mean  thus  to  an- 
ticipate the  naturid  period  of  dissolution  (like 
those  Indians  who  when  their  relatives  become 
worn  out,  put  them  to  death) ;  and  they  who  are 
desirous  of  retarding  this  Euthanasia  of  the  Irish 
Melodies,  cannot  belter  effect  their  wish  than  by 
contributing  to  our  collection,  —  not  w  hat  arc  called 
curioua  Airs,  for  we  have  abundance  of  such,  and 
they  are,  in  general,  oit/y  curious,  —  but  any  real 
sweet  and  expressive  Songs  of  our  Country,  which 


i«iilon  or  Mil  can  and  liearti,  for  tne  to  think  of  following  In 
bia  rootf(4.^t  wltJ)  &ny  lucccit.  t  iuppnie,  howover,  u  a  matter 
or  duty,  I  must  attcmpl  thoAJr  for  our  Dcvt  KusnU^r. 
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either  chance  or  rtseiircli  maj  have  brought  into 
their  hands. 

T,  M. 
Ma^fieU  CoUagf,  Aakhmrme, 


ADVERTISEMENT 

TO   THE  4;iXTH  NUMBER, 

In  presenting  thk  Sixth  Number  to  the  Public  us 
our  lut,  and  bidding  adieu  to  the  Irish  Harp  for 
CT<*r,  w©  ibjUl  not  answer  Tery  confiduQtly  for  the 
atrength  of  our  resolution,  nor  feel  quite  sure  that 
it  may  not  turn  out  to  be  one  of  thos«  etemaJ  fare- 
wells which  a  lover  takes  occnsionalJ^  of  his  mis- 
trcsB,  merely  to  enhance,  perhaps,  the  pleasure  of 
their  next  meeting.  Our  only  motive,  indeed, 
for  discontinuing  the  Work  was  a  fear  that  onr 
treasures  were  nearly  ejthauited,  and  a  natural  un- 
willingness to  descend  to  the  gathering  of  mere 
seed-pearl,  after  the  realty  precious  gems  it  Haji 
been  our  lot  to  string  together  The  announce- 
ment, however,  of  this  intention,  in  our  Fif^h 
Number,  bos  excited  a  degree  of  anxiety  in  the 
lovers  of  Irish  Mtisic,  not  only  pleasant  and 
flattering,  but  highly  use  fid  to  us  ;  for  the  Tarioos 
contributions  we  have  received  in  consequence, 
have  enriched  our  colleetiou  witli  so  many  choice 
and  beautiful  Airs,  that  should  we  adhere  to  our 
present  resolution  of  publishing  no  more,  it  would 
certainly  furnish  an  instance  of  forbearance  unex- 
ampled in  the  history  of  poets  and  musicians.  To 
one  gentleman  in  particular,  who  has  been  for 
many  years  resident  in  England,  but  who  has  not 
forgot,  among  his  various  pursuiut,  either  the 
language  or  the  melodies  of  his  native  country,  we 
b«g  to  offer  our  best  thanks  for  the  many  interest- 
ing c<Mnmunieat]ons  with  which  he  has  favoured 
na.  We  trust  that  neither  he  nor  any  other  of  our 
kind  friends  will  relax  in  tbote  efforts  by  which 
we  have  been  so  considerably  aoaisted ;  for,  though 
our  work  must  now  be  looked  opon  as  defunct, 
yet — as  Reaumur  found  out  the  art  of  making 
the  cicada  sing  after  it  was  dead  —  it  is  ju^c  pos« 
Bible  that  we  may,  some  time  or  other,  try  a 
iimilar  experiment  upon  the  Irish  Melodies. 

T.M- 

Martk,  1816. 

<  One  Ki'ntlfTnan,  in  partlailsr,  whose  natoe  I  ihaJl  fwl 
hsppjr  lit  being  allowed  to  meotloo,  bu  not  ooty  'otit  ui  ncvly 
foHf  anrtpTit  alri,  iMi  bM  connmuiilc«t«d  many  cuiiom  fng- 
taeota  of  IrUh  poetij,  md  iome  Lntereittaff  trftdlttoai  curnnt 


ADVERTISEMENT 

TO  TtlR  SEVENTH  NUMBKfl. 

Jl JLD  I  consulted  only  my  own  Judgment,  this 
Work  would  not  have  extended  beyond  the  Six 
Numbers  already  published  i  which  contain  the 
flower,  perhaps,  of  our  national  melodies,  and  have 
now  attained  a  rank  in  public  fovour,  of  which  I 
would  not  wiUingly  risk  the  forfeiture,  by  dege* 
n crating,  in  any  way,  from  those  merits  that  were 
its  source*  ^Vhatever  treasures  of  oir  music  were 
still  in  reserve,  (and  it  will  be  seen,  I  trust,  tliat 
they  are  numerous  and  valuable,)  I  would  gladly 
have  left  to  future  poets  to  glean,  and,  with  the 
ritual  words  **  (ibi  tratlt>**  would  have  delivered  up 
the  torch  into  other  hands,  before  it  had  lost  much 
of  its  light  in  my  own.  But  the  call  for  a  continu- 
ance of  the  work  has  been,  as  I  understand  from 
the  Publisher,  so  general,  and  we  have  received 
so  many  contributions  of  old  and  beautiful  airs  ', 
—  the  suppression  of  which,  for  the  enhancement 
of  those  we  have  published,  would  too  much  re- 
semble the  policy  of  the  Dutch  in  burning  their 
spices, — that  I  have  been  persuaded,  though  not 
without  much  diffidence  In  my  success,  to  com- 
mence a  new  series  of  the  Irish  Melodies. 

T,M. 


DEDICATION 

TO 

THE  MARCHIONESS  OF  HEABFORT. 

rairixio 

TO  THE  TSUTH  KCTXnElU 

It  is  with  a  pleasure,  not  unmixed  with  melancholy, 
thitt  I  dedicate  the  last  Number  of  the  Irish  ^lelo- 
dies  to  your  Ladyship;  nor  can  I  have  any  doubt 
that  the  fectings  with  which  you  receive  the  tribute 
will  be  <»f  the  same  mingled  nnd  saddened  Cone. 
To  you, — who,  though  but  little  beyond  the  season 
of  childhood,  when  the  earlier  numbers  of  this  work 
appeared,  —  lent  the  aid  of  your  bcattiifol  voice, 
and,  even  then,  exquisite  feeling  for  music,  to  the 
happy  circle  who  met,  to  sing  them  together,  nnder 
your  father's  roofi  the  graiifieaiion,  whatever  it  may 
be,  which  this  humble  offering  brings,  cannot  be 
otherwise  than  darkened  by  the  mournful  reflection, 

in  thr  cminiry  wherp  he  reiidet,  Itluitrwted  bf  tkKchffof  th« 
rnnnanlic  icraery  to  which  tb^j  refer  ;  nit  of  whkb,  thoujsb 
lAo  lute  for  the  pretent  Numlx^r,  vill  bo  of  iaHnite  lervlcf  Co 
UM  la  the  proiterudoQ  of  our  Uuk. 
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lunr  many  of  the  Toieei^  wbidi  then  Joined  with 
oan,  an  nofw  eQcal  in  deith! 

I  am  not  without  hope  that,  as  ftr  as  regards 
the  graee  and  sfnrit  of  the  Melodies,  yoa  will  find 
this  dering  pottion  of  the  work  not  onworth  j  of 
wksC  hs«  preceded  it  TheSizteen  Airs  of  which 
the  Nunber  and  the  Sapplement  consists,  hare 
been  aeleeted  from  the  immense  mass  of  Irish 
mnaie»  wfaidi  has  been  fin*  yean  past  accomnlating 
in  mj  hands;  and  it  was  from  a  desire  to  indode 
an  that  i^pesnd  most  worthy  of  preserration,  that 


the  fbor  supplementary  songs,  which  fbllow  this 
Tenth  Nnmber,  bare  been  added. 

Trusting  that  I  may  yet  again,  in  remembrance 
of  old  times,  hear  our  roices  together  in  some  of 
the  harmonised  airs  of  this  Volume,  I  bare  the 
honour  to  subscribe  mysell^ 

Your  Lsdysbip*s 

fiuthful  Friend  and  Serrant, 

Thoiias  Moobb. 

Slopertom  Cottage, 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

It  is  Cicero,  I  beUere,  who  says,  ^naturA  ad 
wtodtm  dueimwi  and  the  abundance  of  wild,  indi- 
genous airs,  which  almost  CTery  country,  except 
England,  possesses,  sufficiently  proves  the  truth  of 
bis  assertion.  The  lovers  of  this  simple,  but  in- 
teresting kind  of  music,  are  here  presented  with 
the  first  number  of  a  collection,  which,  I  trust, 
their  contributions  will  enable  us  to  continue.  A 
pretty  air  without  words  resembles  one  of  those 
half  creatures  of  Plato,  which  are  described  as 
wandering  in  search  of  the  remainder  of  themselves 
throu^  the  world.  To  supply  this  other  half,  by 
oniting  with  congenial  words  the  many  fugitive 
melodies  which  have  hitherto  had  none, — or  only 
such  ss  are  unintelligible  to  the  generality  of  their 
hearers, — is  the  object  and  ambition  of  the  present 
work.  Neither  is  it  our  intention  to  confine  our- 
selves to  what  are  strictly  called  National  Melodies, 
but,  wherever  we  meet  with  any  wandering  and 
beautiful  air,  to  which  poetry  has  not  yet  assigned 
a  worthy  home,  we  shall  venture  to  claim  it  as  an 
e#fray  swan,  and  enrich  our  humble  Hippocreoe 
with  its  song. 

T.M. 
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A  TEMPLE  TO  FRIENDSHIP." 
(SPAmia  Alt.) 

**  A  Temple  to  Friendship,'*  said  Laura,  enchanted, 

"  111  build  in  this  garden, — the  thought  is  di- 
vine I" 
Her  temple  was  built,  and  she  now  only  wanted 

An  image  of  Friendship  to  place  on  the  shrine. 
She  flew  to  a  sculptor,  who  set  down  before  her 

A  Friendship,  Uie  fairest  his  art  could  invent; 
But  80  cold  and  so  dull,  that  the  youthfbl  adorer 

Saw  plainly  this  was  not  the  idol  she  meant. 

**'  Oh!  never,"  she  cr|^  '^  could  I  think  of  en- 
shrining 
**  An  image,  whose  looks  are  so  joyless  and 
dim;— 
"  But  yon  little  god,  upon  roses  reclining, 

"  We'll  make,  if  you  please.  Sir,  a  Friendship 
of  him." 
So  the  bargain  was  struck ;  with  the  little  god  laden 

She  joyftilly  flew  to  her  shrine  in  the  grove: 
**  Farewell,"  said  the  sculptor,  **  you're  not  the  first 
maiden 
**  Who  came  but  for  Friendship  and  took  away 
Love." 

>  Th«  thoaght  U  taken  firom  a  Mnf  bj  Le  Prlrar,  called 
«U  Statue  del' AalCtt." 
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FLOW  ON,  THOU  SHINING  RIVER. 
(PoftTUouESB  Air.) 

Flow  on,  thou  shiDing  riyer; 

Bat,  ere  thou  reach  the  sea. 
Seek  Ella*s  bower,  and  give  her 

The  wreaths  I  fling  o*er  thee. 
And  tell  her  thus,  if  she*ll  be  mine. 

The  current  of  oar  lives  shall  be. 
With  joys  along  their  coarse  to  shine, 

Like  thofie  sweet  flowers  on  thee. 

Bat  if,  in  wand*ring  thither, 

Thoa  find'st  she  mocks  my  prayer, 
Then  leave  those  wreathes  to  wither 

Upon  the  cold  bank  there; 
And  tell  her  thus,  when  youth  is  o*er. 

Her  lone  and  loveless  charms  shall  be 
Thrown  by  upon  life's  weedy  shore. 

Like  those  sweet  flowers  from  thee. 


AIX  THAT'S  BRIGHT  MUST  FADE. 

(Indian  Air.) 

All  that's  bright  must  fade, — 

The  brightest  still  the  fleetest; 
All  that's  sweet  was  made. 

But  to  be  lost  when  sweetest 
Stars  that  shine  and  fall ;  — 

The  flower  that  drops  in  springing; — 
These,  alas!  are  types  of  all 

To  which  our  hearts  are  clinging. 
All  that's  bright  must  fade, — 

The  brightest  still  the  fleetest; 
All  that's  sweet  was  made 

But  to  be  lost  when  sweetest ! 

Who  would  seek  or  prize 

Delights  that  end  in  aching? 
Who  would  trust  to  ties 

That  every  hour  are  breaking? 
Better  far  to  be 

In  utter  darkness  lying. 
Than  to  be  bless'd  with  light  and  see 

That  light  for  ever  flying. 
All  that's  bright  must  fade,~ 

The  brightest  stiU  the  fleetest; 
All  that's  sweet  was  made 

But  to  be  lost  when  sweetest! 


SO  WARMLY  WE  MET. 
(Hungarian  Air.) 

So  warmly  we  met  and  so  fondly  we  parted. 

That  which  was  the  sweeter  ev'n  I  could  not 
tell,— 
That  first  look  of  welcome  her  sunny  eyes  darted, 

Or  that  tear  of  passion,  which  bless'd  our  fare- 
welL 
To  meet  was  a  heaven,  and  to  part  thus  another, — 

Our  joy  and  our  sorrow  seem'd  rivals  in  bliss ; 
Oh  1  Cupid's  two  eyes  are  not  liker  each  other 

In  smiles  and  in  tears,  than  that  moment  to  this. 

The  first  was  like  day-break,  new,  sudden,  de- 
licious,— 
The  dawn  of  a  pleasure  scarce  kindled  up  yet ; 
The  last  like  the  farewell  of  daylight,  more  precious, 

More  glowing  and  deep,  as  'tis  nearer  its  set. 
Our  meeting,  though  happy,  was  ting'd  by  a  sorrow 
To  think  that  such  happiness  could  not  remain ; 
While  our  parting,  though  sad,  gave  a  hope  that 
to-morrow 
Would  bring  back  the  bless'd  hour  of  meeting 
again. 


THOSE  EVENING  BELLS. 
(Air Thb  Bblls  or  St.  Pbtbrsburgh.) 

Those  evening  bells!  those  evening  bells! 
How  many  a  tale  their  music  tells. 
Of  youth,  and  home,  and  that  sweet  time. 
When  last  I  heard  their  soothing  chime. 

Those  joyous  hours  are  pass'd  away; 
And  many  a  heart,  that  then  was  gay, 
Within  the  tomb  now  darkly  dwells. 
And  hears  no  more  those  evening  belJs. 

And  so  'twill  be  when  I  am  gone; 
That  tuneftil  peal  will  still  ring  on. 
While  other  bards  shall  walk  these  dells. 
And  sing  your  praise,  sweet  evening  bells ! 


1^ 

F 
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"  There  it  is." 

■ 

SHOULD  THOSE  FOND  HOPES. 

Quoth  Folly,  **  old  quil  I " 

1 

(Folly  was  always  good-natured^  "ti«  said,) 
*'  Under  the  sun 

^ 

8iiouu>  tbo§e  fond  hopes  e*er  fonake  tbee,  > 

"  There's  no  such  fun. 

^ 

Which  now  so  sweetly  thy  heart  employ; 

''  As  Reafion  with  my  cap  and  bi41s  on  his  head. 

ta 

Should  the  cold  world  cotog  to  wake  the« 

"  Reaaon  with  my  cap  and  bellj  on  bis  head  1  '* 

■ 

From  all  thy  visions  of  youth  und  Joy; 

■ 

Should  the  gay  fnenda,  for  whom  thou  wouldst 

But  Reason  the  head-dress  so  awkwardly  wore. 

■ 

YianUh 

That  Bejiuty  now  lik'd  him  btill  le*s  than  l*eforH  ; 

^ 

Him  who  once  thought  thy  young  heart  his  own. 

While  Folly  took 

Alt,  like  spring  birds,  fjUseiy  vaabb* 

Old  Reason's  book. 

■ 

And  leave  thy  winter  unheeded  and  lone;  — 

And  twiiitcd  the  leaves  in  a  cap  of  such  fon. 

That  Beauty  vow'd 

Oh!  *tis  then  thnt  he  thoa  hast  alighted 

(ThoDgh  not  aloud), 

Would  come  to  cheer  thee,  when  all  seem*d  o*er; 

She  lik'd  him  still  better  in  that  than  his  own, 

Then  the  truant,  lo«t  and  blighted, 

Yes, — lik*d  him  still  better  in  that  than  his  own, 

„ 

Would  to  his  boaom  be  taken  once  more. 

ta 

Like  that  dear  bird  we  both  can  remember. 

■ 

Who  left  ua  while  summer  shone  round. 

1^ 

1 

But,  when  chill'd  by  bleak  December, 

On  our  threshold  a  welcome  still  found* 

FARE  THEE  WELL,  THOU  LOVELY  ONE! 
Faeb  thee  well,  thou  lovely  one  f 

■ 

Lovely  still,  but  dear  no  more  ; 

1 

KEASON,  FOLLY,  AND  BEAUTY. 

Once  his  soul  of  truth  is  gone, 
Love*8  sweet  life  is  o'er. 

w 

(Italian  Air.} 

Thy  words,  whate*er  their  HatlVing  spell. 
Could  scarce  have  thus  deceived  ; 

1 

Reason,  and  Folly,  and  Beauty,  they  say. 

But  eyes  that    nctcil  truth  so  well 

1 

Went  on  a  party  Qf  pleasure  one  day: 

Were  sure  to  lie  believed. 

1 

Folly  play'd 

Then,  fare  thee  welU  thou  lovely  one  I 

J 

Around  the  maid, 

Lovely  still,  but  dear  no  more ; 

^ 

The  belli  of  his  cap  rung  merrily  out; 

Once  hia  soul  of  truth  is  gone. 

■ 

Wklle  Reason  ttmk 

Love's  sweet  life  is  oVr. 

To  hi«  fccnnon-hook  — 

Oh!  whieh  wai  the  pleaaanter  no  cme  need  doubt. 

Yet  those  eyes  look  constant  still. 

Which  was  the  pleaaanter  no  one  need  doubt. 

True  as  stars  they  keep  their  light ; 
Still  those  cheeks  ihetr  pledge  fulHI 

Bttiity«  who  likes  to  be  thought  very  Mgc, 

Of  blushing  always  bright 

Tof&'d  for  a  moment  lo  Reaaon*s  dull  page. 

*Ti8  only  on  thy  chanfreful  heart 

Till  Folly  said. 

The  blame  of  faljK.'hood  lies ; 

**  Ix>ok  here,  tweet  maid  !" — 

Love  lives  in  every  other  part. 

■ 

The  sight  of  his  cap  brought  her  back  to  henelf} 

Bat  there,  ulas  !  he  dies. 

While  Reason  mad 

Then,  fare  thee  well,  thon  lovely  one ! 

Hia  leaves  of  lead. 

Lovely  still,  but  dear  no  more  ; 

With  no  one  to  mind  him,  poor  sensible  elf! 

Once  hia  soul  of  truth  is  gone, 

No, — no  one  to  mind  him,  |K>or  sensible  etf ! 

Love's  sweet  life  b  o'er» 

Tbm  Reaaoo  grew  jealooi  of  Fo11y*s  gny  cap ; 
Hid  h0  that  on,  he  her  heart  might  entrap-— 

1  Tbls  Is  MM  or  tM  lawiir  tiuianeM  imofig  mj  Irrkai 

CMM.  _  m  lirr^  th^  mHn  tiss  kttu  annwitty  ttcrlflcwl  to  tb« 

pcMM,  -  tlMM^  llM  akvva.  It  Bust  bt  <nra«d,  u  as  etirams 

structure  0/  lb«  tif . 

J 
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DOST  THOU  REMEMBER. 

(PoRTOoouB  Air.) 

Dost  thoa  remember  that  place  so  lonely, 
A,  place  for  lovers,  and  lovers  only. 

Where  first  I  told  thee  all  my  secret  sighs? 
When,  as  the  moonbeam,  that  trembled  o*er  thee, 
niom'd  thy  blushes,  I  knelt  before  thee. 

And  read  my  hope's  sweet  triumph  in  those  eyes? 
Then,  then,  while  closely  heart  was  drawn  to  heart. 
Love  bound  us — never,  never  more  to  part! 

And  when  I  call*d  thee  by  names  the  dearest » 
That  love  could  fancy,  the  fondest,  nearest, — 

•*  My  life,  my  only  life  I  '*  among  the  rest ; 
In  those  sweet  accents  that  still  enthral  me. 
Thou  saidst, "  Ah !  wherefore  thy  life  thus  call  me? 

•*  Thy  soul,  thy  soul*s  the  name  that  I  love  best ; 
"  For  life  soon  passes, — but  how  bless*d  to  be 
"  That  Soul  which  never,  never  parts  from  thee !" 


OH,    COME    TO 


ME   WHEN 
SETS. 


DAYLIGHT 


(ViNmAN  Air.) 


Oh,  come  to  me  when  daylight  sets ; 

Sweet  I  then  come  to  me. 
When  smoothly  go  our  gondolets 

0*er  the  moonlight  sea. 
When  Mirth's  awake,  and  Love  begins. 

Beneath  that  glancing  ray. 
With  sound  of  lutes  and  mandolins, 

To  steal  yoimg  hearts  away. 
Then,  come  to  me  when  daylight  sets ; 

Sweet !  then  come  to  me, 
When  smoothly  go  our  gondolets 

0*er  the  moonlight  sea. 

Oh,  then*s  the  hour  for  those  who  love. 

Sweet !  like  thee  and  me ; 
When  all's  so  calm  below,  above, 

In  heav*n  and  o'er  the  sea. 
When  maidens  sing  sweet  barcarolles* 

And  Echo  sings  again 
So  sweet,  that  all  with  ears  and  souls 

Should  love  and  listen  then. 


1  The  thought  in  thU  Terse  is  borrowed  from  the  originml 
Portttgnese  words, 
t  Barcarolles,  sorte  da  chansons  en  langue  Vfoitleone,  que 


So,  come  to  me  when  daylight  sets ; 

Sweet !  then  come  to  me. 
When  smoothly  go  our  gondolets 

O'er  the  moonlight  sea. 


OFT,  IN  THE  STILLY  NIGHT. 
(Scotch  Air.) 

Oft,  in  the  stilly  night. 

Ere  Slumber's  chain  has  bound  me. 
Fond  Memory  brings  the  light 
Of  other  days  around  me  ; 
The  smiles,  the  tears, 
Of  boyhood's  years. 
The  words  of  love  then  spoken ; 
The  eyes  that  shone. 
Now  dimm'd  and  gone. 
The  cheerfVil  hearts  now  broken ! 
Thus,  in  the  stilly  night. 

Ere  Slumber's  chain  hath  bound  me, 
Sad  Memory  brings  the  light 
Of  other  days  around  me. 

When  I  remember  all 

The  friends,  so  link'd  together, 
Fve  seen  around  me  fall. 
Like  leaves  in  wintry  weather ; 
I  feel  like  one. 
Who  treads  alone 
Some  banquet-hall  deserted, 
Whose  lights  are  fled. 
Whose  garlands  dead. 
And  all  but  he  departed ! 
Thus,  in  the  stilly  night. 

Ere  Slumber's  chain  has  bound  me. 
Sad  Memory  brings  the  light 
Of  other  days  around  me. 


HARK  I  THE  VESPER  HYMN  IS 
STEALING. 

(RcssiAN  Air.) 

Hark  !  the  vesper  hymn  is  stealing 
O'er  the  waters  soft  and  clear ; 


chantent  les  gondoliers  4  Venise.  —  Bouaeath  DkHommatre 
4eMutique, 
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Nearer  jet  and  nearer  pealing, 

And  now  bursts  i^>on  the  ear : 

Jubilate,  Amen. 

Farther  now,  now  fiuther  stealing. 

Soft  it  fiides  upon  the  ear : 

Jnbilate,  Amen. 

Now,  like  moonlight  waves  retreating 

To  the  shore,  it  dies  along ; 
Now,  like  angry  sorges  meeting. 
Breaks  the  mingled  tide  of  song : 
Jnbilate,  Amen. 
Hash!  again,  like  wares,  retreating 
To  the  shore,  it  dies  along : 
Jubilate,  Amen. 


LOVE  AND  HOPE. 

(Swiss  Aib.) 

At  mom,  beside  yon  summer  sea, 
Toung  Hope  and  Love  reclin'd ; 

But  scarce  had  noon-tide  come,  when  he 

Into  his  bark  leap*d  smilingly. 
And  left  poor  Hope  behind. 

•*  I  go,"  said  Lore,  **  to  sail  awhile 

*'  Across  this  sunny  main ; " 
And  then  so  sweet  his  parting  smile. 
That  Hope,  who  never  dreamt  of  guile, 

Beliey'd  he*d  come  again. 

She  lingered  there  till  evening's  beam 

Along  the  waters  lay ; 
And  o*er  the  sands,  in  thoughtful  dream. 
Oft  trac*d  his  name,  which  still  the  stream 

As  often  washed  away. 

At  length  a  sail  appears  in  sight. 

And  tow*rd  the  maiden  mores  I 
Tis  Wealth  that  comes,  and  gay  and  bright. 
His  golden  bark  reflects  the  light. 
But  ah!  it  is  not  Love's. 

Another  sail — 'twas  Friendship  show'd 

Her  night-lamp  o*er  the  sea; 
And  calm  the  light  that  lamp  bestow'd ; 
But  Love  had  lights  that  warmer  glow'd. 

And  where,  alas!  was  he? 

Now  fkst  around  the  sea  and  shore 

Night  threw  her  darkling  chain  ; 
The  sunny  sails  were  seen  no  more, 
Hope's  morning  dreams  of  bliss  were  o'er,— 
Love  never  came  again. 


THERE  COMES  A  TIME. 

(Gbsman  Air.) 

There  comes  a  time,  a  dreary  time. 

To  him  whose  heart  hath  flown 
O'er  all  the  fields  of  youth's  sweet  prime, 

And  made  each  flower  its  own. 
'Tis  when  his  soul  must  first  renounce 

Those  dreams  so  bmht,  so  fond  ; 
Oh!  then's  the  time  to  oie  at  once, 

For  life  has  nought  beyond. 

When  sets  the  sun  on  Afric's  shore, 

That  instant  all  is  night ; 
And  so  should  life  at  once  be  o'er. 

When  Love  withdraws  his  light ;  — 
Nor,  like  our  northern  day,  gleam  on 

Through  twilight's  dim  delay. 
The  cold  remains  of  lustre  gone, 

Of  fire  long  pass'd  away. 


MT  HARP  HAS  ONE  UNCHANGING 
THEME. 

(SwsDisB  Aim.) 

Mt  harp  has  one  unchanging  theme, 

One  strain  that  still  comes  o'er 
Its  languid  chord,  as  'twere  a  dream 

Of  joy  that's  now  no  more. 
In  vain  I  try,  with  livelier  air. 

To  wake  the  breathing  string ; 
That  voice  of  other  times  is  there, 

And  saddens  all  I  sing. 

Breathe  on,  breathe  on,  thou  languid  strain. 

Henceforth  be  all  my  own ; 
Though  thou  art  oft  so  ftdl  of  pain 

Few  hearts  can  bear  thy  tone. 
Tet  oft  thou'rt  sweet,  as  if  the  sigh. 

The  breath  that  Pleasure's  wings 
Gave  out,  when  last  they  wanton'd  by. 

Were  still  upon  thy  strings. 


OH,  NO— NOT  EVN  WHEN  FIRST  WE 

LOVD. 

(Caihmsiian  Air.) 

Oh,  no— *not  eVn  when  first  we  loVd* 
Weh  ihoa  aa  dear  aa  now  thon  art  I 

— 
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Thy  beauty  then  my  senses  mov*d. 

Common  Sense  went  on, 

But  now  thy  rirtues  bind  my  heart 

Many  wise  things  saying ; 

What  was  but  Passion^s  sigh  before. 

While  the  light  that  shone 

Has  since  been  tum*d  to  Reason's  tow  ; 

Soon  set  Genius  straying. 

And,  though  I  then  might  love  thee  more. 

One  his  eye  ne'er  rais'd 

Trust  me,  I  love  thee  better  now. 

From  the  path  before  him ; 

Tother  idly  gaz'd 

Although  my  heart  in  earlier  youth 

On  each  night-cloud  o'er  him. 

Might  kindle  with  more  wild  desire, 

While  I  touch  the  string,  &c 

Believe  me,  it  has  gain*d  in  truth 

Much  more  than  it  has  lost  in  fire. 

So  they  came,  at  last. 

The  flame  now  warms  my  inmost  core. 

To  a  shady  river ; 

That  then  but  sparkled  o*er  my  brow. 

Common  Sense  soon  pass'd. 

And,  though  I  seem*d  to  love  thee  more. 

Safe,  as  he  doth  ever ; 

Yet,  oh,  I  love  thee  better  now. 

While  the  boy,  whose  look 

Was  in  Heaven  that  minute. 

Never  saw  the  brook 

But  tumbled  headlong  in  it  I 

While  I  touch  the  string,  &c 

PEACE  BE  AROUND  THEE. 

(Scotch  Alt.) 

How  the  Wise  One  smil'd. 

When  safe  o'er  the  torrent. 

Pbacb  be  around  thee,  wherever  thou  rov*st ; 

At  that  youth,  so  wild. 

May  life  be  for  thee  one  summer's  day, 

Dripping  from  the  current  I 

And  all  that  thou  wishest,  and  all  that  thou  loVst, 

Sense  went  home  to  bed ; 

Come  smiling  around  thy  sunny  way ! 

Genius,  left  to  shiver 

If  sorrow  e'er  this  calm  should  break. 

On  the  bank,  'tis  said. 

May  even  thy  tears  pass  off  so  lightly. 

Died  of  that  cold  river  I 

Like  spring-showers,  they'll  only  make 

While  I  touch  the  string,  &c. 

The  smiles  that  fbllow  shine  more  brightly. 
Ifay  Time,  who  sheds  hb  blight  o'er  all. 

And  daily  dooms  some  joy  to  death. 

THEN,  FARE  THEE  WELL. 

O'er  thee  let  years  so  gently  fall. 

They  shall  not  crush  one  flower  beneath. 

(Old  ENOLisn  Air.) 

As  half  in  shade  and  half  in  sun 
This  world  along  its  path  advances. 

Then,  fare  thee  well,  my  own  dear  love, 
This  world  has  now  for  us 

May  that  side  the  sun's  upon 
Be  all  that  e'er  shall  meet  thy  glances  I 

No  greater  grief,  no  pain  above 
The  pain  of  parting  thus, 

Dear  love ! 

The  pain  of  parting  thus. 
Had  we  but  known,  since  first  we  met, 

COMMON  SENSE  AND  GENIUa 

Some  few  short  hours  of  bliss. 

(Fbbmcb  Air.) 

We  might,  in  numb'ring  them,  forget 

The  deep,  deep  pain  of  this. 

WniLE  I  touch  the  string. 

Dear  love  I 

Wreathe  my  brows  with  hiurel. 

The  deep,  deep  pain  of  this. 

For  the  tale  1  sing 

Has,  for  once,  a  moral. 

But  no,  alas,  we've  never  seen 

Common  Sense,  one  night. 

One  glimpse  of  pleasure's  ray, 

Though  not  used  to  gambols, 

But  still  there  came  some  cloud  between. 

Went  out  by  moonlight. 

And  chas'd  it  all  away. 

With  Genius,  on  his  rambles. 

Dear  love ! 

While  I  touch  the  string,  &c 

And  chas'd  it  all  away. 
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Tet,  eT*n  could  those  sad  moments  last. 

In  vain  conceal'd  they  lie — 

Far  dearer  to  mj  heart 

Love  tracks  them  every  where ; 

Were  hoars  of  grief^  together  past. 

In  Tain  aloft  they  fly— 

Than  years  of  mirth  apart. 

Love  shooU  them  flying  there. 

Dear  love ! 

Than  years  of  mirth  apart 

But  'tis  his  joy  most  sweet. 

At  early  dawn  to  trace 

Farewell  I  our  hope  was  horn  in  fears, 

The  print  of  Beauty's  feet. 

And  nars*d  'mid  vain  regreU  ; 

And  give  the  trembler  chase. 

Like  winter  suns,  it  rose  in  tears. 

And  if;  through  virgin  snow. 

Like  them  in  tears  it  sets. 

He  tracks  her  footsteps  fiur. 

Dear  love! 

How  sweet  for  Love  to  know 

Like  them  in  tears  it  sets. 

None  went  before  him  there. 

OATLY  SOUNDS  THE  CASTANET. 

COME,  CHASE  THAT  STARTING   TEAR 

(Maltub  Aib.) 

AWAY. 

Oailt  sounds  the  castanet. 

(Frbmch  Aib.) 

Beating  time  to  bounding  feet. 

When,  after  daylight's  golden  set. 

Come,  chase  that  starting  tear  away, 

Biaids  and  youths  by  moonlight  meet 

Ere  mine  to  meet  it  springs ; 

Oh,  then,  how  sweet  to  move 

To-night,  at  least,  to-night  be  gay. 

Through  all  that  maze  of  mirth. 

Whate'er  to-morrow  brings. 

Led  by  light  firom  eyes  we  love 

Like  sun-set  gleams,  that  linger  kte 

Beyond  all  eyes  on  earth. 

When  all  is  dark'ning  ftst. 

Are  hours  like  these  we  snatch  from  Fate — 

Then,  the  joyous  banquet  spread 

The  brightest,  and  the  last 

On  the  cool  and  fragrant  ground. 

Then,  chase  that  starting  tear,  &e. 

With  heaT*n*s  bright  sparklers  overhead. 

And  still  brighter  sparkling  roimd. 

To  gild  the  deep'ning  gloom,  if  Heaven 

Oh,  then,  how  sweet  to  say 

But  one  bright  hour  allow, 

Into  some  lov'd  one's  car. 

Oh,  think  that  one  bright  hour  is  given. 

Thoughts  reservld  through  many  a  day 

In  all  its  splendour,  now. 

To  be  thus  whisper'd  here. 

Let's  live  it  out — then  sink  in  night. 

Like  waves  that  from  the  shore 

When  the  dance  and  feast  are  done, 

One  minute  swell,  are  touch'd  with  light, 

Arm  in  arm  as  home  we  stray, 

Then  lost  for  evermore  I 

How  sweet  to  see  the  dawning  sun 

Come,  chase  that  startmg  tear,  &e. 

O'er  her  cheek's  warm  blushes  pUy  I 

Then,  too,  the  farewell  kiss — 
The  words,  whose  parting  tone 

Lingers  still  in  dreams  of  bliss. 

That  haunt  yoimg  hearts  alone. 

JOYS  OF  YOUTH,  HOW  FLEETING! 

(PoBTuocisB  Aib.) 
Wmsp'BiNOS,  heard  by  wakefiil  maids, 

LOVE  IS  A  HUNTER-BOY. 

To  whom  the  night-stars  guide  ns.; 

(Lanoubdocian  Aib.) 

Stolen  walks  through  moonlight  shades, 

With  those  we  love  beside  as, 

LoYE  is  a  hunter-boy, 

Hearts  beating. 

Who  makes  young  hearts  his  prey ; 

At  meeting ; 

And,  in  his  nets  of  joy, 

Tean  starting. 

Ensnares  them  night  and  day. 

At  parting; 
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Ob,  sweet  youth,  how  soon  it  fades  t 
Sweet  joys  of  youth,  how  fleeting  t 

Wand*ring8  far  away  from  home, 

With  life  all  new  before  us ; 
Greetings  warm,  when  home  we  come. 
From  hearts  whose  prayers  watch*d  o*er  us. 
Tears  starting. 
At  parting ; 
Hearts  beating, 
'  At  meeting ; 
Oh,  sweet  youth,  how  lost  on  some ! 
To  some,  how  bright  and  fleeting ! 


HEAR  ME  BUT  ONCE. 
(Fbknch  Air.) 

ELeab  me  but  once,  while  o*er  the  grave. 
In  which  our  Love  lies  cold  and  dead, 

I  count  each  flattVing  hope  he  gave 
Of  joys,  now  lost,  and  charms  now  fled. 

Who  could  have  thought  the  smile  he  wore. 
When  first  we  met,  would  fade  away  ? 

Or  that  a  chill  would  c*er  come  o*er 
Those  eyes  so  bright  through  many  a  day  ? 
Hear  me  but  once,  &c 


WHEN  LOVE  WAS  A  CHILD. 
(SwKOiiH  Air.) 

When  Love  was  a  child,  and  went  idling  round, 
*Mong  flowers,  the  whole  summer's  day. 

One  mom  in  the  valley  a  bower  he  found. 
So  sweet,  it  allur*d  him  to  stay. 

Overhead,  from  the  trees,  hung  a  garland  fair, 

A  fountain  ran  darkly  beneath ;  -» 
•Twas  Pleasure  had  hung  up  the  flow'rcts  there ; 

Love  knew  it,  and  jump*d  at  the  wreath. 

But  Love  didn't  know — and,  at  his  weak  years. 
What  urchin  was  likely  to  know  ?  ^— 
That  Sorrow  had  made  of  her  own  salt  tears 
The  foimtain  that  murmur'd  below. 

He  caught  at  the  wreath— > but  with  too  much  haste, 

As  boys  when  impatient  will  do — 
It  fell  in  those  waters  of  briny  taste. 

And  the  flowers  were  all  wet  through. 


This  garland  he  now  wears  night  and  day; 

And,  though  it  all  sunny  appears 
With  Pleasure's  own  light,  each  leaf,  they  say, 

Still  tastes  of  the  Fountain  of  Tears. 


SAY,  WHAT  SHALL  BE  OUR  SPORT  TO- 
DAY? 

(Sicilian  Air.) 

Sat,  what  shall  be  our  sport  to-day  ? 

There's  nothing  on  earth,  in  sea,  or  air, 
Too  bright,  too  high,  too  wild,  too  gay. 

For  spirits  like  mine  to  dare! 
*Tis  like  the  returning  bloom 

Of  those  days,  alas,  gone  by. 
When  I  lov'd,  each  hour —  I  scarce  knew  whom — 

And  was  bless'd —  I  scarce  knew  why. 

Ay> — those  were  days  when  life  had  wings, 

And  flew,  oh,  flew  so  wild  a  height, 
That,  like  the  lark  which  sunward  springs, 

'Twas  giddy  with  too  much  light 
And,  though  of  some  plumes  bereft. 

With  that  sun,  too,  nearly  set, 
I've  enough  of  light  and  wing  still  left 

For  a  few  gay  soarings  yet 


BRIGHT  BE  THY  DREAMS. 

(Wrub  Air.) 

Brioht  be  thy  dreams — may  all  thy  weeping 
Turn  into  smiles  while  thou  art  sleeping. 
May  those  by  death  or  seas  remov'd, 
The  friends,  who  in  thy  spring-time  knew  thee, 

All,  thou  hast  ever  priz'd  or  lov'd. 
In  dreams  come  smiling  to  thee! 

There  may  the  child,  whose  love  lay  deepest. 
Dearest  of  all,  come  while  thou  sleepest ; 
Still  as  she  was — no  charm  forgot — 
No  lustre  lost  that  life  had  given  ; 

Or,  if  chang'd,  but  changed  to  what 
Thoult  find  her  yet  in  Heaven  I 


X 
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And,  though  we  find  no  treasure  there. 

GO,  THEN— 'TIS  VAIN. 

We  bless  the  rose  that  shines  so  fair. 

(Sicilian  Air.) 

O'er  mountains  bright 

With  snow  and  light, 

Go,  then^'tis  yain  to  hover 

We  Crystal-Hunters  speed  along  j 

Thus  round  a  hope  that*8  dead ; 

While  rocks  and  caves. 

At  length  my  dream  ia  oyer ; 

And  icy  waves, 

'Twas  sweet— 'twas  false— 'tis  fled! 

Each  instant  echo  to  our  song. 

Farewell  I  since  nought  it  moves  thee, 

Such  trath  as  mine  to  see— 

mjvt^^mm    wm  %wwis    wy    MMm mmm\0     w\^    v\0\^  ^"^^ 

Some  one,  who  far  less  loves  thee, 

Perhaps  more  bless'd  wiU  be. 

ROW  GENTLY  HERE. 

Farewell,  sweet  eyes,  whose  brightness 

(VnnriAif  Am.) 

New  life  aroond  me  shed ; 

Farewell,  £Edse  heart,  whose  lightness 

Row  gently  here. 

Now  leaves  me  death  instead. 

My  gondolier. 

Go,  now,  those  charms  surrender 

So  softly  wake  the  tide. 

To  some  new  lover's  sigh — 

That  not  an  ear. 

One  who,  though  far  less  tender, 

On  earth,  may  hear. 

May  be  more  bless'd  than  L 

But  hers  to  whom  we  glide. 

Had  Heaven  but  tongues  to  speak,  as  well 

As  starry  eyes  to  see. 

Oh,  think  what  tales  'twould  have  to  tell 

Of  wandering  youths  like  me  I 

THE  CRYSTAL-HUNTERS. 

Now  rest  thee  here. 

(Swiu  Ais.) 

My  gondolier ; 

Hush,  hush,  for  up  I  go, 

O'er  mountains  bright 

To  climb  yon  light 

With  snow  and  light. 

Balcony's  height. 

We  Crystal  Hunters  speed  along  ; 

While  thou  keep'st  watch  below. 

While  rocks  and  caves. 

Ah  I  did  we  take  for  Heaven  above 

And  icy  waves, 

But  half  such  pains  as  we 

Each  instant  echo  to  our  song ; 

Take,  day  and  night,  for  woman's  love. 

And,  when  we  meet  with  store  of  gems, 

What  Angels  we  should  be  ! 

We  grudge  not  kings  their  diadems. 

O'er  mountains  bright 
With  snow  and  light. 

We  Crystal-Hunters  speed  along ; 

While  grots  and  caves. 

OH,  DAYS  OF  YOUTH. 

And  icy  waves. 

(FftBNCB  A».) 

Each  instant  echo  to  our  song. 

Oh,  days  of  youth  and  joy,  long  clouded. 

Not  half  so  oft  the  lover  dreams 

Why  thus  for  ever  haunt  my  view  ? 

Of  sparkles  from  his  lady's  eyes, 

When  in  the  grave  your  light  \aj  shrouded. 

As  we  of  those  refreshing  gleams 

Why  did  not  Memory  die  there  too  ? 

That  tell  where  deep  the  crystal  lies ; 

Vainly  doth  Hope  her  strain  now  sing  me, 

Though,  next  to  crystal,  we  too  grant, 

Telling  of  joys  that  yet  remain — 

That  ladies'  eyes  may  most  enchant 

No,  never  more  can  this  life  bring  me 

One  joy  that  equals  youth's  sweet  pirn. 

Sometimea,  when  on  the  Alpine  rose 

Dim  lies  the  way  to  death  befbre  me, 

The  golden  sunset  leaves  lu  ray. 

Cold  winds  of  Time  blow  round  my  brow ; 

So  like  a  gem  the  flow'ret  glows. 

Sunshine  of  youth!  that  once  fell  o'er  me, 

We  thhher  bend  our  headlong  way ; 

Where  if  your  wfumtli,  yoor  glory  now? 

* 
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*Ti»  not  that  then  no  pain  coald  sting  me ; 

*Ti8  not  that  now  no  joys  remain ; 
Oh,  'tis  that  life  no  mor^  can  bring  me 

One  joy  so  sweet  as  that  worst  pain. 


WHEN  FIRST  THAT  SMILE. 

(VENmAN  Air.) 

When  first  that  smile,  like  sunshine,  bless*d  my 
sight. 

Oh  what  a  vision  then  came  o*er  met 
Long  years  of  love,  of  calm  and  pure  delight. 

Seemed  in  that  smile  to  pass  before  me. 
Ne*er  did  the  peasant  dream  of  summer  skies. 

Of  golden  fruit,  and  harvests  springing, 
With  fonder  hope  than  I  of  those  sweet  eyes. 

And  of  the  joy  their  light  was  bringing. 

Where  now  are  all  those  fondly  promis*d  hours? 

Ah !  woman's  faith  is  like  her  brightness — 
Fading  as  taat  as  rainbows,  or  day-flowers. 

Or  aught  that's  known  for  grace  and  lightness. 
Short  as  the  Persian's  prayer,  at  close  of  day. 

Should  be  each  vow  of  Love's  repeating ; 
Quick  let  him  worship  Beauty's  precious  ray — 

Even  while  he  kneels,  that  ray  is  fleeting  I 


PEACE  TO  THE  SLUMB'RERS! 

(Catalonun  All.) 

Peace  to  the  slumb'rers! 

They  lie  on  the  battle-plain, 
With  no  shroud  to  cover  them ; 

The  dew  and  the  summer  rain 
Are  all  that  weep  over  them. 
Peace  to  the  slumb'rers! 

Vain  was  their  brav'ry  I  — 
The  fallen  oak  lies  where  it  lay 

Across  the  wintry  river; 
But  brave  hearts,  once  swept  away. 

Are  gone,  alas!  for  ever. 

Vain  was  their  brav'ry! 

Woe  to  the  conq'ror! 

Our  limbs  shall  lie  as  cold  as  theirs 
Of  whom  his  sword  bereft  us. 

Ere  we  forget  the  deep  arrears 
Of  vengeance  they  have  left  us! 
Woe  to  the  conq'ror  1 


WHEN  THOU  SHALT  WANDER. 

(Sicilian  Air.) 

When  thou  shalt  wander  by  that  sweet  light 
We  used  to  gaze  on  so  many  an  eve, 

When  love  was  new  and  hope  was  bright, 
Ere  I  could  doubt  or  thou  deceive — 

Oh,  then,  rememb'ring  how  swift  went  by 

Those  hours  of  transport,  even  thou  mayst  sigh. 

Yes,  proud  one!  even  thy  heart  may  own 
That  love  like  ours  was  far  too  sweet 

To  be,  like  summer  garments,  thrown 
Aside,  when  pass'd  the  summer's  heat; 

And  wish  in  vain  to  know  again 

Such  days,  such  nights,  as  bless'd  thee  then. 


WHO'LL  BUY  MY  LOVE-KNOTS  ? 

(PoRTuorBSB  Air.) 

Htnen,  late,  his  love-knots  selling, 
Call'd  at  many  a  maiden's  dwelling. 
None  could  doubt,  who  saw  or  knew  them, 
Hymen's  call  was  welcome  to  them. 

"  Who'll  buy  my  love  knots? 

"  >Vho'll  buy  my  love-knots?" 
Soon  as  that  sweet  cry  resounded, 
IIow  his  baskets  were  surrounded! 

Maids,  who  now  first  dreamt  of  trying 
These  gay  knots  of  Hymen's  tying; 
Dames,  who  long  had  sat  to  watch  him 
Passing  by,  but  ne'er  could  catch  him ; — 

"  >Vho'll  buy  my  love-knots? 

"  Who'll  buy  my  love-knots?" — 
All  at  that  sweet  cry  assembled; 
Some  Uiugh'd,  some  blush *d,  and  some  trembhtl. 

'*  Here  are  knots,"  said  Hymen,  taking 
Some  loose  flowers,  **of  Ix)ve's  own  making; 
•*  Here  lyre  gold  ones — you  may  trust  'em"  — 
(These,  of  course,  found  ready  custom). 

*•  Come,  buy  my  love-knots! 

"  Come,  buy  my  love-knots! 
"  Some  are  labell'd  *  Knots  to  tie  men  — 
"  Love  the  maker — Bought  of  Hymen.' " 

Scarce  their  bargains  were  completed. 
When  the  nymphs  all  cried,  "  We're  cheated  ! 
"  See  these  flowers — they're  drooping  sadly; 
"*  This  gold-knot,  too,  ties  but  bttdly  — 
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•*  Who*d  buy  such  loYe-knots? 

•*  "Who'd  buy  8ucb  lore-knots? 
**  Eyen  this  tie,  with  Love's  name  round  it — 
*'  All  a  sham — He  never  bound  it.** 

Love,  who  saw  the  whole  proceeding, 
Would  have  laugh'd,  but  for  good-breeding; 
While  Old  Hymen,  who  was  used  to 
Cries  like  that  these  dames  gave  loose  to — 

"  Take  back  our  love-knots  I 

"  Take  back  our  love-knote ! " 
Coolly  said,  **  There's  no  returning 
"  Wares  on  Hymen's  hands — Good  morning!' 


SEE,  THE  DAWN  FROM  HEAVEN. 

(To  AN  AlK  lONO  AT  ROMB,  ON   CHRISTMAS  EtB.) 

See,  the  dawn  from  Heaven  is  breaking 

O'er  our  sight. 
And  Earth,  from  sin  awaking, 

Hails  the  light! 
See  those  groups  of  angels,  winging  - 

From  the  realms  above, 
On  their  brows,  from  Eden,  bringing 

Wreaths  of  Hope  and  Love. 

Hark,  their  hymns  of  glory  pealing 

Through  the  air, 
To  mortal  ears  revealing 

Who  lies  there! 
In  that  dwelling,  dark  and  lowly. 

Sleeps  the  Heavenly  Son, 
He,  whose  home's  above, — the  Holy, 

Ever  Holy  One! 


NETS  AND  CAGES.* 

(SwBDiMii  Air.) 

Come,  listen  to  my  story,  while 

Your  needle's  task  you  ply; 
At  what  I  sing  some  maids  will  smile. 

While  some,  perhaps,  may  sigh. 
Though  Love's  the  theme,  and  Wisdom  blames 

Such  florid  songs  as  ours, 
Tet  Truth  sometimes,  like  eastern  dames. 

Can  speak  her  thoughts  by  flowers. 

>  Suggested  bj  the  following  remark  of  Swift :  —  *'  The 
reason  why  lo  few  marriages  are  happj,  is.  because  foong 
ladles  spend  tbdr  time  in  making  wu,  not  in  making  cages." 


Then  listen,  maids,  come  listen,  while 

Tour  needle's  task  you  ply; 
At  what  I  sing  there's  some  may  smile. 

While  some,  perhaps,  will  sigh. 

Toung  Cloe,  bent  on  catching  Loves, 

Such  nets  had  leam'd  to  frame. 
That  none,  in  all  our  vales  and  groves. 

E'er  caught  so  much  small  game: 
But  gentle  Sue,  less  giv'n  to  roam. 

While  Cloe's  nets  were  taking 
Such  lots  of  Loves,  sat  still  at  home. 

One  little  Love-cage  making. 
Come,  listen,  maids,  &c. 

Much  Cloe  laugh'd  at  Susan's  task; 

But  mark  how  things  went  on: 
These  light-caught  Loves,  ere  you  could  ask 

Their  name  and  age,  were  gone! 
So  weak  poor  Cloe's  nets  were  wove. 

That,  though  she  charm'd  into  them 
New  game  each  hour,  the  youngest  Love 

Was  able  to  break  through  them. 
Come,  listen,  maids,  &c. 

Meanwhile,  young  Sue,  whose  cage  was  wrought 

Of  bars  too  strong  to  sever. 
One  Love  with  golden  pinions  caught, 

And  caged  him  there  for  ever; 
Instructing,  thereby,  all  coquettes, 

Whate'er  their  looks  or  ages. 
That,  though  'tis  pleasant  weaving  Nets, 

'Tis  wiser  to  make  Cages. 

Thus,  maidens,  thus  do  I  beguile 

The  task  your  fingers  ply. — 
May  all  who  hear  like  Susan  smile. 

And  not,  like  Cloe,  sigh! 


WHEN  THROUGH  THE  PIAZZETTA 

(VsMBTiAN  Air.) 

When  through  the  Piazetta 

Night  breathes  her  cool  air. 
Then,  dearest  Ninetta, 

ni  come  to  thee  there. 
Beneath  thy  mask  shrouded, 

I'll  know  thee  afar. 
As  Love  knows,  though  clouded. 

His  own  Evening  Star. 

In  garb,  then,  resembling 
Some  gay  gondolier. 
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m  whinper  thee,  trembling. 

**  Our  bark,  love,  ia  near : 

FAREWELL,  THERESA ! 

•*  Now,  now,  while  there  horer 

(Vknktian  All.) 

'*  Those  cloadB  o*er  the  moon. 

••  'Twill  waft  thee  safe  over 

Farewell,  Theresa  I  yon  cloud  that  over 

**  Yon  gilent  Lagoon." 

Heaven's  pale  night-star  gath'ring  we  see, 

Will  scarce  fh)m  that  pure  orb  have  pass'd,  ere  thy 

lover 
Swift  o'er  the  wide  wave  shall  wander  from  thee. 

Long,  like  that  dim  cloud,  Fve  hung  around  thee, 

GO,  NOW,  AND  DREAM. 

Dark'ning  thy  prospects,  sadd'ning  thy  brow  ; 

(Sicilian  Ai«.) 

With  gay  heart,  Theresa,  and   bright  cheek   I 

found  thee ; 

Go,  now,  and  dream  o*er  that  joy  in  thy  slunber — 

Oh,  think  how  chang'd,  love,  how  changM  art 

Moments  so  sweet  again  ne*er  shalt  thou  number. 

thou  now ! 

Of  Pain's  bitter  draught  the  flaTonr  ne'er  flies. 

While  Pleasure's  scarce  touches  the  lip  ere  it  dies. 

But  here  I  tree  thee  :  like  one  awaking 

Go,  then,  and  dream,  &c. 

From  fearAil  slumber,  thou  break'st  the  spell ; 

'Tia  over — the  moon,  too,  her  bondage  is  break- 

That  moon,  which  hung  o'er  your  parting,  so 

iug— > 

splendid. 

Past  are  the  dark  clouds;  Theresa,  farewell ! 

Often  will  shine  again,  bright  as  she  then  did— 

But,  nerer  more  will  the  beam  she  saw  bum 
In  those  happy  eyes,  at  your  meeting,  return. 

Go,  then,  and  dream,  &c. 

HOW  OFT,  WHEN  WATCHING  STARS. 

(Satotard  Ais.) 
Oft,  when  the  watching  stars  grow  pale. 

And  round  me  sleeps  the  moonlight  scene, 

TAKE  HENCE  THE  BOWL. 

To  hear  a  flute  through  yonder  vale 

(Nkapolitan  Alt.) 

I  flrom  my  casement  lean. 

**  Come,  come,  my  love  I "  each  note  then  seems 

Take  hence  the  bowl ; — though  beaming 

to  say. 

Brightly  as  bowl  e'er  shone. 

"  Oh,  come,  my  love  I  the  night  wears  fast  away  ! " 

Oh,  it  but  sets  me  dreaming 

Never  to  mortal  ear 

Of  happy  days  now  gone. 

Could  words,  though  warm  they  be. 

There,  in  its  clear  reflection. 

Speak  Passion's  language  half  so  clear 

As  in  a  wizard's  glass. 

As  do  those  notes  to  me  I 

Lost  hopes  and  dead  afiection, 

Like  shades,  before  me  pass. 

Then  quick  my  own  light  lute  I  seek, 

And  strike  the  chords  with  loudest  swell ; 

Each  cup  I  drain  brings  hither 

And,  though  they  nought  to  others  speak. 

Some  scene  of  bliss  gone  by ;  — 

He  knows  their  language  well. 

Bright  lips,  too  bright  to  wither. 

"  I  come,  my  love  I "  each  note  then  seems  to  say. 

Warm  hearts,  too  warm  to  die. 

"  I  come,  my  love  I — thine,  thine  till  break  of  day." 

Till,  as  the  dream  comes  o*cr  me 

Oh,  weak  the  power  of  words, 

Of  those  long  vanished  years. 

The  hues  of  painting  dim. 

Alas,  the  wine  before  me 

Compared  to  what  those  simple  chords 

Seems  turning  all  to  tears  I 

Then  say  and  paint  to  him ! 
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WHEN  THE  FIRST  SUMMER  BEE. 

WHEN  THE  WINE-CUP  IS  SMnJNG. 

(Obbmak  Aib.) 

(Italian  Aib.) 

WHBir  the  first  snmmer  bee 

O'er  the  jonng  rose  shall  hover, 

And  we  pledge  round  to  hearts  that  are  true, 

Then,  like  that  gay  rover. 

boy,  true. 

ni  come  to  thee. 

Then  the  sky  of  this  life  opens  o'er  us, 

He  to  flowers,  I  to  lips,  foil  of  sweets  to  the  brim— 

And  Heaven  gives  a  glimpse  of  its  blue. 

What  a  meeting,  what  a  meeting  for  me  and  for 

Talk  of  Adam  in  Eden  reclining. 

him! 

We  are  better,  hr  better  oflf  thus,  boy,  thus ; 

When  the  first  snmmer  bee,  &c 

For  him  but  two  bright  eyes  were  shining — 

See,  what  numbers  are  sparkling  for  us  t 

Then,  to  every  bright  tree 

In  the  garden  hell  wander ; 

When  on  one  side  the  grape-juice  is  dancing. 

While  I,  oh,  much  fonder. 

While  on  f  other  a  blue  eye  beams,  boy,  beams, 

Will  stay  with  thee. 

'Tis  enough,  *twizt  the  wine  and  the  glancing. 

In  search  of  new  sweetness  through  thousands  hell 

To  disturb  ev*n  a  saint  from  his  dreams. 

mn. 

Yet,  though  life  Uke  a  river  is  flowing. 

I  care  not  how  hM  it  goes  on,  boy,  on. 

Then,  to  every  bright  tree,  &c. 

So  the  grape  on  its  bank  is  still  growing. 

And  Love  lights  the  waves  as  they  run. 

THOUGH  'TIS  ALL  BUT  A  DREAM. 

WHERE  SHALL  WE  BURY  OUR  SHAME? 

(Fbxmch  Air.) 

• 

(NBAroLiTAN  Aib.)                               ■ 

Though  'tis  all  but  a  dream  at  the  best, 

Where  shall  we  bury  our  shame? 

And  still,  when  happiest,  soonest  o'er. 

Where,  in  what  desolate  place. 

Yet,  even  in  a  dream,  to  be  bless'd 

Hide  the  last  wreck  of  a  name 

Is  so  sweet,  that  I  ask  for  no  more. 

Broken  and  stain'd  by  disgrace? 

The  bosom  that  opes 

Death  may  dissever  the  chain. 

With  earliest  hopes. 

Oppression  will  cease  when  we're  gone; 

The  soonest  finds  those  hopes  untrue ; 

But  the  dishonour,  the  stain. 

As  flowers  that  first 

Die  as  we  may,  will  live  on. 

In  spring-time  burst 

The  earliest  wither  too  1 

Was  it  for  this  we  sent  out 

Ay — 'tis  all  but  a  dream,  &c 

Liberty's  cry  from  our  shore? 

Was  it  for  this  that  her  shout 

Though  by  Friendship  we  oft  are  deceiv'd. 

Thrill'd  to  the  worid's  very  core? 

And  find  Love*s  sunshine  soon  overcast. 

Thus  to  live  cowards  and  slaves  I — 

Yet  Friendship  will  stiU  be  believ'd. 

Oh,  ye  free  hearts  that  lie  dead. 

And  Love  trusted  on  to  the  last 

Do  you  not,  ev'n  in  your  graves. 

The  web  'mong  the  leaves 

Shudder,  as  o'er  you  we  tread? 

The  spider  weaves 

Is  like  the  charm  Hope  hangs  o'er  men ; 
Though  often  she  sees 

'Tis  broke  by  the  breeze. 

NE'ER  TALK  OF  WISDOM'S  GLOOMY 

She  spins  the  bright  tissue  again. 

SCHOOLS. 

Ay— 'tis  all  but  a  dream,  &c 

0\^tM,\J\JXjOm 

(Mahbatta  Aib.) 

Nb'eb  talk  of  Wisdom's  gloomy  schools; 

Give  me  the  sage  who's  able 
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To  draw  hU  moral  thoughte  and  rules 
From  the  study  of  the  table; — 

Who  learns  how  lightly,  fleetly  pass 
This  world  and  all  that's  in  it. 

From  the  bumper  that  but  crowns  his  glass, 
And  is  gone  again  next  minute  I 

The  diamond  sleeps  within  the  mine. 

The  pearl  beneath  the  water; 
While  Truth,  more  precious,  dwells  in  wine. 

The  grape's  own  rosy  daughter. 
And  none  can  prize  her  charms  like  him, 

Oh,  none  like  him  obtain  her. 
Who  thus  can,  like  Leander,  swim 

Through  sparkling  floods  to  gain  her! 


HERE  SLEEPS  THE  BARD. 

(Highland  Air.) 

Here  sleeps  the  Bard  who  knew  so  well 
All  the  sweet  windings  of  Apollo's  shell; 
Whether  its  music  roird  like  torrents  near. 
Or  died,  like  distant  streamlets,  on  the  ear. 
Sleep,  sleep,  mute  bard;  alike  unheeded  now 
The  storm  and  zeph3rr  sweep  thy  lifeless  brow;  — 
That  storm,  whose  rash  is  like  thy  martial  lay; 
That  breeze  which,  like  thy  love-song,  dies  away  I 


DO  NOT  SAY  THAT  LIFE  IS  WANING. 

Do  not  say  that  life  is  waning, 
Or  that  Hope's  sweet  day  is  set; 

While  I've  thee  and  love  remaining. 
Life  is  in  th'  horizon  yet 

Do  not  think  those  charms  are  flying. 
Though  thy  roses  fade  and  fall; 

Beauty  hath  a  grace  undying, 
Which  in  thee  survives  them  all.  • 

Not  for  charms,  the  newest,  brightest. 
That  on  other  cheeks  may  shine. 

Would  I  change  the  least,  the  slightest. 
That  is  ling'ring  now  o'er  thine. 


THE  GAZELLE. 

Dost  thou  not  hear  the  silver  bell. 
Through  yonder  lime-trees  ringing? 

'Tis  my  lady's  light  gazelle. 

To  me  her  love  thoughts  bringing, — 

All  the  while  that  silver  bell 
Around  his  dark  neck  ringing. 

See,  in  his  mouth  he  bears  a  wreath, 
My  love  hath  kiss'd  in  tying; 

Oh,  what  tender  thoughts  beneath 
Those  silent  flowers  are  lying, — 

Hid  within  the  mystic  wreath. 
My  love  hath  kiss'd  in  tying ! 

Welcome,  dear  gazelle,  to  thee. 

And  joy  to  her,  the  fairest. 
Who  thus  hath  breath'd  her  soul  to  me, 

In  every  leaf  thou  bearest; 
Welcome,  dear  gazelle,  to  thee. 

And  joy  to  her,  the  fairest! 

Hail  ye  living,  speaking  flowers. 
That  breathe  of  her  who  bound  ye; 

Oh,  'twas  not  in  fields,  or  bowers, 
*Twas  on  her  lips,  she  found  ye;  — 

Yes,  ye  blushing,  speaking  flowers, 
'Twas  on  her  lips  she  found  ye. 


NO— LEAVE  MY  HEART  TO  REST. 

No — leave  my  heart  to  rest,  if  rest  it  may. 
When  youth,  and  love,  and  hope,  have  pass'd  away. 
Couldst  thou,  when  summer  hours  are  fled. 
To  some  poor  leaf  that's  fall'n  and  dead. 
Bring  back  the  hue  it  wore,  the  scent  it  shed  ? 
No — leave  this  heart  to  rest,  if  rest  it  may, 
When  youth,  and  love,  and  hope,  have  pass'd  away. 

Oh,  had  I  met  thee  then,  when  life  was  bright, 

Thy  smile  might  still  have  fed  its  tranquil  light; 

But  now  thou  com'st  like  sunny  skies. 

Too  late  to  cheer  the  seaman's  eyes. 

When  wreck'd  and  lost  his  bark  before  him  lies ! 

No  —  leave  this  heart  to  rest,  if  rest  it  may, 

Since  youth,  and  love,  and  hope,  have  pass'd  away. 


im. 

J 

• 
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And  though,  as  Time  gathers  his  clouds  o'er  our 

WHERE  ARE  THE  VISIONS. 

head, 
A  ihade  somewhat  darker  o*er  life  they  may  spreadt 

1 

**  WoERS  are  the  visions  that  round  me  once  horer'd. 

Transparent,  at  least,  be  the  sliadow  they  cast. 

^^^ 

**  Fonai  that  shed  grace  from  their  shadows 

So  that  Love's  soflcn'd  light  may  shine  through  to 

^H 

atone ; 

the  lasL 

^^1 

"  Looks  fresh  as  light  from  a  star  just  discovered, 
^*  And  voices  that  Music  might  fake  for  her  own  ?" 

^1 

^H 

Time,  while  I  spoke,  with  his  wings  resting  o'er 

SLUMBER.  OH  SLUHBEB, 

H 

Heard  me  say,  "  Where  are  those  visions,  oh 

**  Sluhser,  oh  slumber ;  if  sleeping  thou  mak*st 

H 

where?" 

"  My  heart  beat  so  wildly,  fm  lost  if  tbou  wak'st." 

^^H 

And  pointing  his  wand  to  the  simset  before  me, 

Thus  sung  I  to  a  maiden. 

^^^ 

Said,  with  a  voice  Uke  the  hollow  wind, "  There." 

Who  slept  one  summer's  day. 
And,  like  a  flower  overladen 

■ 

Fondljr  I  look'd,  when  the  wizard  bad  spoken, 

With  too  much  stmshine,  lay. 

^H 

And  there,  mid  the  dim  shiniog  ruins  of  day. 

Slumber,  oh  slomber,  &e. 

^^1 

Saw,  by  their  light,  like  a  talisman  broken, 

^^1 

The  hist  gokleo  fragmenu  of  hope  melt  away. 

^  Breathe  not,  oh  breathe  not,  ye  winds,  o*er  her 

cbeoki  ; 
**  If  mute  thus  she  charm  me,  Vm  lost  when  abe 

■ 

^^^^B 

apcAks." 

J 

WINB  THY  HORN,  MY  HUNTER  BOY. 

Thus  sing  I,  while,  awaking, 
She  niurnmrs  words  that  seem 

M 

WiKi>  thy  horn,  my  hunter  boy. 

As  if  her  lips  were  taking 

^H 

And  leave  thy  lute's  iBgDorioufl  sighi  ; 

Farewell  of  some  sweet  dream. 

^H 

Hunting  is  the  hero's  joy. 

Breathe  not,  oh  breathe  not,  &c 

^^ 

Till  war  his  nobler  game  sapplies. 

^^^ 

Hark!  the  h<mnd-belU  ringing  sweet. 

■ 

I 

Hiiii-ho!  Hiui-hot 

BRING    THE    BRIGHT    GARLANDS 

1 

Wind  again  thy  cheerful  horn. 

HITHER. 

■ 

Till  echo,  fiiint  with  unBwVing,  diet ; 

BmDiG  the  bright  garlands  hither. 

Bum,  bright  torches,  bum  till  morn. 

Ere  yet  a  leaf  is  dying  ;                                  i 

And  lead  us  where  the  wild  boar  lies. 

If  so  soon  they  must  wither, 

Hark  1  the  cry,  **  He*i  found,  he**  found," 

Ours  be  their  last  sweet  sighing. 

While  hill  and  valley  our  shouts  ri'sottnd. 

Hark,  that  low  dismal  chime ! 

L 

HiJli-ho!  Hitli-ho! 

■ 

'Tia  the  dreary  voice  of  Time. 

Ob,  bring  beauty,  bring  roseft 

Bring  all  that  yet  is  oun  ^ 

1 

^P 

r 

Let  life's  day,  as  it  closes, 

r 

OH,  OITARI)  OUR  AFFECTION. 

Shine  to  the  last  through  flowers. 

^ 

Or,  guard  <nir  affection,  nor  e'er  let  it  feel 

BsJte,  ere  the  bowl's  declining. 

The  blight  that  this  world  oVr  the  warmest  will 

Hriok  of  it  now  or  never  j 

steal: 

Now,  while  Beauty  is  ^hining^ 

1^ 

White  the  faith  of  ail  round  us  ts  fading  or  ptit, 

l*ove,  or  she^s  lost  for  ever. 

^ 

Let  oiui,  «T«r  green,  keep  its  bloom  to  the  hut 

Hark  1  agim  that  dull  chime, 
'Tis  the  dreary  voice  of  Time. 

Far  aafer  for  Loire  ^  to  wake  «od  to  weep, 

Oh,  if  life  be  a  torrent. 

1 

As  he  used  in  his  prime,  than  goemiling  to  steep  i 

Down  to  oblivion  going, 

^K 

For  death  on  his  slmnber,  cold  death  follows  fast. 

Like  this  cup  be  its  current, 

1 

While  the  love  that  is  wakefhl  lives  on  to  the  lasL 

Bright  to  the  last  drop  flowing! 

h 

k 

J 
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IF  IN  LOVING.  SINGING. 

If  in  loving,  singing,  night  and  day 

We  could  trifle  merrily  life  away, 

Like  atoms  dancing  in  the  beam. 

Like  day-flies  skimming  o>r  the  stream. 

Or  summer  blossoms,  bom  to  sigh 

Their  sweetness  out,  and  die — 

How  brilliant,  thoughtless,  side  by  side. 

Thou  and  I  could  make  our  minutes  glide  t 

No  atoms  ever  glanc'd  so  bright. 

No  day-flies  ever  danc'd  so  light. 

Nor  summer  blossoms  miz*d  their  sigh. 

So  close,  as  thou  and  1 1 


THOU  LOV'ST  NO  MORR 

Too  plain,  alas,  my  doom  is  spoken. 
Nor  canst  thou  veil  the  sad  truth  o*er ; 

Thy  heart  is  chang'd,  thy  vow  is  broken, 
Thou  lov'st  no  more — thou  loy'st  no  more. 

Though  kindly  still  those  eyes  behold  me. 
The  smile  is  gone,  which  once  they  wore ; 

Though  fondly  still  those  arms  enfold  me, 
Tis  not  the  same — thou  loy*st  no  more. 

Too  long  my  dream  of  bliss  believing, 
Fve  thought  thee  all  thou  wert  before  ;• 

But  now  — alas !  there's  no  deceiving, 
'Tis  all  too  plain,  thou  lov'st  no  more. 

Oh,  thou  as  soon  the  dead  couldst  waken. 

As  lost  affection's  life  restore. 
Give  peace  to  her  that  is  forsaken. 

Or  bring  back  him  who  loves  no  more. 


WHEN  ABROAD  IN  THE  WORLD. 

When  abroad  in  the  world  thou  appearest. 
And  the  young  and  the  lovely  are  there. 
To  my  heart  while  of  all  thou'rt  the  dearest. 
To  my  eyes  thou'rt  of  all  the  most  fidr. 
They  pass,  one  by  one. 

Like  waves  of  the  sea. 
That  say  to  the  Sun, 
"  See,  how  fair  we  can  be." 


But  Where's  the  light  like  thine, 
In  sun  or  shade  to  shine  ? 
No — no,  'mongthem  all,  there  is  nothing  like  thee. 
Nothing  like  thee. 

Oft,  of  old,  without  farewell  or  warning, 

Beauty's  self  used  to  steal  from  the  skies ; 
Fling  a  mist  round  her  head,  some  fine  morning. 
And  post  down  to  earth  in  disguise  ; 
But,  no  matter  what  shroud 

Around  her  might  be. 
Men  peep'd  through  the  cloud. 
And  whisper'd,  "  'Tis  She." 
So  thou,  where  thousands  are, 
Shin'st  forth  the  only  star, — 
Yes,  yes,  *mong  them  all,  there  is  nothing  like  thee, 
Nothing  like  thee. 


KEEP  THOSE  EYES  STILL  PURELY  MINE. 

Kkep  those  eyes  still  purely  mine. 

Though  &r  off  I  be  : 
When  on  others  most  they  shine. 

Then  think  they're  tum'd  on  me. 

Should  those  lips  as  now  respond 

To  sweet  minstrelsy. 
When  their  accents  seem  most  fond. 

Then  think  they're  breath'd  for  me. 

Make  what  hearts  thou  wilt  thy  own. 

If  when  all  on  thee 
Fix  their  charmed  thoughts  alone. 

Thou  think'st  the  while  on  me. 


HOPE  COMES  AGAIN. 

Hope  comes  again,  to  this  heart  long  a  stranger. 
Once  more  she  sings  me  her  flattering  strain ; 

But  hush,  gentle  syren — for,  ah,  there's  less  danger 
In  still  suffVing  on,  than  in  hoping  again. 

Long,  long,  in  sorrow,  too  deep  for  repining, 
Gloomy,  but  tranquil,  this  bosom  hath  lain ; 

And  joy  coming  now,  like  a  sudden  light  shining 
O'er  eyelids  long  darken'd,  would  bring  me  bat 
pain. 
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Flj  then,  ye  Yisiona,  that  Hope  would  shed  o*er 

His  looks,  as  soft 

me; 

As  lightning  in  May, 

Loft  to  the  fiitnre,  my  sole  chance  of  rett 

Though  dangeroot  oft, 

Now  lies  not  in  dreaming  of  bliss  that's  before  me. 

Ne'er  wound  but  in  play : 

Bat,  ah—- in  forgetting  how  once  I  was  Uest. 

And  oh,  when  hi^  wings 

Have  brush'd  o'er  my  lyre, 

You'd  fancy^  its  strings 

Were  turning  to  fire. 

Guess  who  he  is. 

O  SAT,  THOU  BEST  AND  BRIGHTEST. 

Name  but  his  name, 
And  his  best  kiss, 

0  SAT,  thou  best  and  brightest, 

For  reward,  you  may  claim. 

My  first  love  and  my  last. 

When  he,  whom  now  thou  slightest. 
From  life's  dark  scene  hath  past, 

Wm  kinder  thoughts  then  move  thee  ? 

Will  pity  wake  one  thrill 

liTKE  ONE  WHO,  DOOBTD. 

For  him  who  liv'd  to  love  thee, 

And  dying,  lov'd  thee  still  ? 

LiKS  one  who^  doom'd  o'er  distant  seat 

His  weary  path  to  measure. 

If  when,  that  hour  recalling 

When  home  at  length,  with  fiiVring  breeie, 

From  which  he  dates  his  woes. 

He  brings  the  ftr-sought  treasure ; 

Thou  feel'st  a  tear-drop  fiilling. 

Ah,  blush  not  while  it  flows : 

But,  all  the  past  forgiving, 

That  shore  to  which  he  hasted ; 

Bend  gently  o'er  his  shrine. 

And  all  the  wealth  he  thought  his  own 

And  say,  "  This  heart,  when  living, 

Is  o'er  the  waters  wasted. 

«*  With  all  ite  faults,  was  mine." 

Like  him,  this  heart,  thro'  many  a  track 

Of  toil  and  sorrow  straying. 

One  hope  alone  brought  fondly  back. 

Its  toil  and  grief  repaying. 

WHKN  NIGHT  BRINGS  THE  HOUR. 

. 

Like  him,  alas,  I  see  that  ray 

Whkn  night  brings  the  hour 

Of  starlight  and  joy, 
There  comes  to  my  bower 

Of  hope  before  me  perish. 
And  one  dark  minute  sweep  away 
What  years  were  given  to  cherish. 

A  fidry-wing*d  boy ; 

With  eyes  so  bright. 
So  fdll  of  wild  arts. 

Like  nets  of  light, 

To  tangle  young  hearts ; 

FEAR  NOT  THAT,  WHn.E  AROUND 

With  lips,  in  whose  keeping 

THER 

Love's  secret  may  dwell. 

Like  Zephyr  asleep  in 

Fear  not  that,  while  around  thee 

Some  rosy  sea-shell. 

Life's  varied  blessings  pour, 

Guess  who  he  is. 

One  sigh  of  hers  shall  wound  thee. 

Name  but  his  name. 

Whose  smUe  thou  seek'st  no  mora 

And  his  best  kiss, 

No^  dead  and  cold  for  ever 

Let  our  past  love  remain ; 

Where'er  o'er  the  ground 

Shall  haunt  thy  rest  again. 

He  printe  his  light  feet, 

The  flow'rs  there  are  found 

May  the  new  ties  that  lund  thee 

Most  shining  and  aweet : 

Far  tweeter,  happier  prore^ 
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Nor  e'er  of  me  remind  thee, 

Where  lingering  fbll  oft  throa^  a  fommeMii^trs 

Bat  by  their  truth  and  lore. 

moon. 

Think  how,  asleep  or  waking. 

Our  partings,  though  late,  appeared  always  too  soon. 

Thy  image  haunts  me  yet ; 

But,  how  this  heart  is  breaking 

The  rest  were  all  cull'd  from  the  banks  of  that 

For  thy  own  peace  forget 

glade. 

Where,  watching  the  sunset,  so  often  we've  stray'd, 

And  moum'd,  as  the  time  went,  that  Love  had  no 
power 

To  bind  in  his  chain  even  one  happy  hour. 

WHEN  L0\^  IS  KIND. 
When  Love  is  kind. 

Cheerful  and  free. 

Love's  sure  to  find 

HOW  SHALL  I  WOO? 

Welcome  from  me. 

If  I  speak  to  thee  in  Friendship's  name, 

But  when  Love  brings 

Thou  think'st  I  speak  too  coldly; 

Heartache  or  pang. 

If  I  mention  Love's  devoted  flame. 

Tears,  and  such  things — 

Thou  say'st  I  speak  too  boldly. 

Love  may  go  hang  I 

Between  these  two  unequal  fires, 

Why  doom  me  thus  to  hover? 

If  Love  can  sigh 

Tm  a  friend,  if  such  thy  heart  requires. 

For  one  alone, 

If  more  thou  seek'st,  a  lover. 

Well  pleased  am  I 

Which  shall  it  be?  How  shall  I  woo? 

To  be  that  one. 

Fair  one,  choose  between  the  two. 

But  should  I  see 

Tho'  the  wings  of  Love  will  brightly  play, 

Love  giv'n  to  rove 

When  first  he  comes  to  woo  thee, 

To  two  or  three. 

There's  a  chance  that  he  may  fly  away 

Then — good-by,  Love  I 

As  fast  as  he  flies  to  thee. 

While  Friendship,  though  on  foot  she  come. 

Love  must,  in  short, 

No  flights  of  fancy  trying, 

Keep  fond  and  true. 

Will,  therefore,  oft  be  found  at  home, 

When  Love  abroad  is  flying. 

And  evil  toa 

Which  shall  it  be?  How  shall  I  woo? 

Dear  one,  choose  between  the  two. 

Else,  here  I  swear. 

Young  Love  may  go. 

If  neither  feeling  suits  thy  heart. 

For  aught  I  care — 

Let's  see,  to  please  thee,  whether 

To  Jericho. 

We  may  not  learn  some  precious  art 

To  mix  their  charms  together; 

One  feeling,  still  more  sweet,  to  form 
From  two  so  sweet  already — 

A  friendship  that  like  love  is  warm. 

THE  GARLAND  I  SEND  THEE. 

A  love  like  friendship  steady. 

Thus  let  it  be,  thus  let  me  woo, 

Thb  Garland  I  send  thee  was  cull'd  from  those 

Dearest,  thus  well  join  the  two. 

bowers 

Where  thou  and  I  wander'd  in  long  vanish'd  hours; 
Not  a  leaf  or  a  blossom  its  bloom  here  displays. 

But  bears  some  remembrance  of  those  happy  days. 

SPRING  AND  AUTUMN. 

The  roses  were  gathered  by  that  garden  gate. 

Where  our  meetings,  though  early,  seem'd  always 

Ev'rt  season  hath  its  pleasures; 

tooUte; 

Spring  may  boast  her  flow'ry  prime, 
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Tet  the  Tineyard's  raby  treasures 
Brighten  Aatomn's  sob'rer  time. 

So  Life's  year  begins  and  closes; 

Days,  though  short'ning,  still  can  shine; 

What  though  youth  gave  love  and  roses, 
Age  still  leaves  us  friends  and  wine. 

PhiUis,  when  she  might  have  caught  me, 

All  the  Spring  look'd  coy  and  shy, 
Tet  herself  in  Autumn  sought  me. 

When  the  flowers  were  all  gone  by. 
Ah,  too  late  ; — she  found  her  lover 

Calm  and  free  beneath  his  vine. 
Drinking  to  the  Spring-time  over 

In  his  best  autumnal  wine. 

Thus  may  we,  as  years  are  flying. 
To  their  flight  our  pleasures  suit. 

Nor  regret  the  blossoms  dying. 
While  we  still  may  taste  the  fruit 

Oh,  while  days  like  this  are  ours, 
Where's  the  lip  that  dares  repine  ? 


Spring  may  take  our  loves  and  flow^ 
So  Autumn  leaves  us  friends  and  wine. 


LOVE  ALONE. 

If  thou  wouldst  have  thy  charms  enchant  our  eyes, 
First  win  our  hearts,  for  there  thy  empire  lies: 
Beauty  in  vain  would  mount  a  heartless  throne, 
Her  Right  Divine  is  given  by  Love  alone. 

What  would  the  rose  with  all  her  pride  be  worth, 
Were  there  no  sun  to  call  her  brightness  forth? 
Biaidens,  unloVd,  like  flowers  in  darkness  thrown. 
Wait  but  that  light,  which  comes  from  Love  alone. 

Fair  as  thy  charms  in  yonder  glass  appear. 
Trust  not  their  bloom,  theyllfiide  frtmi  year  to  year : 
Wouldst  thou  they  still  should  shine  as  first  they 

shone. 
Go,  fix  thy  mirror  in  Love's  eyes  alone. 
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THOU  ART,  OH  GOD. 

(Aim.  —  Unknown. < ) 

"  The  daj  U  thliMi,  the  night  also  it  thine :  tboa  hast  pre- 
ptTMl  the  light  and  the  tun. 

"  Thoa  hast  set  all  the  borders  of  the  earth :  thou  hast 
made  summer  and  winter."  —  PM/m  Ixxir.  16, 17. 

Thou  art,  O  God,  the  life  and  light 
Of  all  this  'wondrous  world  we  see ; 

Its  glow  by  day,  its  smile  by  night. 
Are  but  reflections  caught  from  Thee. 

Where'er  we  turn,  thy  glories  shine. 

And  all  things  fair  and  bright  are  Thine  t 

1  I  have  heard  that  this  air  ia  by  the  late  Mrs.  Sheridan. 
It  It  sung  to  the  beautlftil  old  words,  **  I  do  ooofeM  thou'rt 
•mooOi  and  fair.** 


When  Day,  with  fiffewell  beam,  delays 
Among  the  opening  donds  of  Even, 

And  we  can  almost  think  we  gaie 
Through  golden  vistas  into  Heaven  — 

Those  hues  that  make  the  Sun's  decline 

So  sofr,  so  radiant,  LordI  are  Thine. 

When  Night,  with  wings  of  starry  gloom, 
0*ershadows  all  the  earth  and  skiet. 

Like  some  dark,  beauteous  bird,  whose  plume 
Is  sparkling  with  unnumber'd  eyes — 

That  sacred  gloom,  Uiose  fires  divine. 

So  grand,  so  countless,  Lo&D  I  are  Thine. 

When  youthftil  Spring  around  ns  breathci^ 
Thy  Spirit  wanna  her  fragrant  si|^i 
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And  erery  flower  the  Summer  wreathes 

Lord!  thou  didst  lore  Jerusalem — 

Is  bom  beneath  that  kindling  eye. 

Once  she  was  all  thy  own  ; 

Where'er  we  turn,  thy  glories  shine, 

Her  love  thy  fairest  heritage,^ 

And  all  things  fair  and  bright  are  Thine  ! 

Her  power  thy  glory's  throne.  ^ 

Till  evil  came,  and  blighted 

Thy  long-lor'd  olive  tree  ; —  ♦ 

And  Salem's  shrines  were  lighted 

For  other  gods  than  Thee. 

THE  BIRD,  LET  LOOSE. 

Then  sunk  the  star  of  Solyma — 

(Air. — Bb£tho\in.) 

Then  pass'd  her  glory's  day. 

Like  heath  that,  in  the  wilderness,  ^ 

The  bird,  let  loose  in  eastern  skies, » 

The  wild  wind  whirls  away. 

When  hast'ning  fondly  home. 

Silent  and  waste  her  bowers. 

Ne'er  stoops  to  earth  her  wing,  nor  flies 

Where  once  the  mighty  trod. 

Where  idle  warblers  roam. 

And  sunk  those  guilty  towers, 

But  high  she  shoots  through  air  and  light. 

While  Baal  reign'd  as  God. 

Above  all  low  delay, 

Where  nothing  earthly  bounds  her  flight, 

••  Go"— said  the  Lord—"  Ye  Conquerors  ! 

Nor  shadow  dims  her  way. 

**  Steep  in  her  blood  your  swords. 

"  And  raze  to  earth  her  battlements,^ 

So  grant  me,  God,  from  every  care 

"  For  they  are  not  the  Lord's. 

And  stain  of  passion  free, 

"  Till  Zion's  mournful  daughter 

Aloft,  through  Virtue's  purer  air, 

"  O'er  kindred  bones  shall  tread. 

To  hold  my  course  to  Thee  I 

"  And  Hinnom's  vale  of  slaughter  7 

No  sin  to  cloud,  no  lure  to  stay 

"  ShaU  hide  but  half  her  dead ! " 

My  Soul,  as  home  she  springs;  — 

Thy  Sunshine  on  her  joyful  way. 
Thy  Freedom  in  her  wings! 

WHO  IS  THE  MAID? 

ST.  Jerome's  ix>ve.s 

(  AlB. »  Bbbtbovxn.) 

FALLEN  IS  THY  THRONE. 

Who  is  the  Maid  my  spirit  seeks. 

(Am — MAmriNi.) 

Through  cold  reproof  and  slander's  blight  ? 

Has  she  Love's  roses  on  her  cheeks  ? 

Fall'n  is  thy  Throne,  oh  Israel ! 

Is  hers  an  eye  of  this  world's  light  ? 

Silence  is  o'er  thy  plains ; 

No — wan  and  sunk  with  midnight  prayer 

Thy  dwellings  all  lie  desolate. 

Are  the  pale  looks  of  her  I  love ; 

Thy  children  weep  in  chains. 

Or  if,  at  times,  a  light  be  there. 

Where  are  the  dews  that  fed  thee 

Its  beam  is  kindled  from  above. 

On  Etham's  barren  shore  ? 

That  fire  from  Heaven  which  led  thee. 

I  chose  not  her,  my  heart's  elect. 

Now  lights  thy  path  no  more. 

From  those  who  seek  their  Maker's  shrine 

'  The  carrier-pigeon,  it  it  well  Icnown,  fliei  at  an  elerated 

•  "  Take  away  her  battlemenU ;  for  they  are   not  the 

pitch,  in  order  to  surmoant  every  obstacle  between  her  and 

Lord's.".— JfT.  V.  10. 

the  place  to  which  ihe  li  destined. 

7  '*  Therefore,  behold,  the  days  come,  saith  the  Lord,  that 

«  ••  I  have  left  mine  heritage ;   I  have  given  the  dearly 

it  shall  no  more  be  called  Tophet,  nor  the  Valley  of  the  Son 

beloved  of  my  tout  into  the  hands  of  her  enemie*."— J(rrewt/aA, 

of  Hinnom,  but  the  Valley  of  Slaughter  ;  for  they  shall  bury 

xil.7. 

in  Tophet  till  there  he  no  place."— J«-.  vll.  82. 

»  "  Do  not  difgrace  the  throne  of  thy  glory."  —  Jer. 

"  These  lines  were  suggested  by  a  passage  in  one  of  St. 

xlv.3l. 

<  '•  The  I^rd  called  thy  name  a  green  oIive.tree;  fair,  and 

had  been  circulated  respecting  his  intimacy  with  the  matron 

of  RModly  frtiit,"  Ac.  —  Jer.  xl.  16. 

Paula  :  — "  Numquid  me  vestes  series,  nitcntes  gemmsp. 

>  •'  For  he  shall  be  like  the  heath  In  the  desert." ^Jrr. 

picu  fades,  aut  auri  rapuit  ambltlo  ?    Nulla  fiiit  alia  Rom» 

xvll.  C. 

w 

1 
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In  gems  and  garlands  proudly  deckVl, 

If,  wheu  deeeiv'd  and  wounded  here. 

As  if  ihemseivcs  were  things  divine. 

We  could  not  fly  to  Thee  ! 

1 

Ko — HuavtjQ  but  faiQlly  warms  the  breast 

The  fneodii,  who  in  our  sunshine  lire. 

■ 

1 

Thttt  beats  b^ueatli  u  broider'd  veil ; 

When  winter  comes,  are  flown ; 

1 

^m 

H  And  ahe  who  comes  in  glitf  ring  vest 

And  he  who  has  but  tears  to  give, 

■ 

w 

W      To  mourn  her  frailty,  gtill  is  fraH,  ^ 

Muiit  weep  those  tears  alone* 
But  thou  wilt  heal  that  broken  heart, 

1 

H 

Not  to  the  faded  form  I  prijse 

Which,  like  the  plants  that  throw 

I 

f 

And  loTe^  because  Its  bloom  is  gone ; 

Their  fragrance  from  the  wounded  part. 

The  glory  in  those  sainted  eyes 

Breathes  sweetuess  out  of  woe. 

Is  all  the  grace  her  brow  puts  on. 

And  ne'er  was  Beauty's  dawn  so  bright^ 

When  joy  no  longer  soothes  or  cheers. 

So  touehing  as  tlipt  form*s  decay » 

And  even  the  hope  that  threw 

Which,  like  the  altar's  trembling  light. 

A  moment's  flparkle  o'er  our  tears, 

In  holy  lustre  wastes  away* 

Is  dimm'd  and  vauish'd  too. 
Oh,  who  would  bear  life's  stormy  doom. 

Did  not  thy  Wing  of  Love 
Come,  brightly  wafting  through  the  gloom 

THIS  WORLD  IS  ALL  A  FLEETING 

Our  Peace- branch  from  aliove  ? 

SHOW. 

Then  sorrow,  toneh'd  by  Tliee,  grows  bright 

{Aril St£vkk»ok.> 

With  more  than  rapture's  ray  ; 
As  darkness  shows  us  worlds  of  light 

This  world  is  all  a  fleeting  show, 

We  never  saw  by  day  J 

For  man's  illu5i<>n  given  j 

The  smiles  of  Joy,  the  tears  of  Woe, 

■ 

Deceitriil  shme,  deceitful  flow— 

There's  nothing  true,  but  Heaven  I 

I 

And  false  the  light  on  Glory's  plume, 

WEEP  NOT  FOR  THOSE, 

V 

As  Ikdtng  hues  of  Even^ 

{Ajb,  — AviiON.) 

And  Love  and  Hope,  and  Beauty's  bloom, 

Are  bloesoms  gather'd  for  the  tomb— 

Weep  not  for  those  whom  the  veil  of  the  tomb, 

There*»  nothing  bright,  but  Heaven  ! 

In  life's  happy  morning,  hath  hid  from  our  eyes, 
Ere  sin  threw  a  blight  o'er  the  spirit's  young  bloom, 

Poor  wand'rers  of  a  stonny  day  1 

Or  earth  had  profan'd  what  was  born  for  ihe 

From  wave  to  wave  we're  driven. 

skies. 

And  Fancy's  flash,  and  Reason's  ray. 

Death  chill'd  the  fair  fountain,  ere  sorrow  had 

Serve  but  to  light  the  troubled  way^- 

stain'd  it  -, 

There's  nothing  calm,  but  Heaven  ! 

'TwiLH  frozen  in  all  the  pure  light  of  its  course. 
And  but  sleepa  till  the  sunshine  of  Heaven  has 

• 

unchain'd  it. 
To  water  that  Eden  where  first  was  its  source. 

OH,   THOU!   WHO  DRY'ST   THE 

Weep  not  for  tho&e  whom  the  veil  of  the  tomb. 

MOURNER'S  TEAR. 

In  life's  happy  morning,  bath  hid  from  our  eyes» 

(Am,—  llATRSf.J 

Ere  sin  threw  a  blight  o  cr  the  spirit's  young  blt>om, 
Or  earth  had  profan'd  what  was  bom  for  the 

skies. 

WMnidj/*  —  Fialm  cxl*lL  3. 

Om,  Thou  f  who  dry'st  the  mourner's  tear. 

Mourn  not  for  her.  the  young  Bride  of  the  Vale's 

How  dark  this  world  would  be, 

Our  gayest  and  loveliest,  lost  to  us  now, 

OUT  rar»  «tii?D  we  h«Td  of  her  death-    During  her  lut  dell- 

«»  Ejtiit,  ad  Tim. 

rluni  »hP  »uijg  several  byrani,  tn  a  votce  erro  clearer  and 

*  TbU  Mcood  verw,  which  1  wrote  long  «rt«r  ihe  WthU  id- 

aweetet  than  iisiial,  and  among  tbc«  w<»re  mmt  from  th« 

preiCTit  mUection.  ( pATticuWIy,  "*  Thrrr'*  nolhing  bright  but 

Hea*en/*)  vthhh  lhl»  vnvj  IntereitiDg  ilrl  had  often  lieard 

church p  OctoUfr  3L  \H\.\  and  itlwl  of  a  (ever  *n  ft  few  wetki 

mc  »iikg  during  the  summer. 

■Dtf :  the  tound  of  her  marrlngu-belli  jptmed  Kmrccly  out  of 

1 

1 

S 

I 

B3 

J 

^^^^^^^^^^^ 

1 
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1 

Ere  life's  early  lustre  had  time  to  grow  pale. 

There's  nothing  dark,  below,  above, 

And  the  garland  of  !x)ve  was  yet  freali  on  her 

But  in  its  gloom  1  trace  thy  I*ove, 

brow. 

And  meekly  wait  that  moment,  when 

1 

Oh,  then  was  her  moment,  dear  spirit,  for  flying 

Thy  touch  shall  turn  aU  bright  again  1 

From  this  gloomy  world,  -while  iti  gloom  was 

nnknown  — 
And  the  wild  hymcs  she  warbled  so  swiftly,  in 

dying. 

Were  echoed  in  HeaTeo  hy  lips  like  her  own. 

SOUND  THE  LOUD  TIMBREI., 

Weep  not  for  her — in  her  spring-time  she  flew 

To  that  Und  where  the  wings  of  the  soul  arc 

mBiABi'a  floNo. 

|t 

unfurFd  i 

(AHL^AVIIOR*) 

And  now,  like  a  star  beyond  evening's  cold  dew, 

Looks  radiantly  down  on  the  tears  of  thia  world. 

"And  MJriAin  the  ProptieLeii,  tli«  litter  of  Aartiti,  took  ■ 
itmtirel  In  her  h<utd  ;  and  nil  th«  womeo  went  out  n.ft'ur  her 
with  Umlireli  «id  with  iui^t*'*  —  Erad.  xt,  70. 

SotTNB  the  loud  Timbrel  o'er  Egypt's  dark  sea  1 

^^ 

^   THE  TURF  SHALL  BE  MY  FRAGRANT 

Jehovah  has  triumphed  —  his  people  are  free. 

■ 

■                               SHRINE. 

Sing  — for  the  pride  of  the  Tyrant  in  broken, 
Eifl  chaj^iots,  his  horsemen,  all  splendid  and 

w 

(Atll.^STlVlNAON.) 

brave  — 
How  vQJn  was  their  boast,  for  the  Lobi>  hath  but 

The  tarf  shall  be  my  fragrant  shrine ; 

spoken^ 

My  temple,  Loiu>  I  that  Arch  of  thine  j 

And  ehariots  and  borupmen  are  snnk  in  the 

My  censer^s  breath  the  mountain  airs. 

wave. 

And  silent  thoughts  my  only  pmyersJ 

Sound  the  loud  Timbrel  o*er  Egypt's  dark  sea; 
jEHovAa  has  triumph*d  —  his  people  are  free. 

My  choir  shall  be  the  moonlight  waves* 

When  uiiinuVinK  homeward  to  their  caves, 

Praise  to  the  Conqueror,  praise  to  the  Lord  ! 

Or  when  the  stillness  of  the  sea. 

His  word  was   our  arrow,  hb  breath  was  our 

Even  more  than  moiic,  breathes  of  Thee  I 

sword,  — 
Who  shall  return  to  tell  Egypt  the  story 

ril  seek,  by  day,  some  gladi^  unknown, 

Of  those  she  sent  forth  in  the  hour  of  her  pride? 

All  light  and  silence,  like  thy  Throne  j 

For  the  LonD  hath  look'd  out  from  his  pillar  of 

And  the  pale  stars  fihall  he,  at  night. 

glory,  s 

^ 

The  only  eyes  that  watch  my  rite. 

And  all  her  brave  thousands  are  dnsh'd  in  the 
tide. 
8ound  the  loud  Timbrel  o^er  Egypfs  dark  sen ; 
Jehovah  has  triumphed— his  people  are  fi*e«  I 

* 

"       Thy  Heaven,  on  which  'tis  hlias  to  look. 
Shall  be  my  pure  and  shiniDg  bw>k. 

Where  I  shall  read,  in  words  of  flame, 

The  glories  of  thy  wondrous  name.                  < 
I'll  read  thy  anger  in  the  rack 

That  clouds  awhile  the  day -beam's  track  j 

Thy  mercy  in  the  azure  hue 

GO,  LET  ME  WEEP, 

Of  iunny  brightness,  breaking  throu^ 

(Ai&.  —  Stkvskion.) 

There's  nothing  bright,  above,  below, 

Go,  let  me  weep  ^there's  bliss  m  tean, 

From  flowers  that  bloom  to  stars  that  glow, 

When  he  who  sheds  them  inly  feela 

But  in  its  light  my  soul  caq  see 

Some  lingVing  stain  of  early  years 

Some  feature  of  thy  Deity 

Effaced  by  every  drop  that  steal*. 

•  rH  oranl  tacit*. 

•  "  And  It  c*rno  fo  put,  th»t,  ta  the  momlni;  wntfli,  the 

'^  1  Have  to  much  jUtercd  the  chAracter  ni  thii  lilr,  wfaleh  li 

Lord  loobn)  iioto  the  Uatt  oTthfi  Mgf pliant,  through  th«  pllUr 

htm  tiMbHUtuiLnf  offsoeor  AvtHMi'iold-fuhlonHlcmicerto*, 

offlr*  Budofthecloiid,  and  troubled  the  hoit  of  iho  Efxp. 

1 

i 

liMl,  wlllMNittiatAdinuvleagtaene,  It  could  tuniljr,  t  UilnJi, 
to  rseofslstil. 

tlaiu.'*_  E^od,  xlT,  34. 

1 

• 
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The  fruitless  showers  of  worldly  woo 

When^  bringing  every  balmy  sweet 

Fall  dark  to  earth  and  never  rise; 

Her  day  of  luxury  stor'd. 

I 

While  tears  ttjat  frora  repentance  lli>w, 

She  o'er  her  Saviour's  hallow'd  feet 

■ 

In  bright  exhalemcnt  reach  the  skies. 

The  precious  odours  pour'dj — 

■ 

Go,  let  me  weep. 

And  wip'd  them  with  that  golden  hair, 

1 

^^^^^H  Leave  me  to  sigh  o*er  liours  tbat  flew 

Where  once  the  diamond  ibone; 

■ 

^^1^^^       More  idly  than  the  summer's  wind, 

Though  now  those  gems  of  grief  were  there 

I 

And,  while  they  pass'd,  a  fragrance  threw. 

Which  Bhinc  for  Goi>  alone  I 

■ 

But  leil  no  trace  of  sweets  behind,  ~- 

■ 

The  warmest  sigh  that  pleasure  heaves 

Were  not  tho&e  sweets,  so  humbly  shed — ^ 

I 

Is  cold,  is  faint  to  tbose  that  swell 

That  hair — ^tho«e  weeping  eyes  — 

■ 

The  hejut,  where  pure  repentance  grieves 

And  the  sunk  heart,  that  inly  bled — 

■ 

0*cr  hours  of  pleasure,  lov'd  loo  weli 

Heaven's  noblest  sacrifice? 

■ 

Leave  me  to  sigh. 

Thou,  that  hast  slept  in  error*s  sleep. 
Oh,  wouldst  thou  wake  in  Heaven, 
Like  Mary  kneel,  like  Mary  weep. 

1 

"  Love  much*"  and  be  fbrgiveDl 

COME  NOT,  OH  LORD. 

CoMM  nau  oh  Lord,  in  the  dread  robe  of  splendour 

AS  DOWN  IN  THE  SUNLESS  RETREATS. 

Thou  wor'st  on  the  Mount,  in  the  day  of  thine 
ire; 
Come  veil'd  m  those  shadows,  deep,  aw^l,  but 

(All*— Haydh.) 

As  down  in  the  sunless  retreats  of  the  Oeean, 

tender. 

Sweet  flowerg  are  springing  no  mortal  can  seCi, 

Which  Mercy  tLmga  over  thy  featuret  of  fire! 

Soi,  deep  In  my  soul  the  gtill  prayer  of  dc'votion. 
Unheard  by  the  world,  rises  silent  to  Thee, 

Loai>,   thou   rememVrest    the   night,  when   thy 

My  QoDt  silent,  to  Thee  — 

Nation  * 

Pure,  warm,  silent,  to  Thee. 

Stood  fronting  her  Foe  by  the  red -rolling  stream  j 

O'er  Egypt  thy  pUlar  shed  dark  desolation, 

As  still  to  the  star  of  its  worship,  though  clouded. 

While  Israel  bafik'd  aU  the  night  in  its  beam. 

The  needle  points  faithfully  o  er  the  dim  sea. 
So,  dark  oa  I  roam,  in  this  wintry  world  shrouded, 

So,  when  the  dread  clouds  of  anger  enfold  Thee, 

The  hope  of  my  spirit  turns  trembling  to  Thee, 

From  usj  in  thy  mercy,  the  dark  side  remove; 

My  God  I  trembrmg,  to  Thee  — 

li\Tiile  shrouded  in  terrors  the  guilty  behold  Thee, 

True,  fond,  trembling,  to  Thee. 

Oh,  turn  upon  us  the  mild  light  of  thy  Love ! 

BUT  WHO  SHALL  SEE. 

<  A  1 S,  <-  STCVENtDH.  ) 

WERE  NOT  THE  SINFUL  MARTS  TEARS. 

<  Alt,  -«  Stsviksom.) 

BoT  who  shall  see  the  glorious  duy 
When,  throned  on  Zion's  brow, 

Webe  not  the  sinful  Mary's  tears 

The  LoKi>  shall  rend  that  veil  away 

An  offering  worthy  Heaven, 

Which  liidfB  the  natioos  now?* 

Wlieiii  o*er  the  faults  of  former  years. 

When  earth  no  more  beneath  the  fear 

She  wept  --and  was  forgiven? 

Of  his  rebuke  -shall  lie ;  * 

«  '♦  Aod  \t  came  between  the  cani|>  of  the  EgTP*i*nt  and 

3  ^^  And  he  will  deitroy,  in  thli  tnctunUda,  lh«  (nee  of  th«i 

tlM  «inp  of  Urwl ;  Bad  It  wu  m  cloud  sind  darkneu  to  th&a. 

corerlni  cut  utet  *1l  people,  and  the  ral\  thait  it  «[>read  oTwr 

bol  tl  «»T«  light  by  DJ^hl  ta  ihe*ar  ^Exod.  xU.lO. 

All  luitloni."'—  Itaixih.  i;x¥,  7- 

»  "  H*T  lini.  which  are  muny ,  «re  forgiren  t  for  iJie  loied 

*  '■^  Thi!  rebuke  of  hli  pr^fite  «hall  he  Vikm  awaj  ftxaa  oHF 

muth.'*—  LuJke^  vll.  17. 

all  the  esath."  ^  laaiak,  %i.r.  S. 

1 

I 

1 

1 
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I 
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PTien  pflio  abnll  cease,  and  every 
Be  wip'd  from  eVry  eye,  ^ 


When 


tear 


Then,  Judtih,  thou  no  more  shalt  roomm 

Beneath  the  heathen's  chain; 
Thy  days  of  splendonr  shall  return,, 

And  all  be  new  again.  ^ 
The  Fonnt  of  Life  shall  then  be  qnaff'd 

In  peace,  by  nil  who  come;' 
And  every  wind  that  blows  shxkll  waft 

Some  long-lost  eiile  home. 


ALMIGHTY    GODI 

CUOBtTS   OF    t»Kli;STft, 

Almighty  God  I  when  romid  thy  shrine 
The  Palm-tree's  heavenly  branch  we  twine,'' 
(Emblem  of  Lifers  eternal  ray, 
And  Love  that  **  fadeth  not  away,'*) 
We  bless  the  flowers,  expanded  all»  ^ 
We  ble«a  the  leaves  that  never  fall, 
And  trembling  gay,^**  In  Eden  tbua 
*'■  The  Tree  of  Life  may  flower  for  us  I " 

When  round  thy  Cherubs — smiling  culm. 
Without  their  flames  i^ — we  wreathe  the  Palm, 
Oh  Goo !  we  feel  the  emblem  true  — 
Thy  Jlercy  is  eternal  too. 
Those  Cherubs,  with  their  smiling  eye*, 
That  crown  of  Palm  which  never  die«, 
Are  but  the  types  of  Thee  above  ^ 
Eternal  Life,  and  Peace,  and  Love  J 


>  '*  And  GctD  ihull  wipe  Mr^y  ftU  teArt  from  their  eypi ; 
.  . .  ,  nefthcr  f  ball  ther«  be  anjr  more  pain/"  —  Rirv.  xx\.  i. 

^  "  Ami  he  thai  lat  upon  the  thr€)ne  ftafd.  Behold,  1  majte 
all  [hln^ft  new."  ^  Rew^  x%i.  5. 

^  "■  And  whcMoeror  will,  let  him  Uke  the  water  at  life 
frpply/'  —  Rnf.  \\\\.  n, 

*  **  The  Hcrtpturt-*  hating  ilcclnrrd  that  iho  Temple  of 
JiTui^lom  wa»  ft  typp  of  the  MefjilAh.  it  U  lutural  to  oon- 
cluik  that  the  Palmt,  which  made  jo  conipirutxii  e  figure 
In  that  utrurturc,  revret^Dtrd  that  Lt/caxid  ImntoriiUitjf  which 
wreri^  tjroughl  to  Ijfht  by  the  Go*pcl.'"'  —  OttHrtfOtions  en  ike 
Faim,  tti  d  Sttert4  Emhtem,  by  W.  TIrHp. 

^  '*  And  h«  ciirred  all  the  wallji  of  the  hooie  round  afaout 
with  canred  A^ire*  of  cherubiint,  and  palm-treet,  and  cfprn 
Jlawr^.^*^  I  Kmfff^  Ti,  29* 

*  '*  When  the  paMo?er  of  the  tabenmclef  wu  revealed  to 


OH  FAIR!  on  PUREST  I 

aAIKT   AUGUSTINE  TO  HIB   BISTER.? 
(AlIU  — MOPKC.) 

Oh  fair !  oh  purest  I  be  thou  the  dove 
That  flies  alone  to  some  sunny  grove^ 
And  lives  unseen,  and  bathe^i  her  wing, 
All  vestal  white,  in  the  limpid  spring. 
There,  if  the  hovViiig  haw  k  he  near, 
That  limpid  spring  in  its  mirror  clear, 
Keflects  him,  ere  he  reach  his  prey, 
And  warns  the  timorous  bird  away. 

Be  thou  this  dove  ; 
Fairi'st,^  purest,  be  thou  this  dove. 

The  soered  pa^es  of  God's  own  book 
Shall  be  the  spring,  the  eternal  brook. 
In  whose  holy  mirror,  night  and  day, 
Thou  It  study  Heaven 'a  reflected  rayj-^ 
And  sbotdd  the  foes  of  virtue  dare. 
With  gloomy  wing,  to  seek  thee  there, 
Thoti  wilt  see  how  dark  their  shadows  lie 
Between  Heaven  and  thee,  and  trembling  fly  1 

Be  tliou  that  dove  ; 
Fairest^  purest,  be  thou  that  dove. 


I 
I 


ANGEL  OF  CHARITY, 

(AlR.^BATfDltJ..} 

Angel  of  Charity,  who,  from  above, 

Comest  to  dwell  a  pilgrim  here. 
Thy  voice  is  mimic ,  thy  smile  is  love, 

And  Pity's  soul  is  in  thy  tear. 
Wlien  on  the  shrine  of  God  were  laid 

First-fruits  of  all  most  good  and  fair, 
That  ever  bloom 'd  in  Edeo^i  tthade, 

Thine  was  the  holiest  offering  there. 


thft  nrrejit  lawiftrer  in  tho  motifit.  thvn  the  chertible  tmairei 
whJch  appcHred  En  that  itructure  were  no  toiigt'r  furroundi<d 
bf  flajnei  ;  for  thetabernaclcs  wai  atypeoflhediipPtiMUoDor 
mercy,  hy  which  J^iiovAit  confirmed  hh  gracious  oovenAnt  lo 
redeem  mankind/' —  Olmrrt^atfont  tm  the  Fatm. 

*  Id  St.  AugiiitJne'i  Treatlso  upmi  the  adrantafet  of  a 
•olitciry  lire,  nddretied  to  hli  sliter,  there  l«  ibe  foUowlnf 
fancirid  ptuMfe,  from  which,  Itae  reader  will  fwrtelfe.  the 
thinight  of  thli  imig  waa  taken  :  —  "  Te,  toror,  nunqaaro 
nolo  eiie  fteeuram,  %ed  tlmcre  kemperquc  tuam  fTairiUtateiit 
habere  tutpcctam.  ad  Initar  pavidie  cohinibie  fTc^uentare 
rlfoe  aquaruin  et  quail  in  tpeciilo  acclptirU  ceroere  luptr- 
rolantlJi  eflHitieni  et  carere,  Hivl  niiuanin}  ten(entl«  aunt 
•crfpturaruiD,  que  de  llmpiiS(»dmo  paptentlJB  foate  proin- 
«ntte«,**  Btckc^Dt  fit.  ErrpUL  ad  Sororttm. 


I 


1 

^^^^^ 

^ 
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Hope  mad  ber  sister,  Failb,  were  given 

This  sinful  world,  with  hand  to  heav*n  exte^dt'd. 

But  as  our  guides  to  yooder  t«ky  ; 

And  hear  him  swear  by  Thee  that  Time*!*  no 

Soon  as  they  reach  the  verf^e  of  hfaveOt 

tnore  ?  '^ 

There,  lost  in  perfect  blisa,  Ibey  die.' 

When  Kurth  shall  feel  thy  fesl  consuming  ray — 

But,  long  as  Love,  Almighty  L*ive» 

Who,  Mighty  God,  oh  who  shall  bear  that  day  ? 

Shall  on  his  throne  of  thrones  abidu, 

Thou,  Charity,  fihall  dwell  above. 

When  through   the   world   thy  awful   call   haih 

1 

Smiling  for  ever  by  Hie  side  I 

sounded  — 

**  Wake,  all  ye  Dead,   to  judgment  wake,  ye 

Deadl"s 

And  from  the  clouds,  by  seraph  eyes  surrounded, 

1 

The  Saviour  shall  put  forth  his  radiant  head  j  * 

Wbile  Earth  and  Heav'n  before  Him  pass  away —  * 

BEHOLD  THE  SUN, 

Who,  Mighty  God,  oh  who  shall  bear  that  day  Y 

(AlR.^LoiD  MOBMNCTOM.) 

When,  with  a  glance,  th'  Eternal  Judge  sball  sever 

Behold  tfcc  Sun,  how  briji^ht 

Earth's  evil  spirits  from  the  pure  and  bright, 

From  yonder  East  he  springs. 
As  if  tfae  sou]  of  life  und  light 

And  say  to  those,  **  Depart  from  me  for  ever !  " 
To  (AcOT,  "  Come»  dwell   with   uie   in   endless 
light  l"« 
When  each  and  all  in  silence  take  their  way  — 

Were  breathing  from  his  wings. 

1 

So  bright  the  Gospel  broke 

Who,  Mighty  Got>,  oh  who  sball  bear  that  day  ? 

Upon  the  &ouls  of  men  f 

S*j  fresh  the  dreaming  world  awoke 

La  Truth's  full  radiance  then* 

OH,  TEACH  IklE  TO  LOVE  THEE. 

Before  yon  Sun  arose. 

{Ai  a.— Haydn.) 

1 

Stare  clustered  through  the  sky  — 

■ 

Bot  oh,  how  dim  I  how  pale  were  those. 

Oh,  teach  me  to  love  Thee^  to  feel  what  ihuu  art, 

1 

To  His  one  boming  eye  I 

Till,  fiU'd  with  the  one  sacred  image,  my  heart 
Shall  all  other  passions  disown  ; 

So  Tnith  lent  roimy  a  ray. 

Like  some  pure  temple,  that  Bhioes  apai-t. 

To  ble«s  tbe  Pagan's  night  — 

Reserved  for  Thy  worship  alone. 

Hut,  LoBi*^  how  weak,  how  cold  were  they 

To  Thy  One  glorious  Light  1 

In  joy  and  in  sorrow,  throiigh  praise  and  through 

^■u^ 

blame, 

HH|p 

Thus  still  let  me,  living  and  dying  the  same, 

In  71i^  service  bloom  and  decay  ^ — 

Like  some  lone  altar,  whose  votive  flame 

In  holiness  wosteth  away. 

LORD,  WHO  SHALL  BEAR  THAT  DAY, 

(JiiR._Dii.Ba¥cm,) 

Though  born  in  this  desert,  and  doom M  by  my  birth 
To  pain  and  affliction,  to  darkness  and  cliMrtli, 

LoRp,  who  shall  bear  that  day^  so  dreiid,  so  sptvu- 

On  Thee  let  my  spirit  rely  — 

did. 

Like  some  nide  diaU  that,  fix'd  on  earth. 

When  we  shall  see  thy  Angel,  hov'ritig  o*er 

Still  looks  for  its  light  from  the  sky. 

»  '•  Th«i  Faith  thai)  fall,  atid  h&lf  Mope  shall  dJe, 

»  "  From  whnie  face  theearth  nad  tbe  heAircn  fled  away."  — 

One  lott  In  ccrtaiDtj,  and  one  hi  joj.*'  —  Prior ^ 

nev.x%,ll. 
^  "And  t>proTe  Him  iliall  be  gathered  oil  natiutit,  and  He 

*  **  And  th»  «af  c]  which  [  law  itand  upon  the  tea.  and  upan 

•halt  aepanita  th^m  one  from  another.  -  -  .  , 

CiM  autk, lifted  up  h1«  hand  to  heaven,  and  iware  hj  Him  that 

■*  Then  ihall  the  Klnir  tay  unto  them  tm  bli  right  hand. 

Itvetb  fbr  ever  and  ever,  .  ,  .  .   that  there  ihonldbetiTno  no 

Coni«,  ye  bl(iW«d  of  lay  Father,  inherit  the  kingdom  prepared 

Itmgct-"  —  /?rp,  X- IS,  <5, 

for  you,  Jke. 

1     ' 

*  •'  Awake,  ye  D«id,  and  eom*  to  judgment," 

**  Then  ibstl  He  »y  alio  unto  them  on  the  left  band,  De- 

^^^B 

•  "  They  »batl  «ee  the  Son  of  Man  cmaiDg  in  thn  rlnudi  of 

part  from  nw,  ye  curwd,  ftc. 

^^^H 

Iwftiren  -*  and  all  the  aiiscU  with  hun/'-*  Matt,  xx\v,  30.  and 

r 

«»».3I. 

but  tbe  rfghtMiOi  Into  life  etemaL"—  Maii.  xx? .  32.  et  teg. 

J 

E 

1 

J 

248 


MOORE'S  WORKS. 


WEEP,  CHILDREN  OF  ISRAEL. 

(AlB.  —  Stbvbnson.) 

Weep,  weep  for  him,  the  Man  of  God—  » 
In  yonder  vale  he  sunk  to  rest ; 

Bat  none  of  earth  can  point  the  sod^ 
That  flowers  above  his  sacred  breast. 
Weep,  children  of  Israel,  weep ! 

His  doctrine  fell  like  Heaven's  rain,' 
His  words  refreshed  like  Heaven's  dew— 

Oh,  ne'er  shall  Israel  see  again 
A  Chief,  to  God  and  her  so  true. 
Weep,  children  of  Israel,  weep ! 

Remember  ye  his  parting  gaze, 
His  farewell  song  by  Jordan's  tide. 

When,  full  of  glory  and  of  days, 
He  saw  the  promised  land  —  and  dicd.^ 
Weep,  children  of  Israel,  weep  I 

Yet  died  he  not  as  men  who  sink. 
Before  our  eyes,  to  soulless  clay  ; 

But,  chang'd  to  spirit,  like  a  wink 
Of  summer  lightning,  pass'd  away.^ 
Weep,  children  of  Israel,  weep! 


LIKE  MORNING,  WHEN  HER  EARLY 
BREEZE. 

(Air.  — Bbkthotbn.) 

Like  morning,  when  her  early  breeze 
Breaks  up  the  surface  of  the  seas, 
That,  in  those  furrows,  dark  with  night. 
Her  hand  may  sow  the  seeds  of  light— 

Thy  Grace  can  send  its  breathings  o'er 
The  Spirit,  dark  and  lost  before, 
And,  fresh'ning  all  its  depths,  prepare 
For  Truth  divine  to  enter  there. 

1  **  And  the  children  of  Urael  wept  for  Motet  in  the  plains 
of  Moab."  —  Devt.  xxxir.  8. 

*  *'  And  he  buried  him  in  a  raiiej  in  the  land  of  Moab ; 
....  but  no  man  knoweth  of  hii  sepulchre  unto  this  daj." 
—  Ibid.  Ter.  6. 

>  **  My  doctrine  shall  drop  as  the  rain,  mjr  speech  shall 
distil  as  the  dew.**  —  Mo»e$*  Song,  Deut.  xxxU.  2. 

*  **  I  hKW  caused  thee  to  see  it  with  thine  ejres,  bat  thou 
shah  not  go  orer  thither."—  Demt.  xxxIt.  4. 

*  **  As  he  was  going  to  embrace  Bleater  and  Joshua,  and 


Till  David  touch'd  his  sacred  lyre, 
In  silence  lay  th'  unbreathing  wire ; 
But  when  he  swept  its  chords  along, 
Ev'n  Angels  stoop'd  to  hear  that  song. 

So  sleeps  the  soul,  till  Thou,  oh  Lobd, 
Shalt  deign  to  touch  its  lifeless  chord — 
Till,  wak'd  by  Thee,  its  breath  shall  riae 
In  music,  worthy  of  the  skies  I 


COME,  YE  DISCONSOLATR 

(AlB.— Gbrman.) 

Come,  ye  disconsolate,  where'er  you  languish, 
Come,  at  God's  altar  fervently  kneel ; 

Here  bring  your  wounded  hearts,  here  tell  your  an- 
guish— 
Earth  has  no  sorrow  that  Heaven  cannot  heaL 

Joy  of  the  desolate.  Light  of  the  straying, 
Hope,  when  all  others  die,  fodeless  and  pure. 

Here  speaks  the  Comforter,  in  God's  name  say- 
ing— 
*'  Earth  has  no  sorrow  that  Heaven  cannot  cure." 

Go,  ask  the  infidel,  what  boon  he  brings  us. 
What  charm  for  aching  hearts  he  can  reveal. 

Sweet  as  that  heavenly  promise  Hope  sings  us — 
'*  Earth  has  no  sorrow  that  God  cannot  heal." 


AWAKE,  ARISE,  THY  LIGHT  IS  COME. 

(Air.  —  Strvbmson.) 

Awake,  arise,  thy  light  is  come  ;^ 
The  nations,  that  before  outshone  thee. 

Now  at  thy  feet  lie  dark  and  dumb — 
The  glory  of  the  Lord  is  on  thee  I 

Arise — the  Gentiles  to  thy  ray. 
From  ev'ry  nook  of  earth  shall  cluster ; 

And  kings  and  princes  haste  to  pay 
Their  homage  to  thy  rising  lustre.7 

was  still  discoursing  with  them,  a  cloud  stood  orer  him  on 
the  sudden,  and  he  disappeared  in  a  certain  Taliey,  although 
he  wrote  in  the  Holy  Books  that  he  died,  which  was  done 
out  of  fear,  lest  they  should  renture  to  say  that,  because  of 
his  extraordinary  virtue,  he  went  to  God.**~  JosrpAta,  book  ir. 
chap.  viii. 

«  **  Arise,  shine ;  for  thy  light  is  come,  and  the  glory  of  the 
Lord  is  risen  upon  thee."«/«afaA,  Ix. 

7  "  And  the  Gentiles  shall  come  to  thy  light,  and  kfaigt  to 
the  brightness  of  thy  rising.*'  —  lb. 
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Lift  up  thine  eyes  arotind*  aud  see. 

O'er  foreign  fieldji,  o'er  farthest  waters, 

Thy  exird  sons  return  t*>  thee, 

To  t.b*f*  return  thy  home-sick  daughters." 

And  camels  rich,  from  Midian's  tents, 
Shtdi  lay  their  treasures  dovrn  before  thee  ; 

And  Saha  bring  her  gold  and  sctnta. 
To  ill  thy  air  and  sparkle  o'er  thee** 

See,  who  are  tliese  tbat,  like  a  cloud,  ^ 
Are  gatheriQg  from  all  eartli's  donnuionii 

Like  dov<s,  long  absent,  when  allowed 

Homewu^  to  shoot  their  trembling  pinions. 

Surely  thei-sles  shall  wait  ftjr  me,'* 

The  ships  of  Tarshish  round  will  hover, 

To  bring  thy  eons  acros*  the  sea. 
And  waft  their  gold  and  silver  over. 

And  Lebanon  thy  pomp  shall  grace—*  ■'' 
The  fir,  the  pine,  the  palm  iFietorioufi 

Shall  beHutify  oar  Holy  Place, 

And  njake  the  ground  I  tread  on  glorioas. 

No  more  shall  Discord  haunt  thy  ways,* 
Nor  ruin  wuste  thy  cheerless  nation  ; 

But  thou  shall  call  thy  portals,  Praise, 
And  thoo  shaJt  name  thy  walls,  Salvation. 

The  sun  no  more  shall  make  thee  bright,  ? 

Nor  moon  shaU  lend  her  lustre  to  thee  j 
But  God,  Himself,  shall  be  thy  Light, 

And  flash  eternal  glory  throogh  thee. 

Thy  sun  shall  never  more  go  do^Ti  j 
A  ray,  from  Heaven  itself  descended, 

Shall  light  thy  everlasting  crown  — 
Thy  days  of  mourning  all  are  ended.* 

My  own,  elect,  and  righteous  Land ! 

The  Branch,  for  ever  green  and  vernal, 
Wbich  I  have  planted  with  this  hand^ 

Live  thou  sbalt  in  Life  Eternal.  ^ 

'  *'  Lfft  op  thtne  cyn  rnund  aboul,  sod  kc  ;  all  thry  gutber 
tliiptiifrelvet  tOKrther,  thejr  comtt  to  thee  ;  thjf  ioni  iliall  cume 
IVom  afar,  Etnd  Ihy  daughter*  6h.tll  be  nuri«d  at  ihj  ild©,'*  — 
iMOiitk,  In. 

«  "  The  multitude  of  oiioeli  bh»ll  cofer  th«s  i  the  drome- 
daiiei  of  Midiiin  and  Ephah  \  all  they  frum  !ili«M  ahiil  come  \ 
Vtivs  kh»ll  brini;  golnl  and  iDc^iue/'  —  lb. 

*  *'  Who  are  thcio  that  Oj  a*  a  cli>ud,  and  u  the  dov«i  to 
thrilr  window!  ?  '*  —  /*. 

*  "  BujTvly  th«  Ulei  ibikLl  wait  for  nie,nivd  the  tblpaaf  Tit- 
•Jitoh  firftt,  to  biing  Ihy  loni  frcnn  &r,  their  lUrer  and  tbelr 
prfd  with  them.  *  —  lb. 

*  *'  Tbvglorj  of  LeltananthaU  ccmoftunlo  thee  i  ttee  flr-lmp, 
Ihi*  plncf-trM,  and  th4»  box  tojEtrtber,  to  bcmutUy  the  pljH:e  of 
taj  AADCttiATy  i  and  1  will  makf  the  plore  or  mf  ttust,  glorioui.^' 


THERE  IS  A  BLEAK  DESERT. 
( Ai » ,  ^  Cb  RjicKirnlvl. ) 

Theee  is  a  blcjik  Deiertr  where  daylight  grows 

weary 
Of  wasting  its  smile  on  a  region  no  dreary — 

What  may  that  desert  be? 
"Tis  Life,  cheerless  Life,  where  the  few  Joys  that 

eome 
Are  lost  like  that  daylight,  for  'tis  not  their  home. 

There  is  a  lone  Pilgrim,  before  whose  fitint  c)  es 
The  water  he  pants  for  but  sparkles  and  flies  — 

Who  may  that  Pilgrim  be  ? 
*Tls  Man,hapless  Man,  through  this  life  tempted  on 
By  fair  shining  hopes,  that  in  shining  are  gone* 

There  is  a  bright  Fountain,  through  that  Desert ' 

stealing 
To  pure  lips  alone  lu  refreshment  revealing — 

What  may  that  Foimtain  be  ? 
Tis  Truth,  h«ly  Truth,  that,  like  springs  under 

ground. 
By  the  gifted  of  Heaven  alone  can  be  found.  ><^ 

There  is  a  fair  Spirit,  whose  wand  hath  the  spell 
To  point  where  those  waters  in  secrecy  dwell  — 

Who  may  that  Spirit  be  ? 
'Tis  Faith,  htimbk  Faith,  who  hath  Icam'd  that, 

where'er 
Her   wand  bends  to  worship,  the  Truth  must  bt; 

there  1 


SINCE  FIRST  THY  WORD. 

(All Nicholas  Frgjiiiati.) 

SdjOE  first  Thy  Word  awak'd  my  lieart, 
Like  new  life  dawning  o*er  me, 

«  *'  VlolpDce  that)  no  more  be  beard  in  thj  Und,  wiutlni 
nor d«itrucUon  within  thy  bonier*;  but  ibou  »halt  call  tiiy 
walli,  SalvAttoiv  and  thy  gatet,  Vraltc."  —  Uaiah^  Ix. 

'  "  Thy  >uii  »haU  be  no  mor*>  thy  light  by  day ;  nekhrr 
ibr  hTigbtucji  ftha)!  the  moon  givo  li£:ht  unto  ti)«o  :  hut  the 
LoBD  «hall  bo  unto  tbw  ao  erorlajtlng  light,  and  thy  Gon  thy 
glory."— /ft. 

"  **  Thy  iun  ihall  im>  more  go  down  ;  ....  for  tho  l.oai» 
■ball  betbiiii!  ^rerlaaUng  light,  and  the  dhyi  of  tliy  mourning 
liuil  t»  ended."  —  M. 

>  "  Thy  p«op1e  alto  jball  t>c  all  rightcoui  ;  thvj  ■hall  In- 
herit the  land  for  i!!?«r,  the  branch  of  my  iilantlng,  the  work 
of  my  hand*.'* —  tb. 

i*  lu  ilnglng,  the  following  iiii«  iwul  better  be  ad«ptwl,— 

**  Can  hut  by  the  gifted  o(  HeaYon  be  found/' 
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Where'er  I  turn  mine  eyes,  Thou  art. 
All  light  and  love  before  me. 

Nought  else  I  feel,  or  hear  or  see — 
All  bonds  of  earth  I  sever — 

Thee,  O  God,  and  only  Thee 
I  live  for,  now  and  ever. 

Like  him  whose  fetters  dropped  away 

When  light  shone  o*er  his  prison, » 
My  spirit,  touched  by  Mercy's  ray. 

Hath  from  her  chains  arisen. 
And  shall  a  soul  Thou  bidst  be  free. 

Return  to  bondage  ? — never ! 
Thee,  O  God,  and  only  Thee 

I  live  for,  now  and  ever. 


HARK  I  'TIS  THE  BREEZE. 
(Aim.  — RoussBAU.) 

Hark  I  'tis  the  breeze  of  twilight  calling 

Earth's  weary  children  to  repose ; 
While,  round  the  couch  of  Nature  falling. 

Gently  the  night's  soft  curtains  close. 
Soon  o'er  a  world,  in  sleep  reclining, 

Numberless  stars,  through  yonder  dark, 
Shall  look,  like  eyes  of  Cherubs  shining 

From  out  the  veils  that  hid  the  Ark. 

Guard  us,  oh  Thou,  who  never  sleepest. 

Thou  who,  in  silence  thron'd  above. 
Throughout  all  time,  unwearied,  keepest 

Thy  watch  of  Glory,  Pow'r,  and  Love. 
Grant  that,  beneath  thine  eye,  securely. 

Our  souls,  awhile  from  life  withdrawn. 
May,  in  their  darkness,  stilly,  purely. 

Like  **  sealed  fountains,"  rest  till  dawn. 


WHERE  IS   YOUR   DWELLING,   YE 
SAINTED? 

(AiB.  — Hahkb.) 

Where  is  your  dwelling,  ye  Sainted  ? 

Through  what  Elysium  more  bright 
Than  fancy  or  hope  ever  painted. 

Walk  ye  in  glory  and  light  ? 

>  *'  And.  behold,  the  angel  of  the  Lord  came  upon  him, 
and  a  light  thlned  in  the  pri«on,  ....  and  hie  chaioc  fell  off 
from  hU  hMoAt.**  —  Acts,  xii.  7. 


Who  the  same  kingdom  inherits  ? 

Breathes  there  a  soul  that  may  dare 
Look  to  that  world  of  Spirits, 

Or  hope  to  dwell  with  you  there  ? 

Sages  I  who,  ev'n  in  exploring 

Nature  through  all  her  bright  ways. 
Went,  like  the  Seraphs,  adoring. 

And  veil'd  your  eyes  in  the  blaze — 
Martyrs  I  who  left  for  our  reaping 

Truths  you  had  sown  in  your  blood — 
Sinners  I  whom  long  years  of  weeping 

Chasten'd  from  evil  to  good — 

Maidens  I  who,  l^Le  the  young  Crescent, 

Turning  away  your  pale  brows 
From  earth,  and  Uie  light  of  the  Present, 

Look'd  to  your  Heavenly  Spouse — 
Say,  through  what  region  enchanted. 

Walk  ye,  in  Heaven's  sweet  air? 
Say,  to  what  spirits  'tis  granted, 

Bright  souls,  to  dwell  with  you  there  ? 


HOW  LIGHTLY  MOUNTS  THE  MUSE'j 
WING. 

(  Aia.  —  Anonymous.) 

How  lightly  mounts  the  Muse's  wing, 

Whose  theme  is  in  the  skies — 
Like  morning  larks,  that  sweeter  sing 

The  nearer  Hcav'n  they  rise. 

Though  Love  his  magic  lyre  may  tune, 
Yet  ah,  the  flow'rs  he  round  it  wreathes 

Were  pluck'd  beneath  pale  Passion's  moon. 
Whose  madness  in  their  odour  breathes. 

How  purer  far  the  sacred  lute, 

Round  which  Devotion  ties 
Sweet  flow'rs  that  turn  to  heav'nly  fruit. 

And  palm  that  never  dies. 

Though  War's  high-sounding  harp  may  be 
Most  welcome  to  the  hero's  ears, 

Alas,  his  chords  of  victory 

Are  wet,  all  o'er,  with  human  tears. 

How  far  more  sweet  their  numbers  nm, 

Who  hymn,  like  Saints  above. 
No  victor,  but  th'  Eternal  One, 

No  trophies  bat  of  Love  ! 
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GO  FOETH  TO  THE  MOUNT. 

(Allt.—  STKTSttiellO 

Go  tofth  to  the  Moont — bring  the  olive-brancli 

home,  * 
And  rejoice^  for  the  day  of  our  Freedom  is  come ! 
From  llmt  time^,  when  the  moon  upon  Ajalon*8 

vale, 
Looking  motionlcM  dows^,  law  the  kings  of  the 

earth, 
In  the  presence  of  God*8  niighty  Champion^  grow 

pole  — 
Oh,  never  had  Judah  an  hour  of  stieh  mirth  I 
Go  forth  to  the  dlount  —  bring  the  olive^brauch 

home. 
And  rejobe^  for  the  day  of  oar  Freedom  i»  come  I 

Bring  myrtle  and  palm— bring  the  boughs  of 

each  tree 
Thnt*i  worthy  to  wave  o*er  the  tenta  of  the  Free.^ 
From  that  day,  when  the  footstepi  of  Israel  shonei 
With  a  light  not  theu*  own,  through  the  Jordan's 

deep  tide, 
Whoie  waters  shrunk    back  as  the   Ark  glided 

on  —  • 
Oh,  never  had  Jtidah  an  hour  of  such  pride  ! 
Go  forth  to  the  Mount  — bring  the  olive-hriinch 

home. 
And  rtgoice^  for  the  day  of  our  Freedom  is  come ! 


IS  IT  KOT  SWEET  TO  THINK,  HERE- 
AFTEIL 

Is  it  not  sweet  to  think,  hereafter, 
When  the  Spirit  leaves  this  sphere, 

LoTe,  with  deuthkas  wing,  shaU  waft  her 
To  those  she  long  hath  mourn'd  for  here? 

Hearts,  from  which  'twas  death  to  sever 
Eyeis  thi*  world  can  ne'er  restore, 

Thure,  us  warm,  as  bright  as  eYer^ 
Shall  meet  us  and  be  lost  no  more. 

)  "And  (hat  tbej  ihoutd  publlih  uid  proctalm  in  h11  thdr 
tiUpt,  md  in  Jcruialrai,  Mjrlngi  Go  forth  unto  ihe  rnoiisit,.  and 
Ivtch  ohrc'hnwJcJiet,''  *c.  Ac.  —  Nfk,  fill.  \h, 

*  "  For  iijicff  Cbe  dafc  of  Jethua  th«  ion  of  Nun  unto  that 
day  hsd  DOC  the  children  of  liroiel  done  lo :  and  there  wu 
VMy  greal  %\miinc»t."  —  AVA.  rUL  17. 

*  *'  Sun,  ftatid  thou  itlll  upou  Glbeon ;  And  ihmi,  Motin, 
la  the  TaJ  ley  of  A|a]on . "  —  Joi A.  x.\% 

*  **  FtAth  ollTe-branchct,  and  jiln«- branch^ •»  and  myrtle- 
(mndliet.  and  palro-brancbvi,  and  branctiei  of  ttiJck  treoi,  to 
make  hf»oih9,"  —  Nek.  rllt.  L^ 

*  **  And  tJie  pri«»t«  that  bare  the  ark  of  the  coireoaat  of  tbc 


When  wearily  we  wander,  asking 
Of  earth  and  heav'ti,  where  are  they, 

Beneath  whose  smile  we  onoe  lay  bsaking, 
Blest,  and  thinking  bliss  would  stay  ? 

Hope  atiU  lii^s  her  radiant  linger 

Fainting  to  th'  eternal  Home, 
LTpou  whose  portal  yet  they  linger, 

J#ooking  back  for  us  to  come. 

Alas,  alas— doth  Hope  deceive  us  ? 

Shall  friendships  love  — shall  all  those  ties 
That  bind  a  moment,  and  then  leave  us, 

Be  found  again  where  nothing  dies  7 

Oh,  if  no  other  boon  were  given, 
To  keep  our  hearts  from  wrong  and  ataia, 

Who  would  not  try  to  win  a  Heaven 
Where  all  we  love  shall  live  again  ? 


WAR  AGAINST  BABYLON. 

(Aia.*i-Koru.ta.) 

**  War  against  Babylon  !  '^  shout  we  aronnd,** 

Be  our  banners  through  earth  uiifurrd  j 
Rise  up,  ye  nations,  ye  kings,  at  the  sound  —  f 

*•  War  against   Babylon  t "  shout  through   the 
world ! 
Oh  thou,  that  dwellest  on  many  waters,* 

Thy  day  of  pride  is  ended  now  j 
And  the  ilark  ctirse  of  Israel's  daughters 

Breaks,  like  a  thunder-cloud,  over  thy  brow  1 
War,  war,  war  against  Babylon  I 

Make  bright  the  arrours,  and  gather  the  shields,^ 

Set  the  standard  of  God  on  high  i 
Swarm  we,  like  locuats,  o'er  all  her  fields, 

"  Zion  "  our  watchword,  and  **  vengeance  **  our 
cry  ! 
Woe  !  woe  J  — the  time  of  thy  visitationJo 

Is  come,  proud  Land,  thy  doom  is  cast— 
And  the  black  surge  of  desolation 

Sweep*  o'er  thy  guilty  head,  ot  last ! 

War,  war,  war  against  Babylon  I 

Loan  ftood  Ann  tin  dry  ground  [n  the  n\id»t  o(  Jordan*  and  all 
the  liraelttei  paited  atut  on  drf  «raund."  — Jm4.  Hi.  IX 

•  "  Shout  affsJitrt  her  round  about.'  —Jrr.  1. 15, 

f  "  Set  ye  up  a  HumAwd  la  tbr  land,  blow  Lht'trutnptft  among 
the  nations ,  prepare  the  natloni  agalntt  her.  call  together 
a;l^niit  her  the  kingdom*/'  Ac.  Ac.  ^-  Jfr,  11.37. 

"  "  nh  thou  that  d«r1lc>t  upon  manjr  watera,  ....  thine 
end  Hi  roini?" ^ JVr. II.  13. 

>  *•  Make  bright  tho  arrowi  i  gather  the  fkleldt .  »  .  .  .  iel 
up  the  ftandard  upon  the  walli  nf  Unhyton/'— Jlrr,  II.  H,  H. 

10  «  Woi*  unto  ihcm  5  for  their  day  if  wjrne.  the  Utiw  of 
tbelr  vtilutlon  I  **^Jcr.  I..27. 
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THE    SUMMER    FETE, 


THE  HONOURABLE  MRa  NORTON. 

For  the  groundwork  of  the  following  Poem  I  am 
indebiod  to  a  memorable  F<ile,  givt'n  some  yean 
6mcL%  at  Boyle  Farm,  the  leat  of  the  lafe  Lord 
Henry  Fitzgerald.  It*  commeraonition  of  that 
evening — of  which  the  lady  to  whora  these  pages 
are  inseribed  was,  I  well  recollect,  one  of  the  mosl 
distingiiished  omameot^ —  I  was  induced  at  the 
time  to  write  some  verses,  whieb  were  afterwards, 
however,  thrown  aside  unfinished^  on  my  discover- 
ing that  the  same  task  had  been  uudert^ikcn  by  a 
noble  poet  "^  whose  playM  and  happy  j>H-r/V,yprir 
on  the  subject  has  since  been  published*  It  wan 
but  lately,  thal^  on  finding  the  fragmenta  of  my 
own  sketch  among  my  papers,  !  thought  of  found- 
ing on  them  such  a  description  of  an  imaginary 
Fete  as  tnight  furnish  me  with  Bituallona  for  the 
introduction  of  mtisic* 

Such  is  the  origin  and  object  of  the  following 
Poem^  and  to  Mrs,  Norton  it  is,  with  every  feel* 
ing  of  admiration  and  regard,  inscribed  by  her 
father's  warmly  attached  friend, 

THOMAS  MOORE, 

KMtmber,  lii9l. 


THE    SUMMER    FETE. 


"  Where  are  ye  now,  ye  summer  days, 

**  That  once  inepir'd  the  p<x*t's  lays? 

**  Bie»t  time  J  ere  England's  nymphs  and  swams, 

**  For  lack  of  sunbeams,  took  to  coals  — 
*♦  Summers  of  light*  undimm'd  by  rain«, 
**  Whote  only  mocking  trace  remains 

**  In  watering-pots  and  pamok.** 

ThiiA  spoke  a  young  Patrieimn  maid. 
As,  on  tlie  morning  of  that  Fete 

*  Lord  Frincij  Kgertoo^ 


Which  bards  tmhom  shall  celebrate, 
She  backward  drew  her  ourtain^s  shades 
And*  closing  one  half-daizled  eye, 
Peep*d  with  the  other  at  the  sky — 
Th*  important  sky,  whose  light  or  gloom 
Was  to  decide,  this  day,  the  doom 
Of  some  few  hundred  beauties,  wits. 
Blues,  Dandies,  Swains,  and  Exquisites. 

Faint  were  her  hopes  ;  for  J  tine  had  now 

Set  iB  with  all  his  usual  rigour! 
Young  Zephyr  yet  scarce  knowing  how 
To  nurse  a  bud,  or  fan  a  bough, 

Bat  Eurns  in  perpetual  rigour; 
And,  sueh  the  biting  summer  air. 
That  she,  the  nymph  now  nestling  there  — 
Snug  as  her  own  bright  gems  recline, 
At  night,  within  their  cotton  shrine  — 
Had,  more  than  once,  been  caught  of  late 
Kneeling  before  her  blazing  grate, 
Like  a  young  worshipper  of  fire. 

With  hands  uplifted  to  the  flame. 
Whose  glow  as  if  to  woo  them  nigher. 

Through  the  white  fingers  flushing  came* 

But  oh  I  the  light,  th'  unhopM-for  light. 
That  now  illumed  this  morning**  heaven  I 

Up  sprung  lanthe  at  the  sight. 
Though — hark  1 — the  clocks  but  strike  eleTen, 

And  rarely  did  the  nymph  surprise 

Mankind  so  early  with  her  eyes. 

Who  now  will  say  that  England's  ion 

(Like  England's  self,  these  spendthrift  days) 
His  stock  of  wealth  hath  near  outrun^ 

And  must  retrench  his  golden  rays- 
Pay  for  the  pride  of  sunbeams  past, 
And  to  mere  moonshine  come  at  liist  7 

**  Calnmnions  thought!"  liinthe  cries. 

While  coming  mirth  lit  up  each  glance. 
And,  prescient  of  the  ball,  her  eyes 

Already  had  begun  to  dance  : 
For  brighter  aun  than  that  which  now 

Sparkled  oVr  London's  spires  and  to^ trs. 
Had  never  bent  from  heaven  his  brow 

To  kiss  Firen»e's  City  of  Flowers, 


1 

L-, 

l^^^H 

1 

E 
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Wluit  miul  it  be  —  if  thus  &q  fair 

No  star  for  LoiidoQ*s  feasts  to-day, 

V 

Mid  tbe  imok'ci  groves  of  Grosvenor  Square  — 

No  moon  of  beauty,  new  this  May, 

r 

What  must  it  be  where  Thames  is  seen 

To  lend  the  night  her  crescent  rayj-^ 

1 

1 

Gliding  between  his  banks  of  green. 

Nothing,  in  short,  for  ear  or  eye, 

1 

While  rival  villas^  on  each  side. 

But  veteran  belles,  and  wits  gone  by, 

1 

Peep  IVom  their  bowers  to  woo  hia  tide, 

The  relics  of  a  past  bcau-monde. 

1 

And,  like  a  Turk  between  two  row8 

A  world,  like  Cuvier's,  long  dethron'd  1 

1 

.  Of  Harem  beauties,  on  he  gocs^ 

Ev'd  Partiament  this  evening  oods 

1 

A  lover,  lov'd  for  ev'n  the  grace 

Beneath  th*  harangues  of  minor  grtdlt, 

^_ 

With  which  he  slides  from  their  embrace. 

On  half  its  usual  opiate's  share ; 

■b. 

The  great  dispeofiers  of  repose, 

^^H^^V^  one  of  those  encbonted  domes. 

The  first-rate  furnishers  of  prose 

w 

One,  the  most  flow'ry,  cool,  and  bright 

Being  all  call'd  to  —  prose  elsewhere. 

■ 

1 

Of  all  by  which  that  river  roams. 

I 

1 

The  Fete  is  to  be  held  to-nif^bt  — 

Soon  as  through  Grosvenor's  lordly  square — « 

1 

^— 

That  Fete  already  link'dto  fame. 

That  last  impregnable  redoubt, 

■ 

■l 

Whose  cards,  io  many  a  fair  one's  sight 

Where^  guarded  with  Patrician  care, 

^H 

(When  look*d  for  long,  at  last  they  came,) 

Primeval  Error  still  holds  out— 

H 

Seera*d  circled  with  a  fairy  light  j — 

Where  never  gleam  of  gas  must  dare 

That  Fete  to  which  the  tnU,  the  ijower 

'Gainst  ancient  Darkness  to  revolt. 

Of  England's  beauty,  rank  and  power, 

Nor  smooth  Macadam  hope  to  spare 

From  the  jotmg  spinster  Just  come  out. 

The  dowagers  one  single  jolt;— - 

To  the  old  Premier,  too  long  in — 

Where,  far  too  stately  and  sublime 

From  legs  of  far  deseended  gout^ 

To  profit  by  the  lights  of  time, 

To  the  tost  new.mu8tachio*d  chill  — 

Let  Intellect  march  how  it  will. 

All  were  convoked  by  Fashion's  spells 

They  stick  to  oil  and  watchnien  still ;-^ 

To  the  small  circle  where  she  dwells, 

Soon  OS  through  that  illustrious  square 

Collecting  nightly ^  to  allure  us. 

The  first  epistolary  bell, 

Live  atoms,  which,  together  burl'd, 

Sounding  by  flts  tipon  the  air, 

She,  like  another  Epicurus, 

Of  parting  pennies  rung  the  knell; 

SeU  dancing  thus,  and  calls  *"  the  WorhL** 
^1 

Warned  by  that  telltale  of  the  hours. 
And  by  the  daylight's  westering  beam. 

^^^1 

^■rSehold  how  busy  in  those  bowers 

The  young  liinthe,  who,  with  flowers 

^^H 

^^(Likc  May-flies,  in  and  out  of  flowers,) 

Half-crown 'd,  had  sat  in  idle  dream 

m 

The  countless  uraenials  sw arming  nm, 

Before  her  glacis,  scarce  knowing  where 

^^^ 

_    To  furnish  forth,  ere  set  of  sun. 

Her  fingers  rov'd  through  that  bright  hair. 

^^H 

■■The  banquet-table  richly  laid 

While,  all  capriciously,  she  now 

^^H 

^™  Beneath  yon  awaing^s  lengtbea'd  shade. 

Dislodg'd  some  curl  from  her  white  brow, 

^^^P 

Where  fruits  shall  tempt,  and  wines  entice, 

And  now  again  replaced  it  there;  — 

^F' 

And  Luxury's  self,  at  Guiater's  eall. 

As  though  her  task  was  meant  to  be 

fireathe  from  her  summer-throne  of  ice 

One  endless  change  of  ministry  — 

A  spirit  of  coolness  over  all. 

A  routing-up  of  Loves  and  Graces, 
But  to  plant  others  in  their  places. 

And  now  th*  important  hour  drew  nigh. 

When,  'oeath  the  flush  of  evening's  sky. 

Meanwhile  —  what  strain  is  that  which  floats 

The  west  end  "world"  for  mirth  let  loose, 

Through  the  small  boudoir  near — like  notes 

And  mov'd,  as  he  of  Syracuse  ^ 

Of  some  young  bird,  its  task  reptatiDg 

Ne*ef  dreamt  of  moving  worlds,  by  force 

For  the  next  linuet  music-meeting? 

Of  four-horse  power,  had  all  combin'd 

A  voice  it  was,  whose  gentle  sounds 

^_ 

^-Through  Grosvenor  Gate  to  speed  their  course. 

Still  kept  a  modest  octave's  bounds, 

^^H 

^H     Leaving  that  portion  of  mankind, 

Nor  yet  hod  ventur'd  to  exalt 

p 

■^      Whom  they  call  «  Nobody,"  behind  ;  — 

its  rash  ambition  to  B  alt. 

1 

'  Archlmedei. 

th«  time  when  the  above  llnet  were  wrlUrn,  thtf  tttll  o4mII. 

*  1  am  not  cvrUhi  wh?Ui<rr  the  Downgers  of  this  S<|uarR 

natcljr  pcrfCToripd  In  their  old  r^/ftmf ;  and  would  not  tuA^r 

1 

themielrcA  to  lie  elllier  well  gmjiimi  or  welt  ll|;bccd. 

■ 

1 

1 

1 

' 

1 

■ 
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That  point  townrdfi  wlikh  wliuo  Indies  risi% 

SONCf. 

The  wise  man  takes  his  hat  and — flics. 

Tuoes  uf  a  harp,  too,  gently  play'd, 

Array  thee,  love,  array  thee,  love, 

Caincf  with  thk  jouihfiil  voice  communing, 

In  all  thy  best  array  thee  j 

Tunes  trtie,  for  once,  without  the  aid 

The  sun's  below  ^ — ^the  moon's  above— 

Of  that  infliciive  proceas,  tuning — 

And  Night  and  Bliss  obey  thee. 

A  process  which  rauat  ofi  hfive  given 

Put  on  thee  all  that's  bright  and  rare, 

Poor  Hilton's  ears  a  deadly  wound ; 

The  zone,  the  wreath,  the  geni. 

So  pk^us'd,  among  the  joys  of  Heav'D, 

Not  so  much  gracing  charms  so  fiiir. 

He  spL'cifies  **  barps  ever  tun'd."  " 

As  borrowing  grace  from  them. 

She  who  uuw  sung  this  f^etitle  stmn 

Array  thee,  love,  array  thee,  love, 

Was  onr  young  nymph's  slill  jotmger  sister — 

In  all  that's  bright  array  thee; 

Scarce  redely  yet  for  Faahion^s  train 

The  sun's  below  —  the  moon's  above  — 

In  their  light  legions  to  enlist  her. 

Aod  Night  and  Bliss  obey  tbee. 

But  counted  on,  as  sure  to  hring 

Her  force  into  the  field  next  spring. 

Put  on  the  plumes  thy  lover  gave, 
The  plumes,  that,  proudly  dancing, 

The  song  she  thus»  like  Juhal's  shellt 

Proclaim  to  ail,  where'er  they  wave. 

Gave  forth  **so  sweetly  and  so  well/* 

Vit'torious  eyes  ailvancing* 

Wiis  one  in  Morning  Post  much  fam^d, 

Bring  forth  the  robe,  whose  hue  of  heaven 

From  a  divine  collection^  nani'd^ 

From  thee  derives  such  light, 

"  SoDgs  of  the  toilet" — every  Lay 
Taking  for  subject  of  its  Muse^ 

That  Iris  would  give  all  her  seven 
To  boast  but  one  so  bright. 

Some  branch  of  feminine  iirray» 

Array  thee,  love,  array  thee,  love, 
&C,  &C.  &c. 

Some  item,  with  full  scope*  lo  choose, 

From  diamonds  down  lo  dancing  ehoes  j 

Now  hie  thee,  love,  now  hie  thee,  love, 

From  the  last  hat  that  Herbauk's  hands 

Beqncath'd  to  an  admiring  world. 

Through  Pleasure's  eircks  hie  thee, 

Down  to  the  latest  flounce  that  stands 

And  hearts,  where'er  thy  footsteps  more, 

Like  Jacob's  Ladder — or  expands 

Will  beat,  when  they  come  nigh  thee. 

Far  forth,  tempestuously  utifurl'd. 

Thy  everj^  word  shall  be  a  spell, 
Thy  every  look  a  my. 

Speaking  of  one  of  these  new  Lays, 

And  trax^ks  of  wond'ring  eyes  shall  tell 

The  Morning  Post  thus  sweetly  says:  — 

The  glory  of  thy  way  I 

"  Not  all  that  breathes  from  Bishop**  lyre, 

Now  hie  thee,  love,  now  hie  thee,  love, 

**  That  Bamelt  dreams,  or  Cooke  conceives, 

Through  Pleasure's  circles  hie  thee. 

**  Can  match  for  sweetness,  strength,  or  &re, 

And  hearta,  where'er  thy  footsteps  move. 

**  This  fine  Cantata  upon  Sicevea» 

Shall  beat  when  they  come  nigh  thee. 

"  The  very  notes  themselves  reveal 
"  The  cat  of  each  new  sleeve  so  wellj 

**  A  Jtat  betrays  the  Imh^nlleM,  i 

"  Light  fugues  the  flying  lappets  tell*, 

Now  in  his  Palace  of  the  West, 

*'  While  rich  cathedral  chords  awake 

Sinking  to  slumber,  the  bright  Day, 

•'  Our  homage  for  the  Muttches  d*Eif^que" 

Like  a  tlr'd  monarch  fann'd  to  rest. 
Mid  the  cool  airs  of  Evening  lay; 

*Twai  the  first  opening  song  —  the  Lay 

While  round  his  couch's  golden  rim 

Of  all  least  deep  in  toilet-lore, 

The  gaudy  clouds,  like  courtien,  crept  -* 

That  the  young  nymph*  to  while  away 

Struggling  each  other's  light  to  dim. 

The  tiring*hour,  thus  warbled  o'er:  — 

And  catch  his  last  smile  e'er  he  slept. 
How  gay,  as  o'er  tlie  gliding  I'hamea 

The  golden  eve  lU  lustre  pour'd. 
Shone  oat  the  bigh-boni  knights  and  domes 

Now  group'd  around  that  festaJ  board ; 

1                                    *•   <l._i^    ^»l.1..    I.^^^.    ti..^   ftnnlr 

«  Tti«  luune  glveo  to  tlioK  l«r««>  i1«cvM  th«t  h«ii|  loo*«lj. 

Miirp*  vver  ttiii'4.  '*                  Paradise  Lort,  book  11). 

1 

1- 

1 
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A  living  moss  of  plumes  and  flowere* 

As  thotigh  they'd  robbed  both  bird*  and  bowers - 

A  peopled  rainbow,  swanoiDg  through 

With  bftbilant*  of  every  hue; 

While,  as  the  sparkling  jniee  of  France 

High  in  the  crystal  hrimmers  flow'd, 

£iu*h  sunset  ray  that  nilx'd  by  chance 
With  the  wiaje's  sparkles^  showed 

How  sunbeams  may  be  taught  to  dunce. 

If  not  in  written  fonn  exprest, 
*Twas  known,  at  least,  to  every  guest, 
That,  though  noi  bidden  to  parade 
Tht*ir  scenic  powers  in  mas^juerade, 
(A  pastime  Utile  found  to  ibrive 

In  the  bleak  fog  of  England^s  skies, 
Where  wit's  the  thing  we  best  contrive. 

As  masqnemders,  to  disguiat^) 
It  yet  was  hop'd  —  and  well  that  bope 

Was  answered  by  the  young  aud  gay  — 

That,  in  ihe  toilet's  task  to-day, 
Fancy  should  take  her  wihiest  scope;  — 
That  the  mpt  milliner  should  be 
Let  loose  through  fields  of  poesy, 
jThe  tailor,  in  inventive  trance, 

Up  to  the  heights  of  Epic  clamber, 
'  And  alL  the  regions  of  Homance 

Be  ransacked  by  the  fcmme  dt  chamhre. 

Accordingly,  with  gay  Sultanas, 
Rebeccas,  Sapphos,  Roxalauas — 
Circassian  slaves  whom  Love  would  pay 

Half  his  ma,temal  realms  to  ransom  j  — 
Young  nuns,  whose  chief  religion  lay 

In  looking  most  profanely  handsome;  — 
Muses  in  muslin  —  pastoral  maids 
With  hats  from  the  Arcade- ian  shades. 
And  fortune-tellers,  rich,  'twas  plaio. 
As  fortune- A W7if4,r*  form*d  their  train. 

With  these,  and  more  such  female  groups, 
Were  mix'd  no  less  fantastic  troops 
Of  male  exMbiters^ — all  willing 
To  look,eT*n  more  than  usual,  killing;  — 
Bean  tyrants,  smock-fac'd  braggadocios, 
And  brigands,  chamilngly  ferocious; — 
BrL  P.'s  tiim'd  Turks,  good  Moslems  then, 

"WTfcio,  last  night,  voted  for  the  Greeks; 
And  Friars,  staunch  No- Popery  men. 

In  close  coofiib  with  Whig  Caciques. 

But  where  ts  she — ^the  nymph,  whom  late 
We  left  before  her  glass  delaying. 

Like  Eve,  wbt^n  by  the  lake  she  sate, 
Iq  the  clear  wave  her  charms  surveying, 

And  saw  in  that  first  glan^y  mirror 

The  first  fair  face  that  lurd  to  error. 


**  Where  is  she,'*  ask*st  thou  ?^  watch  all  looka 

As  ceurring  to  one  poiiil  they  bear, 
Like  suu-fiowers  by  the  aides  of  brooks, 
Tum'd  to  the  sun — and  she  is  there. 
Evn  in  disguise,  oh  never  doubt 
By  her  owd  light  you'd  track  her  out ; 
As  when  the  moon^  close  shawTd  in  fog, 
Steals  as  she  thinks,  through  heaven  inatg^ 
Though  hid  herself,  some  sidelong  ray, 
At  every  step,  detects  her  way. 

But  not  in  dark  disguise  to-night 

Hath  OUT  young  heroine  veil'd  her  light ;  — 

For  see,  she  walks  the  earth,  I-ove's  own, 

Ilis  wedded  bride,  by  holiest  vow 
Pledged  m  Olympus,  and  made  known 
To  mortals  by  the  type  which  now 
Hangs  glitt'ring  on  her  snowy  brow, 
That  butterfly,  mysterious  trinket, 
Wbich  means  the  Soul  (tbo'  few  would  think  It), 
And  sparkling  thus  on  brow  so  white, 
Telljs  us  we've  Psyche  here  to-night  1 

But  hark  I  some  ^ng  hath  caught  her  ears — 

And,  lo,  how  plcas'd,  as  though  sheM  ne*er 
Heard  the  Grand  Opera  of  the  Spheres, 

Her  goddess-ship  approves  the  air; 
And  to  a  mere  terrestrial  strain, 
Inspir'd  by  nought  but  pink  champagne, 

Her  butterfly  as  gaily  nods 
As  though  she  sat  with  all  her  traiii 

At  some  great  Concert  of  the  Gods* 
With  PhcebuB,  leader^  Jove  director 
And  half  the  audience  drunk  with  nectar. 

From  a  male  group  the  carol  came — 

A  few  g&y  youths,  whom  round  the  board 

The  last^tried  flask's  superior  fame 
Had  lur'd  to  taste  the  tide  it  poor'd  j 

And  one,  who,  from  his  youth  and  lyre, 

Seem*d  grandson  to  the  Teian  pre, 

Thus  gaily  sung,  while,  to  his  eong. 

Replied  in  chonis  the  gay  throng: — 


SONG, 


SojtK  mortals  there  mny  be,  so  wise,  or  so  fine. 
As  in  evenings  like  this  no  enjoyment  to  see; 
But,  as  I'm  not  particular — ^wit,  love-,  and  wine. 

Are  for  one  night*B  amusement  sofficienl  for  me. 
Nay  —  bumble  and  strange  as  my  tastes  may  ap- 
pear— 
If  driv'n  to  the  worst,  I  could  manage,  thank 
Heaven, 


3 


r 

• 
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1 

To  put  up  with  eyea  aucli  a«  beam  round  me  here. 

Sueh  was  th'  effect  of  twilight's  honr 

And  liucb  vine  aa  we're  sipping,  six  dxiys  out  of 

On  the  fair  groups  thot,  round  and  round. 

I 

fieveo. 

From  glade  to  gror,  from  bifhk  to  l»ow>, 

1 

So  pledge  me  a  buinper  —  jour  sages  profound 

Now  wttcder'd  through  ibis  fairy  ground; 

I 

Hay  be  blest,  if  tbey  will,  on  their  own  patent 

And  thus  did  Fancy  —  and  chniiipagne  — 

1 

plan: 

Work  on  the  sight  their  dazzling  spells. 

1 

But  OS  we  are  not  sages,  why — send   the  cup 

Till  nymphs  that  looked,  at  noon-day,  plaiOt 

ruuud —                   • 

Now  brighten 'd,  in  the  gloom,  to  belles; 

We  must  only  be  bappy  the  best  way  we  can. 

And  fhe  brief  interval  of  time, 
*Twijct  after  dinner  aud  before, 

A  reward  by  some  king  was  once  offered,  we're  lold. 

To  dowagers  brought  back  their  prime. 

To  wboL^'er  could  inTenl  a  oew  bliss  for  mankind ; 

And  shed  a  halo  round  two-score* 

But  talk  of  new  pleasures  1 — give  me  but  the  old. 

m 

Aud  ril  leave  your  inventors  iill  new  onesi  ihey 

Meanwhile,  new  pastimes  for  the  eye, 

1 

find. 

The  ear,  the  fancy,  quick  succeed; 

I 

Or  should  I,  in  quest  of  ftesh  reahns  of  bliss. 

And  now  along  the  waters  fly 

■ 

Set  sail  in  the  pinnace  of  Fancy  some  day, 

Light  gondoles,  of  Venetian  breed. 

Let  tbe  rich  rosy  sea  I  embark  on  be  this,               ^ 

With  knights  and  dames,  who,  calm  reclin*d, 

And  such  eyes  as  wcVe  here  be  the  st^rs  of  my 

Lisp  out  love-sonnets  as  they  glide  — 

way  J 

Astonishing  old  Thames  to  find 

In   the  nneantlme,  a   bumper— ^  your  An  gels,  on 

Such  doings  on  liif  moral  tide. 

high, 

Mav  bave  pleasures  unknown  Co  life's  limited 

So  bright  was  still  that  tranquil  river. 

span  J 

With  tbe  last  shaft  from  Daylight's  quiver. 

Butj  as  we  are  not  Angels,  why—  let  tbe  fiask  fly — 

That  many  a  group,  in  turn,  were  seen 

We  mt»t  only  be  happy  ali  ways  that  we  can. 

Embarking  on  its  wave  serene; 

And,  'mong  tbe  rest,  in  chorus  gay, 
A  band  of  mariners,  from  th'  isles 
Of  sunny  Greece,  all  song  and  smiles, 

b 

'  « 

As  smooth  they  floated,  to  the  ploy 

Now  nearly  fled  was  stinset  s  Itgbt, 

Of  their  oar*»  cadence,  sung  this  lay:  — 

Leflving  bat  so  much  of  its  beam 

As  g&Te  to  oligects,  late  so  hnght, 

The  colouring  of  a  shadowy  dream ;                 , 

TRIO. 

And  there  was  still  where  Day  bad  set 

A  flush  tbat  spoke  him  loth  to  die  — 

OiTii  home  is  on  the  sea,  boy, 

A  last  link  of  his  glory  yet. 

Our  home  is  on  the  sea  ; 

Binding  together  earth  and  sky* 

When  Nature  gave 

Say,  wby  is  it  that  twiligbt  best 

The  ocean -wave. 

Beeome«  even  brows  tbe  love  litest  ? 

She  marfc'd  it  for  the  Free. 

That  dimness^  with  its  stift'oing  toueb* 

Whiitever  storms  befsdl,  boy, 

Clin  bring  out  grace,  unfcU  before. 

Whatever  storms  befidl. 

And  €  harms  we  ue*er  can  see  too  much, 

Tbe  ishuid  bark 

■ 

When  seen  but  half  enchant  the  more? 

Is  Freedom's  ark, 

I 

Alfts,  it  is  that  every  joy 

And  floats  her  safe  tbroagh  alL 

1 

In  fulness  finds  its  worst  alloy, 

■ 

And  half  a  bliss,  but  hop'd  or  guess*d. 

Bebnld  yoQ  sea  of  isles,  hoy, 

Is  sweeter  tbaa  tbe  whole  po6se«s*d;*—                ^ 

Ik  hold  yon  sea  of  isles. 

That  Beauty,  when  least  shone  upon. 

Where  er'ry  shore 

1 

A  creature  most  ideal  grows; 

Is  sparkling  o'er 

And  there*s  no  light  from  rnooo  or  sun 

With  Beauty *s  richest  smiles. 

Like  that  ImogiQatiuD  tbrt^ws;  — 

For  us  hath  Freedom  cbim'dt  boy. 

It  is,  alas,  that  ¥a.my  shrinks 

For  us  hatb  Freedom  chiim'd 

Ev'n  fi'om  a  bright  reality, 

Those  ocean -nesti 

And  turning  inly,  feels  and  thinks 

Where  Valour  rests 

Far  heav'nlier  things  than  e'er  will  i^e. 

His  eagle  wing  antam'd. 

r 

1 

1 

1 

^^^^^ 

^^^^^ 

^ 

TlIK  SUMMER  FETE.                                         2.57 

And  sliall  tlje  3I«fileni  dart?,  boy, 

(Such  as  in  Russian  bull-rooms  sheds 

And  shall  the  Mosk-m  dtirej 

Its  glory  oer  yotmg  dancers'  heads)  — 

While  Grecian  band 

Quadrille  performs  her  maiy  rites, 

■ 

Clin  wield  a  bnind, 

And  reigns  supreme  o*er  slides  and  capers  ;  — 

■ 

To  plant  his  Cresceot  there  ? 

Working  to  de;ith  each  opera  strain. 

■ 

No  —  by  our  fathers,  oo»  boy, 

As,  with  a  foot  that  ne'er  repose?. 

■ 

No,  by  tbe  Cross  we  show — 

She  jigs  through  sacred  and  profane. 

■ 

From  Maiim*fi  rilh 

From  "  Maid  and  Magpie'*  up  to  "Moses ; " —  f 

1 

To  Thracla*s  hills 

Wearing  out  tunes  as  fast  as  shoes. 

All  Greece  re*ecboes  "  NoT' 

Till  fagg'd  Rossini  scarce  respires ; 
Till  Mayer  beer  for  mercy  saes, 
And  Weber  at  her  feet  expires. 

And  now  the  set  hath  ceased  ^  the  bows 
Of  Uddlers  taste  a  brief  repose. 
While  light  along  the  painted  floor. 

Like  pleasant  tbougbts  tbat  oVr  the  mind 

A  minute  come,  and  go  again, 
ET*n  so,  by  snatches,  in  the  wind. 

• 

Wm  caJOght  and  lost  that  choral  strEiin, 
Now  fuU,  now  faint  upon  the  ear, 

Arm  within  arm,  the  couples  stray. 

Talking  their  stock  of  nothings  o'er. 

As  tlie  bark  floatt'd  far  or  near. 

Till  ^-^ nothing's  left,  at  last*  to  say» 

At  lonifth  when,  lost^  the  closing  note 

When,  lo!  — most  opportunely  sent  — 

Had  down  the  wftler*  died  along, 

Two  Exquisites,  a  he  and  she, 

Forth  from  another  fairy  boat. 
Freighted  with  music,  came  tbis  song  :  — 

Just  brought  from  Dandybrid,  and  meant 

For  Fasbion*s  grand  Menagerii\ 
Entered  the  room — ^and  scarce  were  there 
When  all  flock'd  round  them,  glad  to  stare 
At  on^  monsters,  ouy  where. 

SONG. 

Some  Ibought  tbem  perfect,  to  their  tastes ; 
While  others  hinted  that  the  waists 

SaiooTHLT  flowing  tbrongb  verdant  valca, 

(That  in  particular  of  the  he  thing) 

Gentle  river,  Iby  current  runs, 

Left  far  too  ample  room  for  breathing: 

8bi*lter*d  safe  from  winter  firales, 

Whereas,  to  meet  these  critics*  wishes, 

Shaded  cool  from  iumm^'r  suns. 

The  isthmus  there  should  be  so  small, 

Thus  onr  Youth's  sweet  moments  glide. 

Thut  Exquisites,  at  lust,  like  tishes, 

Fenced  with  flow'ry  shelter  round  ; 

Must  manage  not  to  breathe  at  all 

No  rode  tempest  wakes  the  tide, 

The  female  (these  same  critics  said), 

All  iti  path  is  fairy  ground. 

Though  orthodox  from  toe  to  eh  in. 
Yet  lack'd  that  spacious  width  of  head 

^B  i 

But,  fair  river,  the  day  will  come. 

To  hat  of  toadstool  much  akin^ — 

^^B| 

^Vhen,  woo'd  by  whisp'ring  grtvvcs  in  vain, 

That  build  of  Iwnnet,  whose  extent 

^^' 

Thoult  leave  those  banks,  tUy  shaded  home, 
To  mingle  with  the  stormy  main.         / 

Should,  like  a  doctrine  of  dissent, 

Pujtzle  church 'doors  to  let  it  in. 

And  thou,  sweet  Youtb,  too  soon  wilt  pMS 

fnlo  the  world  s  liu sheltered  sea. 

HowcTcr — sad  as  *twas,  no  doubt, 

Where,  onee  thy  wave  balb  mix'd,  alas. 

That  nymph  so  smart  should  go  about. 

All  hope  of  peace  is  lost  for  thee. 

With  head  unconscious  of  the  pliice 
It  ought  to  fill  in  Infinite  Space- 
Yet  all  allow'd  that,  of  htr  kimt^ 
A  prettier  show  *twas  hard  to  find  ; 

Next  ttirn  we  to  the  gay  saloon 

While  of  that  douhtful  genus,  *•  dressy  men,** 

Resplendent  as  a  summer  noon, 

The  male  was  thought  a  first- rate  Bpecimen, 

Whtre,  'neath  a  pendent  wreath  of  lights. 

Such  Savann,  tf>o»  as  wish'd  to  trace 

A  Zodiac  of  flowers  and  tapers — 

The  manners,  habits,  of  this  race-* 

■  In  Fnglinii  the  partition  of  thti  opera  of  Kotib)  was 

&c.  to  the  dancci  <elect*a  rmm  It  (u  wai  doni*  \o  VHth)  h.ia 

^^^H' 

(rsRfffrn><1  to  Ihc  »toryaf  Pi't*r  t".o  llprmh  ;  bjrwhith  mam* 

been  iTolUcd. 

r 

E 

1 
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i 

^^^^^ 

^^^^H 

■ 
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To  know  what  rank  (if  rank  at  all) 

I  now  have  given  (excuse  the  pim) 

'Moag  reas'nlng  thiogs  to  them  should  ftill  — 

A  vcste<l  interest  in  uiy  heart. 

What  sort  of  notions  heaven  imparts 

Oh!  ah!  &c. 

To  bigb-biiitt  hea48  and  tight-luc'd  hearts. 

Still  round  and  round  with  bim  Til  go. 

And  how  for  Soul,  which,  Plato  says, 

Abhors  restraint^  can  act  in  stays— 

HE. 

Might  now,  if  gifted  witli  discerning. 

\irbat  if,  by  fond  remembrance  led 

Find  opportunities  of  learning  : 

Again  to  wear  our  mutual  chain. 

As  these  two  creatures — (rom  their  pout 

For  me  thou  cut'st  Fitzuoodle  dead. 

And  frowDp  'twas  plain — had  just  fall'n  out; 

And  1  kvant  from  Lady  Jane. 

And  alt  their  little  thooghts,  of  course. 

Oh  1  ah  I  Sic, 

Were  stirring  in  full  fret  and  force  ;  — 

Still  round  ond  round  again  well  go. 

Like  mites,  thmugh  microscope  espied. 

A  world  of  nothings  magnified. 

SUE. 

Though  he  the  Noodle  honours  give, 

But  mild  the  rent  such  beings  seek. 

And  thine,  dear  youth,  are  not  so  high, 

The  tempest  or  their  souls  to  speak  : 

Witb  thee  in  endless  waltz  I'd  live^ 

As  Opera  swains  to  iiddJes  sigh. 

With  tht'e,  to  Weber's  Stofj-Walta,  die  I 

To  fiddles  fight,  to  fiddles  die. 

Oh  !  all  I  &c 

Even  so  this  tender  couple  set 

Thus  round  and  round  through  life  well  go. 

Their  will-hred  woes  to  a  Duet 

lEjteuni  wolCnjif. 

While  thus,  like  motes  Ihat  dance  away 

WALTZ  DUET" 

Existence  in  a  summer  ray, 

UE. 

These  gay  things,  bom  but  to  quadrille,                , 
The  circle  of  their  doom  fulfil  — 

LoNo  as  I  waltzed  with  only  tbee, 

(That  dancing  doom,  whose  law  decrees 

Eaeh  blissful  Wcdni'sday  that  went  by, 

That  they  should  live,  on  the  alert  toe,              , 

Nor  stylish  Stult«,  uor  neat  Xugee 

A  life  of  ups^and-downs,  like  keys 

Adom*d  a  youth  so  blest  as  L 

Of  Bromlwood's  in  a  long  concerto  :  — ) 

Oh!  ah!  ah  I  oh!                                            ^ 

While  thus  the  fiddle's  spell,  iPiV/iiw, 

Those  happy  daya  are  gone—  beigho  I 

CaUs  up  its  realm  of  restless  sprites. 

SHE. 

Without,  as  if  some  Mandarin 
Were  holding  there  his  Feast  of  Tj^htfi, 

Lcmg  aa  wHb  chcc  1  skimm'd  the  ground. 

Lamps  of  all  hues,  from  wulks  and  h4>wers 

Nor  yet  was  scorn *d  for  Lady  Jane, 

Broke  on  ihe  eye,  Ukc  kindling  flowers, 

No  blither  nymph  tetotuin*d  round 
To  Colli  net**  immortid  strain* 
Oh  !  tth  !  &c. 

TiU,  budding  into  light,  each  tree 
Bore  its  full  flmlt  of  brilliancy. 

Those  happy  days  are  gone  — heigho  I 

Here  shone  a  garden  —  lamps  all  oVr, 

^ 

HE. 

As  though  the  Spirits  of  the  .\ir 

■ 

Witb  Tjuly  Jane  now  whirl'd  about, 

Had  tak'o  it  in  their  heads  to  (Kinr 

A  shower  of  summer  meteors  there  -, — 

■ 

I  know  no  bound;;  of  time  or  breath  ; 
And,  should  the  charm erV  head  bold  out. 

WhUc  here  a  lighted  shruhb*ry  led 
To  a  small  lake  that  sleeping  lay, 
Cmdled  in  foliage,  tiut,  o'er*head. 

n 

My  heart  and  heels  are  bers  till  d^tli. 
Oh!  ah!  &c. 
Still  round  and  round  through  life  well  go. 

^ 

Open  to  heaven's  sweet  breath  and  Tiy; 
W^hile  round  its  rim  there  buminR  stootl 

^ 

SHE. 

Lamps,  w  if  h  younp  flowers  beside  them  bedded, 

■ 

Tn  lx)rd  Fitinooclltf's  eldest  son. 

That  shrunk  fnim  such  wann  neighbourhood  { 
And,  tofiking  bashful  in  the  flood. 

n 

A  youth  renowned  for  waisicoata  tnuirt, 

Btufib^d  to  behold  themaelvea  so  wedded. 

1 

«  It  l»  hArdljr  oeenMry  to  rvtutiHl  ili»  fmAm  thai  iMt 
Dijct  it  a  |i«roil)r  uf  tlia  onen  tTitn«lAtM  uid  fMkrOdWI  ode  of 

Hither,  to  this  emltower'd  rett>cat, 

J 

ItOftiM.  **  Dutire  iratui  cram  tibl,'*  Lc. 

Fit  but  for  nights  to  still  and  sweet ; 

I 

L 

J 
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Nights,  such  as  Eden*8  calm  recall 
In  its  first  lonelj  hour,  when  all 

So  silent  is,  below,  on  high. 

That  if  a  star  fiills  down  the  sky. 
Ton  almost  think  you  hear  it  fall — 
Hither,  to  this  recess,  a  few, 

To  shon  the  dancers'  wild*ring  noise. 
And  give  an  hoar,  ere  night-time  flew. 

To  Music's  more  ethereal  joys. 
Came  with  their  Toices — ready  all 
As  Echo,  waiting  for  a  call — 
In  hymn  or  ballad,  dirge  or  glee. 
To  weave  their  mingling  minstrelsy. 

And,  first,  a  dark-ey'd  n3rmph,  array  *d— 
Like  her,  whom  Art  hadi  deathless  made, 
Bright  Mona  Lisa  ^  — with  that  braid 
Of  hair  across  the  brow,  and  one 
Small  gem  that  in  the  centre  shone — 
With  face,  too,  in  its  form  resembling 

Da  Vinci's  Beaaties — the  dark  eyes. 
Now  lucid,  as  through  crystal  trembling, 

Now  soft,  as  if  suffus'd  with  sighs — 
Her  lute,  that  hung  beside  her,  took, 
And,  bending  o'er  it  with  shy  look, 
More  beautiful,  in  shadow  thus. 
Than  when  with  life  most  luminous, 
Pass'd  her  light  finger  o'er  the  chords. 
And  sung  to  them  Uiese  mournful  words :  - 


SONG. 


Bring  hither,  bring  thy  lute,  while  day  is  dying- 
Here  will  I  lay  me,  and  list  to  thy  song; 

Should  tones  of  other  days  mix  with  its  sighing, 
Tones  of  a  light  heart,  now  banish'd  so  long. 

Chase  them  away  — they  bring  but  pain. 

And  let  thy  theme  be  woe  again. 

Sbg  on,  thou  mournful  lute  —  day  is  fast  going, 
Soon  will  its  light  from  thy  chords  die  away  ; 

One  liule  gleam  in  the  west  is  still  glowing. 
When  that  hath  vanished,  farewell  to  thy  lay. 

Mark,  how  it  fades! — see,  it  is  fled  1 

Now,  sweet  lute,  be  thou,  too,  dead^ 


The  group,  that  late,  in  garb  of  Greeks, 
Sung  their  light  chorus  o'er  the  tide  — 

1  The  celebrated  portrait  bjr  Laonardo  da  Vlnd,  which  he  Is 
said  to  hare  occupied  ftmr  jaart  In  paintings  raaefV,  toI.  tU. 


Forms,  such  as  up  the  wooded  creeks 
Of  Helle's  shore  at  noon-day  glide. 
Or,  nightly,  on  her  glist'ning  sea, 
Woo  the  bright  waves  with  melody — 
Now  link'd  their  triple  league  again 
Of  voices  sweet,  and  sung  a  strain. 
Such  as,  had  Sappho's  tuneful  ear 
But  caught  it,  on  the  fatal  steep. 
She  would  have  paus'd,  entranc'd,  to  hear, 
And,  for  that  day,  deferr'd  her  leap. 


SONG  AND  TRIO. 

On  one  of  those  sweet  nights  that  oft 
Their  lustre  o'er  th'  .£gean  flings 

Beneath  my  casement,  low  and  soft, 
I  heard  a  Lesbian  lover  sing ; 

And,  list'ning  both  with  ear  and  thought. 

These  sounds  upon  the  night-breeze  caught- 
"  Oh,  happy  as  the  gods  is  he, 
**  Who  gazes  at  this  hour  on  thee !" 

The  song  was  one  by  Sappho  sung. 

In  the  first  love-dreams  of  her  lyre, 
When  words  of  passion  from  her  tongue 

Fell  like  a  shower  of  living  fire. 
And  still,  at  close  of  ev'ry  strain, 
I  heard  these  burning  words  again  ^ 
**  Oh,  happy  as  the  gods  is  he, 
•*  Who  listens  at  this  hour  to  thee  I" 


Once  more  to  Mona  Lisa  tum'd 
Each  asking  eye — nor  tum'd  in  vain ; 

Though  the  quick,  transient  blush  that  burn'd 
Bright  o'er  her  cheek,  and  died  again, 

Show'd  with  what  inly  shame  and  fear 

Was  utter'd  what  all  lov'd  to  hear. 

Yet  not  to  sorrow's  languid  lay 
Did  she  her  lute-song  now  devote; 

But  thus,  with  voice  that,  like  a  ray 
Of  sonthem  sunshine,  seem'd  to  fioat — 
So  rich  with  climate  was  each  note — 

Call'd  up  in  every  heart  a  dream 

Of  Italy,  with  this  soft  theme: — 


SONG. 


On,  where  art  thou  dreaming. 
On  land,  or  on  tea? 
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In  my  lattice  is  gleaming 

Gay  caps  we  here  of  foolscap  make, 

The  watcli-liglii  for  thte ; 

For  bards  to  wear  in  dog  day  weatiier; 

And  tbls  fond  heart  U  glowing 

Or  hards  the  hells  alone  may  take, 

To  welcome  tbee  home. 

And  leave  to  wits  the  cap  and  feather. 

And  the  night  h  fast  going. 

Tetotonis  weVe  for  patriots  got. 

But  thou  art  Dot  come  : 

Who  court  the  mob  with  antics  humble;, 

No,  thou  com'st  nott 

Like  theirs  the  patriot's  di^iy  lot. 

A  glorious  spin,  and  then  —  a  tumble. 

*Tia  the  time  when  night-flowers 

Who^U  buy,  &c  &a 

Should  wtike  from  their  rest  \ 

*TiB  the  hour  of  all  hours» 

Here,  wealthy  misers  to  inter. 

When  the  lute  singeth  Ijest 

We've  shrouds  of  neat  post-obit  paper  j 

But  the  dowers  are  half  sleeping 

While,  for  their  heirs,  we've  g'rircAsilver, 

Till  tht/  glance  they  see  ! 

That,  fast  as  Ihey  can  wish,  will  caper. 

And  the  hush'd  lute  i:i  keeping 

For  aldermen  we've  dials  true. 

Its  music  for  thee. 

Tliat  tell  no  hour  hut  that  of  di^nner ; 

Yet,  thou  com'at  not  1 

For  courtly  parsons  sermons  new, 

That  suit  alike  both  saint  and  sinner. 

Who'll  buy,  &c.  &c 
No  time  we*Te  now  to  name  our  terms. 

Scarce  had  the  lost  word  left  her  lip, 

But,  whatsoe'er  ihe  whims  that  aeixe  you,              i 

When  a  light,  boyiAb  form^  with  trip 

This  oldest  of  all  mortal  firms, 

Fantastic,  up  the  green  walk  eame, 

Folly  and  Co*,  will  try  to  please  yon. 

Pranked  in  gay  vest,  to  which  the  flame 

Or,  should  you  wish  a  darker  hue 

Of  every  lamp  he  pass'd,  or  blue, 

Of  goods  than  we  can  recommend  you. 

Or  greeny  or  crimsoo,  lent  its  hue  j 

Why  then  (as  we  with  lawyers  do) 

As  though  a  live  cameleon's  skin 

To  Knavery's  shop  next  door  we'll  send^  you. 

He  had  deflpoifd  to  robe  him  in. 

Who'll  buy,  &c.  &c 

A  zone  be  wore  of  clatf  ring  shells. 

And  from  his  lofly  cap*  5*iiere  shone 

A  peacock's  plume,  therir  dangled  hells 

That  rung  as  he  came  dancing  on. 

^Vhile  tbui  the  hll&sful  moments  roll'd. 

Close  after  him,  a  page  —  in  dress 

Moments  of  rare  and  fleeting  light. 

And  shape,  his  minature  express — 

That  show  thetQselves,  like  grains  of  jrold 

An  ample  hasket,  fllFd  with  store 

In  the  mine's  reftise,  few  and  bright  j 

Of  toys  and  trinkets,  laughing  bore  j 

Behold  where,  opening  far  away. 

Till,  having  reached  this  verdaot  seat. 

The  long  Conservatory's  range. 

He  liiid  it  iit  hii  master'ii  feet. 

Strlpp'd  of  the  flowers  it  wore  all  day, 

Who,  half  it!  speech  and  half  in  song. 

But  gaining  lovelier  in  exchange, 

Chttunted  this  invoice  to  the  throng:  — 

Presents,  on  Dresden's  costliest  wiire. 

A  sapper  inch  as  Gods  might  sliarc. 
Ah  mnch-lov'd  Supper  !^ blithe  repotl 

Of  other  times,  now  dwindling  fkst^ 

SONO. 

Since  Dinner  far  into  the  nighl 

Advanc'd  the  march  of  appetite  ; 

Wbo*ll  bwy?— 'tis  Folly's  shop,  who'll  buy  ?  — 

Ek*ploy'd  his  never*ending  forces 

We've  toys  to  suit  all  ranks  and  ages  i 

Of  various  vintage  and  three  courses. 

Besides  our  usual  fools*  supply. 

And^  like  those  Ctnihs  who  plaj'd  the  dickcna 

We've  tots  of  playthings,  too,  for  sagei. 

With  Rome  and  all  her  sacred  ehickeni, 

For  reasoners,  here's  a  jngfj;ler's  eup, 

Put  Supper  and  her  fowls  so  white. 

That  fullest  seems  when  nothing's  in  it ; 

Legs,  wings,  and  drumsticks,  all  to  flight. 

And  nifie-pins  set,  like  syslem*,  up, 

To  1m?  kiioek'd  down  tlie  following  minute. 

Now  wak'd  once  more  hy  wine  —  whose  tide 

Who  11  buy  ?-^'tis  Folly's  sbop,  wholl  huy  ? 

Is  the  true  Hippocrcnc,  where  glide 
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1 
■ 

The  Miis«'ft  B^mii  with  bappiest  wing^ 

*Tis  not  for  ihee  the  fault  to  blame. 

Dipping  their  hills,  before  they  sing — 

For  from  those  eyes  the  madness  came. 

The  minstrels  of  the  table  greet 

Forgive  but  thou  the  crime  of  loving. 

The  list*iUDg  ew  with  de&cant  Bweet:^ 

In  this  heart  more  pride  'twill  raise                i 
To  be  thus  wrong,  with  thee  approving. 

i 

• 

Than  right,  with  all  a  world  to  praise! 

SONG  AND  TRIO. 

THE    LEVEE    AND   COUCHEK. 

But  aay,  while  light  these  songs  resound. 
What  means  that  buz  of  whisp'riog  round, 

1 

Call  the  lyoves  aroand, 

From  lip  to  lip — as  if  the  Power 

Let  ihe  whispVing  sound 

Of  Mystery,  in  thi«  gay  hour, 

Of  their  wings  be  heard  aloae, 

Had  thrown  some  secret  (as  we  fling 

Till  soft  to  rest 

Nutu  among  children)  to  that  ring 

■ 

My  IMj  blest 

Of  rosy,  restless  lips,  to  be 

At  thij  bright  hour  hath  gone. 

Thus  scrambled  for  go  wantonly  ? 

Let  Fancy  *s  b<?aras 

And,  mark  ye,  still  OA  each  reveals 

Play  o'er  her  dreams, 

The  mystic  news,  her  hearer  steals 

Till,  touched  with  light  all  through^ 

A  look  towVds  yon  enchanted  chair, 

Her  spirit  be 

Where,  like  the  Lady  of  the  Mawjue, 

^               Like  a  summer  sea. 

A  nymph,  as  exquisitely  fair 

^^^^^^fe          ShmiDg  and  fihimbViiig  too. 

Ab  I^>ve  himself  for  bride  could  ask, 

^^^^  ^          And,  while  thiiB  hush'd  she  lies, 

Sits  blushing  deep,  as  if  aware 

W 

Let  the  whisper'd  chonu  rifte  — 

Of  the  wing'd  secret  circling  there. 

1 

••  Good  evening,  good  evening,  to  our  Lady*8  hrighi 

Who  is  this  nymph?  and  what,  oh  Muse, 

eyes/' 

What,  in  the  name  of  all  odd  things 

1 

That  woman's  restless  brain  pursues, 

1 

But  the  day- beam  breaks, 

What  mean  these  mystic  whisperings  ? 

See,  oar  Lady  wakes! 

Call  the  Loves  around  OQce  more, 

Thus  runs  the  talc:  —  yon  blushing  maid^ 

Like  stars  that  wait 

Who  Sits  in  beauty's  light  arrayed. 

At  Jloming's  gate» 

While  o'er  her  leans  a  (iill  youufj  Dervise, 

Her  first  stepa  to  ador«. 
Let  the  veil  of  oigbt 
From  her  dawning  sight 

(Who  from  her  eyes,  as  all  observe,  is 

Leamiog  by  heart  the  Marriage  Service,) 

Is  the  bright  heroine  of  our  song,  — 

All  gently  pass  away, 
Like  miit«  that  flee 

The  Love- wed  Piyche,  whom  so  long 
WeVe  miss'd  among  this  mortal  train. 

From  a  summer  sea. 

We  thought  her  wing'd  to  heaven  agmiiu 

Leaving  it  fwll  of  day. 

And,  while  her  la/it  dream  fliet. 

But  no  —  earth  still  demands  her  smile; 

Let  the  whisfjer'd  chorus  rise  — 
*'  Good  morning,  good  morning,  to  our  Lady's 
bright  eyei " 

Her  friends,  the  Gods,  must  wait  awhile* 

And  if,  for  maid  of  heavenly  birth, 

A  young  Duke's  profler'd  heart  and  hand 
Be  things  worth  waiting  for  on  earth, 

Both  are,  this  hour,  at  her  et>mmand. 

To-night,  in  yonder  half-lit  shade. 

For  love  concerns  expressly  meant, 

80NG. 

The  fond  proposal  first  was  made. 

And  love  and  silence  blush'd  consent. 

If  to  see  thee  be  to  love  thee. 

Parents  and  friends  (all  here,  as  Jews, 

If  to  love  ihec  be  to  prize 

Enchanters,  housemaids,  Turks,  Hindoos,) 

Nought  of  earth  or  heav'n  above  ihect 

Have  heard,  approved,  and  hk'St  the  ticj 

Nor  to  live  hot  for  those  eyes: 

A  nd  now,  hadst  thou  a  poet*s  eye. 

If  mich  love  to  mortal  given. 

Thoa  mighl*sl  behold,  in  th'  air,  above 

Be  wrong  to  earth,  be  wrong  to  heav'n, 

That  hrillianC  brow,  triumpbont  Love, 

J 
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Holding,  as  if  to  drop  it  down 

Gently  upon  her  curls,  a  crown 

Of  Ducal  shape — but,  oh,  such  gems! 

Pilfer'd  from  Peri  diadems. 

And  set  in  gold  like  that  which  shines 

To  dMkthe  Fairy  of  the  Mines: 

In  BhJSi  a  crown  all  glorious — such  as 

Loye  orders  when  he  makes  a  Duchess. 

But  see,  'tis  mom  in  heaven ;  the  Sun 

Up  the  bright  orient  hath  begim 

To  canter  his  immortal  team ; 

And,  though  not  yet  arriv'd  in  sight, 

His  leader's  nostrils  send  a  steam 
Of  radiance  forth,  so  rosy  bright 
As  makes  their  onward  path  all  light. 

What's  to  be  done?  if  Sol  will  be 

So  deuced  early,  so  must  we ; 


And  when  the  day  thus  shines  outright, 
Ev'n  dearest  friends  must  bid  good  night 
So,  farewell,  scene  of  mirth  and  masking. 

Now  almost  a  by -gone  tale; 
Beauties,  late  in  lamp-light  basking, 

Now,  by  daylight,  dim  and  pale; 
Harpers,  yawning  o'er  your  harps. 
Scarcely  knowing  flats  from  sharps ; 
Mothers  who,  while  bor'd  you  keep 
Time  by  nodding,  nod  to  sleep; 
Heads  of  air,  that  stood  last  night 
Cr6p6y  crispy,  and  upright, 
But  have  now,  alas,  one  sees,  a 
Leaning  like  the  tower  of  Pisa; 
Fare  ye  well — thus  sinks  away 

All  that's  mighty,  all  that's  bright ; 
Tyre  and  Sidon  had  their  day. 

And  ey'n  a  Ball — has  but  its  night! 


EVENINGS    IN    GREECE. 


In  thus  connecting  together  a  series  of  Songs  by 
a  thread  of  poetical  narrative,  my  chief  object  has 
been  to  combine  Recitation  with  Music,  so  as  to 
enable  a  greater  number  of  persons  to  join  in  the 
performance,  by  enlisting,  as  readers,  those  who 
may  not  feel  willing  or  competent  to  take  a  part 
as  singers. 

The  Island  of  Zea,  where  the  scene  is  laid,  was 
called  by  the  ancients  Ceos,  and  was  the  birthplace 
of  Simonides,  Bacchylides,  and  other  eminent 
persons.  An  account  of  its  present  state  may  be 
found  in  the  Travels  of  Dr.  Clarke,  who  says, 
that  "  it  appeared  to  him  to  be  the  best  cultivated 
of  any  of  the  Grecian  Isles." — Vol.  vi.  p.  174. 

T.  M. 


EVENINGS   IN   GREECE. 


FIRST  EVENING. 

"  The  sky  is  bright — the  breeze  is  fair, 
**  And  the  mainsail  flowing,  full  and  frce- 


**  Our  farewell  word  is  woman's  pray'r, 
**  And  the  hope  before  us — Liberty ! 

"  Farewell,  farewell. 
**  To  Greece  we  give  our  shining  blades, 
"  And  our  hearts  to  you,  young  Zean  Maids ! 

"  The  moon  is  in  the  heavens  above, 
**  And  the  wind  is  on  the  foaming  sea — 

"  Thus  shines  the  star  of  woman's  love 
"  On  the  glorious  strife  of  Liberty  I 

"  Farewell,  farewell. 
"  To  Greece  we  give  our  shining  blades, 
**  And  our  hearts  to  you,  young  Zean  Maids  I " 


Thus  sung  they  from  the  bark,  that  now 
Tum'd  to  the  sea  its  gallant  prow, 
Bearing  within  it  hearts  as  brave. 
As  e'er  sought  Freedom  o'er  the  wave ; 
And  leaving  on  that  islet's  shore. 

Where  still  the  farewell  beacons  bum. 
Friends,  that  shall  many  a  day  look  o'er 

The  long,  dim  sea  for  their  return. 

Virgin  of  Heaven !  speed  their  way — 
Oh,  speed  their  way, — the  chosen  flowV, 
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Of  Zea's  youths  the  bo]}e  and  stay 

Of  parents  in  their  wintry  hour, 
The  lore  of  msideDS^  and  the  pride 
Of  the  young,  happy,  bUiBhinp  bride, 
Whote  Duptial  wreath  has  oot  yet  died — 
All,  oil  are  in  that  precious  bark, 

Which  now,  alas,  no  more  is  veen^ — 
Though  every  eye  still  Itirns  to  mark 

The  moonlight  spot  where  it  had  been. 

Vainly  you  look,  ye  raaMlens,  sires* 

And  mothers,  your  bclov*d  are  gone!^ 
Now  may  you  quench  those  si^al  fires. 

Whose  light  they  long  look'd  back  upon 
Prom  their  dark  deck  ^-  watching  the  ^ame 

As  fast  it  faded  from  iheir  view* 
With  thoughts,  that,  but  for  inanly  shame, 

Had  made  them  droop  and  weep  like  you, 
IL»me  to  your  chambers !  home,,  and  pray 
For  the  bright  coming  of  that  day, 
When,  bless'd  by  heaven,  the  Cross  shall  sweep 
The  Orescent  from  the  ^^ean  deep, 
And  your  brave  warriors,  hast'oing  back, 
Will  bring  such  glories  in  their  track, 
As  shall,  for  many  an  age  to  come. 
Shed  light  around  their  name  and  home. 

There  is  a  Fount  on  Zea's  isle, 
Roand  which,  in  soft  lusniriance,  sioUe 
Al!  the  sweet  flowers,  of  every  kind, 

On  which  the  sun  of  Greece  looks  down, 

Pleas'd  as  a  lover  on  the  crown 
His  mistress  for  her  brow  hath  twin'd, 
When  he  beholds  each  llow'ret  there, 
Tlim&elf  had  wish*d  htT  most  to  wear  ; 
Here  hloom*d  the  laurel -rose  ',  whose  wreath 

Hangs  radiant  round  the  Cj-priot  shrinL's, 
And  here  those  bramble-flowers,  that  breathe 

Their  odour  info  Zante's  wines  t—* 
Tlie  »plendid  woodbine,  that,  at  eve, 

To  grace  their  floral  diadems, 
The  lovely  maids  of  Patmos  weave  -^^ 

And  that  fair  plant,  whose  tangled  stems 
Shine  like  a  Nereid's  hair^,  wlwn  spread, 
Dishevell'd,  o'er  her  aznre  bed  ;— ^ 
All  these  bright  children  of  the  clime, 
(Each  at  its  own  most  genial  time. 
The  summer,  or  the  year's  sweet  prime,) 
Like  beautiful  earth -stars,  adorn 
The  Valley,  where  that  Fotint  is  bom  : 


B»  *■  H«rliiiii  01««ia«T.  In  Cjrprui  it  rptolni  \tt 
iMioe-,  Rhododapbne,  sod  the  Cjrphoti  adom  ihctr  chitrchei 
iHib  thm  Hawen  ofi  f&ui'A»yt*' '-Journal  n^  iir.  SiAiAorpe^ 
Wmtpoie't  Twrktf.  «  Id. 

*  Lonicera  CarrifoliuiD,  uj«d  bf  the  girli  of  Patmoi  lot 
gmrUiHtc. 


WTiile  round,  to  grace  its  cradle  gi  L*en, 
Groups  of  Velani  oaks  are  seen, 
TowVing  on  every  verdant  height  — 
Tall,  shadowy,  in  the  evening  light. 
Like  Genii,  set  to  watch  the  birth 
Of  some  enchanted  child  of  earth  — 
Fair  oaks,  that  over  Zea's  vales,        » 

Stand  \vith  their  leafy  pride  unfurFd  *, 
While  Commerce,  from  her  thousand  sails; 

Scatters  their  fruit  throughout  the  world  I  * 

'Twas  here  — as  soon  lut  prayer  and  shep 
(Those  truest  friends  to  all  who  weep) 
Had  lightened  every  heart,  and  made 
Ev'n  sorrow  wear  a  softer  shade  — 
'TwaA  here,  la  this  secluded  spot. 

Amid  whose  breathings  calm  and  sweet 
Grief  might  he  sooth 'd,  if  not  forgot. 

The  Zean  nymphs  resolv*d  to  met^t 
Each  evening  now,  by  tlie  same  light 
That  saw  their  farewell  tears  that  night ; 
Aad  trj,  if  sound  of  lute  and  song, 

If  wandVing  *mid  the  moonlight  flowers 
In  various  talk,  could  charm  along 

Witli  lighter  step,  the  ling' ring  honrs, 
Till  tidings  of  that  Bark  should  cotue. 
Or  Victory  waft  tlunr  warriors  home  ! 

When  first  they  met — the  wonted  smile 

Of  greeting  having  gleaniM  awhile  — 

'T would  touch  ev*Q  Moslem  heart  to  see 

The  sadness  that  came  suddenly 

OVr  their  young  brows,  when  they  Itiok'd  round 

Upon  that  bright,  enchanted  ground ; 

And  thought,  how  many  a  time,  with  those 

Who  now  were  gone  to  the  rude  wars, 
They  there  had  met,  at  evening's  close, 

Atid  danced  till  mom  outshone  the  stars  1 

But  sehlom  long  doth  bang  th*  eclipse 

Of  sorrow  o*er  such  youthful  breasts^ — 
The  breath  from  her  own  blushing  lips, 

That  on  the  maiden's  mirror  rests, 
Not  swifter,  lighter  fnim  the  glass. 
Than  sadness  from  hi-r  bmw  doth  pnss. 
Soon  did  they  now,  as  roun-l  the  Will 

They  sat,  beneath  the  ri*!Jng  moon  — 
And  some,  with  voice  of  awe,  would  tell 
Of  midnight  fays,  and  nymphs  who  dwfll 

In  holy  founts  —  while  some  would  tune 


*  CuKcula  MirapiM.  '*  From  thn  tvUtlnf  and  tirlning  of 
the  itemt,  It  ft  cmrtiisir*d  by  tlio  GfiMkii  ta  tbr  ilUb«vclli!tt 
hair  of  the  Nenrldj.."  ~  Hafftote'M  Turlny, 

1  "  The^  fiTCMluce  o(  th«  IiLumI  In  thefte  Komi  alone  arommts 
annuaili'  to  nrteeo  tbouund  quiolali/*  —  Cfarlrr'#  TVfltWf. 
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Their  idle  lutes,  that  now  had  lain^ 

SONG. 

For  days,  witlioul  a  single  strain  ;— 

And  others^  from  the  rest  apart ^ 

As  o*er  her  loom  the  Lesbian  Maid 

With  laugh  thiit  told  the  li^^hten'd  heart. 

In  love -sick  languor  hung  her  bead, 

Sat,  whispering  in  each  other's  ear 

Unknowing  where  her  fingers  strayed, 

Secrets,  that  all  in  turn  woidd  hetir;^ — 

She  weeping  tum^d  away,  and  said, 

Soon  did  the  J  find  this  tboyghtkes  play 

"  Ob,  my  sweet  Mother  —  *tis  in  vatn^ — 

So  swiftly  steal  their  griefe  away, 

"  I  cannot  weave,  as  once  1  wove  — 

That  many  a  nymph,  though  pleas'd  the  white. 

"  So  wilder'd  is  my  heart  and  brain 

R«proftcb'd  her  own  forgetful  smile. 

"  With  thinking  of  that  youtb  1  love!"* 

And  sigh'd  to  tblok  she  could  he  gay. 

Again  the  web  she  tried  to  trace, 

Among  these  maidens  there  was  one* 

But  tears  fell  oVr  each  tangled  thread  ; 

Who  to  Leucadia  I  late  had  been  — 

While,  looking  in  her  mother  s  face, 

Had  stood,  beneath  the  evening  sun, 

Wlio  watchful  o'er  ber  IcanM,  sbe  said. 

On  its  white  tow'ring  cliffs,  and  seen 

"  Oh,  my  sweet  Mother  —  *tis  in  vain    - 

The  very  spot  where  Sappho  sung 

**  I  cannot  weave,  as  once  I  wove — * 

Her  swari'like  musie,  ere  she  sprung 

"  So  wilder'd  is  my  heart  and  brain 

(Still  holdiog,  in  that  fearful  leap, 

"  With  thinking  of  that  youth  1  love  I" 

By  her  lov*d  lyre,)  into  the  d<?ep. 

And  dying  quench'd  the  fatal  fire, 

At  once,  of  both  her  heart  aud  lyre. 

A  silence  follow 'd  this  sweet  air, 

Mutely  they  listened  all  —arid  well 

As  each  in  tender  musing  stood. 

Did  the  young  travell'd  maiden  tell 

Thinking,  with  lips  that  mov'd  in  prayV, 

Of  the  dread  beigbt  to  which  tbat  iteep 

Of  Sappho  and  that  fearful  flood  : 

Beetles  above  tla*  eddy  ing  deep  —  * 

While  some,  who  ne'er  till  now  bad  known 

Of  the  lone  sea-hirds,  wbi'tling  round 

How  much  their  hearts  resembled  hers, 

The  dizssy  edge  with  mournful  sounds 

Felt  as  they  made  her  griefs  their  own. 

And  of  those  scented  lillies  ^  found 

Tbat  Oieti^  too,  were  Love's  worsbipptrs. 

Siill  blooming  on  tbat  fearful  place  ^ — 

As  if  eaird  up  by  Love,  to  grace 

At  length  a  mnrmwr,  all  hut  mute, 

Th'  immortal  spot,  o*er  which  the  last 

So  faint  it  was,  came  from  the  lute 

Bright  footsteps  of  his  martyr  passed  1 

Of  a  young  melancholy  maid. 
Whose  fingers,  all  uncertain  play*d 

While  fresh  to  ev*ry  listener's  thought 

From  chord  to  chord,  as  if  in  cbase 

These  legends  of  L«neadia  hrougbt 

Of  some  lost  melody,  some  strain 

All  that  of  Sappho*  hapless  6ame 

Of  other  times,  whose  fiifled  trace 

Is  kept  alive,  still  wateh'd  by  Fame  — 

She  sought  among  those  chords  again. 

The  maiden,  tunii^g  her  soft  lute. 

Slowly  the  half-forgotten  tbetiie 

While  nil  the  rest  stood  round  hi-r,  mntc. 

(Though  horn  in  feelings  ne*er  fur  got) 

Thus  sketched  tlic  languisbmeot  of  soul, 

Came  to  her  memory^ as  a  beam 

That  o'er  the  tender  I^eshian  stole; 

Falls  broken  o*er  some  shaded  spot  ;  — 

1 

And,  in  a  voice,  whose  thrilling  tone 

And  whiic  her  lute's  sad  eymphooy 

Fancy  might  deem  ihe  Lc«biao*s  own, 

Fiird  up  each  sighing  pause  between  ; 

And  Love  himself  might  weep  to  see 

Which  still,  — like  sparkles  of  Greek  Fire, 

What  niin  comes  where  he  hath  been— 

Undying,  ev'n  beneath  the  wave^^ — 

As  withered  still  the  grass  is  found 

Bum  on  through  Ttme^  and  ne'er  expire. 

Where  fays  have  danc'd  their  merry  round — 

1 

1  Now  Sanm  Maura --tbe  litand.froni  wboMdlflft  Sipplio 

'  Sw  Mr,  CtuKlhtoti'*  tery  interwlini  dr*crlplloo  of  all 

1 

lMt»f<d  Into  th«  «>(i. 

tTiL'K  circumitancrt. 

■ 

•  "  Th*  fiTvcipice,  whirh  U  rparfwH)r  tll«»y,  li  About  one 

4  ]  have  att«inptPd,  to  tbcii«  Tour  lines ,  to  ^re  »ome  klrs  of 

tliiat  twAudfiLl  rrafftnent  at  S«ppho,  twirtDnfni  rA,««ua  ^rte. 

fbutid  d«fri:h,  u  appeari  frnm  the  dnrk'^Lrliip  calotir  and  tlio 

whffh  r«?jiT*»rnU  in  truly  (lii  Warton  r*»inarki)  *"  tb«  luicuor 

oddftlMt  plari  round  the  pointed  and  proJ<«cting  rock*.**—  , 

and  UitlcikDPti  of  «  perion  deeply  Id  lore<" 

Oov4f»mm'i  lomttn  l»k$. 

i 

1 

I- 

J 

1 

^^^^^^^^^^^ 

1 
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Thai  nmplj  to  the  ljft*ning  throng 

Thus  fOBg  the  soog  her  lover  late 

She  breathed  her  meUnchol  j  song :  — 

Had  mag  to  her — the  eve  before 
That  joyous  night,  when,  as  of  yore^ 
AU  Zea  met,  to  celebrate 
The  Fes«l  oi  May,  on  the  seA-thore. 

^ 

ll 

SOXG. 

« 

i 

1 

Wkkpino  for  thee,  my  love,  through  the  long  day. 

SONG. 

1 

Loaelj  wad  wearily  life  irc»r>  Away. 

1 

Weeping  far  thee,  mj  lore,  through  the  Icmg 

WasM  the  Balalka  i 

1 

night  ^ — 

Is  beard  o  cr  the  sea. 

No  rest  in  darkness,  no  joy  in  light ! 

m  dance  the  Romaika 

i 

^ 

Nought  left  but  Memory,  whote  dreary  tread 

By  moonlight  with  thee 

, 

If  waves  then,  adTaaciag, 

1 

de«d— 

Should  steal  on  our  play. 

1 

Wakening  the  echo's  of  joy  long  fled! 

Thy  white  feet,  in  dancing. 
Shall  chase  them  awsy^  * 

When  the  Balaikm 
Is  heard  o*er  the  set. 

i 

L 

Thoult  dance  the  Rooaaiki, 

1 

Of  manT  a  stanxa,  this  alone 

My  own  love,  with  me. 

1 

Had  scaped  obliTioo — like  the  one                       > 

Stray  fiagment  of  a  wreck,  which  thrown. 

Then,  at  the  closing 

Of  each  merry  lay. 
How  sweet  *tis,  reposing, 

With  the  lost  vessers  name,  ashore. 

TelU  who  they  were  that  lire  no  more. 

Beneath  the  night  rmy  ! 

^^en  thus  the  heart  is  in  a  vein 

Or  if,  declining. 

Of  tender  tboo^bt,  the  simplest  strain 

The  moon  leave  the  skiesi, 

Can  touch  it  with  peculiar  power 

Well  talk  by  the  shining 

As  when  the  air  is  warm,  the  scent 

Of  each  other^s  eyes. 

Of  the  most  wild  and  rustic  flower 

L 

Can  fill  the  whole  rich  element  — 

Oh  then,  how  featly 

And,  in  such  moods,  the  homeliest  tone 

f 

That's  linked  with  feelings,  once  our  own  — 

Treading  so  fleetly 

With  friends  or  joys  gone  by  —  will  be 

Its  light  mazes  through  : ' 

Worth  choirs  of  loftiest  harmony  ! 

Till  stars,  looking  o'er  us 
From  heaven's  high  bow'rs. 

Bat  Boine  there  were,  among  the  group 

Would  change  their  bright  chonw 

Of  damsels  there,  too  light  of  heart 

For  one  dance  of  ours 

To  let  iheir  spirits  longer  droop. 

When  the  Balaika 

Ev*D  under  music's  melting  art ; 

Is  heard  o  cr  the  sea. 

And  one  upspringing,  with  a  hound, 

Tkou'lt  dance  the  Romaika, 

I 

From  a  low  bank  of  Bowers,  looked  round 

My  own  love,  with  me* 

With  eyes  that,  though  so  full  of  light. 
Had  still  a  trembling  tejir  within  j 

1 

And,  while  her  fingers,  in  swift  flight, 

How  changingly  for  ever  veers 

i! 

Flew  o*er  a  lairy  mandolin, 

The  heart  of  youth,  'twijtt  smiles  and  tears  ! 

' 

1  TbU  word  If  defrsodcd  ber«^  I  tOMpfct.otM  irlUWe  ;  Dr. 

of  tha  dance  som^timei  setting  to  h«r  p4.rliver.  lometlinc* 

1 

dtrting  before  tb»  rftit,  and  leading  thecn  througli  tb»  most 

I 

'  **  1  M«  ahorm  thirty  pftrti«t  eofsged  In  diiidng:  th«  Ro- 

[ 

which  are  held  up  to  Let  her  |iai«,  and  girlag  ai  nmeli  lira^ 

l»d  MMtt  chucd  the  retrMtln;  wvt«r—Dintei4U  an  Ikt  Modern 

llneM  and  Inlrieacj  oj  thi-  ean  to  the  fl|rure«.  Into  which  glw 

GrttkB, 

coQttiicti  her  companlont.  while  Iheir  l»iuliic«*  li  to  folUnr  her 

^  **  In  dandiig  the  RmnAikA  (uy*  Mr.  Douglw)  tb«y  be^m 

tn  all  her  tDorementt,  without  l^reakLiif  the  chain,  or  ImIqc 

In  %%am  and  Mlentn  tt#i»  tOl  Itiejr  htive  (eiined  the  time,  tiut 

the  tDeasure." 

1 

' 

i 
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Ev'n  as  in  April,  the  light  vane 
Now  points  to  sunshine^  now  to  rain. 
Instant  this  lively  lay  dispelFd 

Tiie  shadow  fVoni  each  blooming  brow, 
And  Dancing,  joyous  Dancing,  held 

Full  empire  o'er  each  fancy  now. 

But  say — what  shall  the  measure  be  ? 

"  Shall  we  the  old  Ronaaika  tread, 
(Some  eager  ask*d)  '^  as  ancienily 

"  'Twas  hy  the  maids  of  E>elos  led, 
*'  Wlien»  slow  at  first,  then  circling  fast, 
"  As  the  gay  spirits  rose^— jit  last, 
**  With  hand  in  hand,  like  links,  eoloek^d, 

•*  Through  the  light  air  they  seem'd  to  flit 
"  In  labyrinlhme  maze,  that  mock'd 
*  "  The  dazzled  eye  that  folio w'd  it?" 
Some  caird  aloud  "  the  Fountain  Dance  V* — 

While  one  young,  dark-ey'd  Amaxon, 
Whose  step  was  air- 1  ike,  and  whose  glance 

Flash'd^  like  a  sabre  in  the  sun, 
Sportively  said,  ^*  Shame  on  these  soft 
**  Aoad  languid  strains  we  hear  so  oft 
••  Daughters  of  Freedom  I  have  not  we 

"  Leam'd  frfjm  our  lovers  and  oyr  sire« 
"  The  Dance  of  Greece,  while  Greece  was  free  — 

"  That  Dance,  where  oeither  flutes  nor  lyres, 
"•  But  sword  and  shield  elash  on  the  ear 
*^  A  music  tyrants  quake  to  hear  ?  i 
**  Heroines  of  Zea,  arm  with  me, 
"  And  dance  the  dance  of  Victorj' !  ** 

Thus  sayiug,  she,  with  playful  grace, 
liOos^d  the  wide  hat,  Jhat  o'er  her  face 
(From  Anatolia^  came  the  maid) 

Hung,  shadowing  each  sunny  charm  j 
And,  with  a  fair  young  armourer*s  aid. 

Fixing  it  on  her  rounded  ann, 
A  mimic  shield  with  pride  displayed  ; 
Then,  spriugmg  tow*ird«  a  grove  that  spread 

Its  canopy  «f  foliage  near, 
Pluck'd  off  a  lance -I  ike  twig,  and  said, 
"  To  arms,  to  arms  I "  while  o*er  her  head 

She  way'd  the  light  hrnnch,  as  a  spear. 

Promptly  the  laughing  maidens  all 
Obeyed  their  Chiefs  heroic  cjill  j — 
Houtid  the  shield^ann  of  each  was  tied 

Hat,  turban,  shawl,  as  chance  might  be  j 

The  grove,  their  verdant  annoury. 
Falchion  aad  lance  ^  alike  supplied  \ 

'  For  A  description  of  tKe  Fj  irhlc  Danw,  mw  De  Gajt,  kc 
—  It  Appcvri  rrom  Apulclui  (lib.  it.)  tb«t  tlili  w4r-iUnc«  w«if 
•»<Nii  tbe  «fie{«DU,  tonietiaMt  petfonnod  by  fmalei* 

*  8««  the  cottumf  of  tlM  Gravk  wonuo  of  KalollB  to  Ott- 
HV  Mmtn  4c*  Otkomamt, 


And  m  their  glo^  locks,  let  free. 

Fell  down  their  shoulders  carelessly. 
You  might  have  dreamM  you  saw  a  throng 

Of  youthful  Thyodi,  hy  the  beam 
Of  a  May  moon,  hounding  along 

Pencus'  silver-eddied  ^  stream  I 

And  now  tbcy  stepp'd,  with  measured  tread, 

Martially,  o'er  the  shining  field  [ 
Now,  to  the  mimic  combat  led 
(A  heroine  at  each  sqiiadron^fi  bead), 

Struck  Iqdcc  to  lance  and  sword  to  shield : 
While  still,  through  every  varying  feat. 
Their  voices,  beard  in  contrast  sweet 
With  some,  of  deep  hut  soflcn'd  sound, 
From  lips  of  aged  sires  around, 
Who  smiling  watch'd  their  children's  play  — 
Thus  smig  the  ancient  Pyrrhic  lay  :  — 


SONG. 


"  Raise  the  buckler — poise  the  lance — 

"  Now  here  —  now  thefc  —  retreat — ^advance!  " 

Such  were  the  sounds,  to  which  tbe  warrior  hoy 
Danc'd  in  those  happy  days^  when  Greece  wat 
free ; 
When  Sparta's  youth,  ev'n  in  the  hour  of  joy. 
Thus  train 'd  their  steps  to  war  and  victory. 
"  Raise  the  huckler— poise  the  lance- — 
"  Now  here  ^—- now  there  ^retreat  —  advance}" 
Such  was  the  Spartan  warriors*  dance. 
"  Grasp  the  fakhion  —  gird  tbe  shield — ^ 
"  Attack  — dcfiind— do  all,  hut  yield." 

Thus  did  thy  sons,  oh  Greece,  one  glorious  night. 
Dance  by  a  moon  like  this,  till  o'er  tbe  sea 

That  morning  dawn*d  by  whose  immortal  light 
They  nobly  died  for  thee  and  liberty  I  * 

"  Raise  the  buckler — poise  tbe  lance  — 

**  Now  here  —  now  there — retreat — advance  I" 

Such  was  the  Spartan  heroes'  dance* 


Scarce  had  they  clo«'d  this  martial  lay 
When,  flinging  their  light  spears  away, 

'  The  lurorit  wju  thcr  wcapKni  chlc^Hj  lucd  In  tlili  daiicii. 

^  Il*imer»  tl.  II.  7M. 

^  It  It  uid  lh»t  Leonld'ii  And  bli  coinpiinlon«  pmplofMl 
thcTnie>lf<rt.  on  th<?  pre  of  the  battle.  In  muilc  «nd  the  g)m- 
nullc  eKrrctiei  of  their  coucitrjr. 
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*rhe  comlmtant^  in  tiroken  rank  a. 

All  brcjitbless  from  the  war*lield  fly  ? 

And  down,  upon  the  Telret  bonkE 
And  Aow'ry  Blope«t  exHauiSt^d  lie, 

Like  rosy  fauatr^sses  of  Thrace, 

Beatmg  at  Gonset  froDa  the  cUase. 

*'  Fond  gids  I "  an  aged  Z^an  said — 

One  whov  himselif  had  foagbt  Qod  blod, 

Aod  DOT^  vith  ftfeliugs^  half  deligbt, 

]^lf  ndo^i^  vatch'd  their  mimic  fight— 

**  fb«t  QUttdf  I  who  thai  wiih  War  catt  ^^t  — 

**  like  Love,  in  Atari's  helmec  drest| 

**  When,  in  hi*  childish  ionocence, 

**  PkasM  wiih  the  shade  that  helmet  fiinga^, 
**  He  Ifait^ks  ztot  of  the  hlc»od,  that  tlienco 

"  Is  dropping  o*er  hli  sdowj  iringfl. 
**  Ay— true  it  Is,  yotiiig  patriot  maids, 

**  If  HoDOnr's  arm  stiU  won  the  fray, 
**  If  luck  but  shone  on  rigbteoua  blades, 

*•  War  were  a  game  for  gods  to  play  I 
**  Bat,  no^  alas  I  —  hear  one,  who  well 

"  Uath  ttack'd  the  ft»nnnes  of  the  brave — 
**  Hear  mf,  in  oaouniful  ditty ^  tell 

•*  What  glory  naits  the  patriot's  grave  i  "— 


SONG. 


A*  by  the  shore,  at  break  of  day, 
A  vanqitishM  Chief  e^tpi ring  lay, 
Upon  the  eaod^,  with  broke u  sword. 

He  trac'd  hii  farewell  to  the  Free  j 
And,  there»  the  last  nnfinish*d  word 

He  dying  wrote  was  "  Liberty !  " 

At  tiight  a  Sea-bird  shriek 'd  the  knell 
Of  him  who  thus  for  Freedom  fell  i 
The  words  he  wrote,  ere  evening  e^me, 

Were  covered  by  the  sounding  sea;-* 
Bo  pasM  away  the  ean&e  and  name 

Of  him  who  dies  for  Liberty  I 


That  tribute  of  inMued  applause 

A  ebarm'd,  hot  timid,  audience  pays, 

That  murmur^  which  a  minstrel  draws 
From  hearts,  that  feci,  but  fear  to  praise, 

Folion^'d  this  song,  and  left  a  pause 


pbonlu*,  and  the  Foantalni  of  Mcmotf  tad  OMivlon^  Juit 


or  silence  a^r  it,  that  bung 
Like  a  tis'd  spell  on  every  tongue. 

At  length,  a  tow  and  tremuloai  aonnd 
Was  heard  from  midst  a  gronp,  thai  rtitind 
A  hoshfiil  maideti  stood,  to  hide 
Her  blushes,  while  th^*  lute  she  tried — 
Like  roses,  gathering  round  to  veil 
The  song  of  some  young  nightingale. 
Whose  trembling  notes  steal  out  between 
The  cluster *d  leaves^  her^lf  unseen. 
And,  while  that  voieer  in  tones  that  more 

Through  feifliog  than  through  weakness  err'd. 
Came,  with  a  stronger  sweetness,  o*er 

Th'  attentive  ear,  this  strain  was  heard  i — 


SONG. 


I  BAV,  fnmk  yonder  silent  eavoi 

Two  Fountains  running,  side  by  side, 
Tbe  one  was  Mem'ry's  limpid  wave, 

The  other  cold  Oblivion's  tide, 
**  Oh  Love !  "  said  I,  in  thoughtless  mood. 

Am  d^ep  I  drank  of  Lethe's  stream, 
"  Be  all  my  sorrows  in  this  fiood 

"  Forgotten  like  a  vanished  dream  I  ** 

Biit  who  could  bear  that  gloomy  blank. 

Where  joy  was  lost  us  well  a$  pain  P 
Quickly  of  ^Iem*ry*s  fount  I  drank, 

And  brought  the  past  all  back  again ; 
And  said,  **  Oh  Love  !  whate'er  my  lot, 

"  Still  let  this  soul  to  thee  be  tme^^ 
"  Rather  than  have  one  bliss  forgot, 

**  Be  aU  my  pains  remembered  too  I " 


The  group  that  stood  around,  to  shade 
The  blushes  of  that  hasbful  maid, 
Had,  by  degrees,  as  came  the  lay 
More  strongly  forth,  retir'd  away, 
Like  a  fair  shell,  whose  valvea  divide. 
To  show  the  fairer  pearl  inside : 
For  such  she  was — a  ereature,  bright 

And  delicate  as  those  day-flow 'rs, 
Which,  while  they  last,  make  upi  In  light 

And  sweetness,  vhat  they  want  In  honn. 


upon  thp  WAtitr  (iC  llttrcjirii,  whicli  ftgv'c  tliri»ij|ti 
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So  rich  upon  the  ear  bad  gro^n 

Iloso,  like  a  city  of  chrysolite. 

Her  voice's  mdody— il«  tone 

Call'd  from  the  wave  by  witchery. 

GiilliVing  new  courage,  as  it  found 

This  ruin — ^now  by  harb'pous  hands 

An  ecUo  in  each  \mmm  round  — 

Dehas'd  into  a  motley  shed^ 

That,  ere  the  nyuiph,  with  downcast  eye 

Where  the  once  splendid  column  stands 

Still  OD  the  chords,  her  lute  laid  bv, 

Inverted  on  its  leafy  head  — 

•*  Another  Song  "  all  Hps  eitclaim'd, 

Form'd,  as  they  tell,  in  times  of  old. 

And  each  some  tiiatehltfiss  fa v' rite  tiain*d; 

The  dwelling  of  that  bard,  whose  lay 

While  blualiing,  as  her  fiugcrs  ran 

Could  melt  to  tears  the  stern  and  cold, 

O'er  the  sweet  chords^  she  thus  began  j  — 

And  sadden,  'mid  their  mirth,  the  gay— ■ 

Simonides  >,  whose  fame,  through  years 

And  ages  post,  itill  bright  appears — 

Like  Hespenis,  a  star  of  tears  l 

SONG. 

*TwaB  hither  now  —  to  catch  a  view 

Of  the  white  waters,  as  they  play'd 

Oil*  Memory»  how  coldly 

Silently  in  the  light— a  few 

Thou  pain  test  joy  gone  by: 

Of  the  more  restless  damsels  stray'd  ; 

Like  rainbows,  thy  pictures 

And  some  would  linger  mid  the  scent 

But  mournfully  shine  and  die» 
Or,  if  some  tints  thou  kccpest, 

Of  hanging  foliage,  that  perfum'd 
TllB  niiii*d  walls^  while  others  went, 

That  former  days  recall, 

CJuUing  whatever  flow 'ret  bloomed 

A»  o*er  each  line  thou  weepest, 

In  the  lone  leafy  space  between, 

Thy  tears  efface  them  all* 

Where  gilded  chambers  once  had  been; 

Or,  turning  sadly  to  the  sea. 

But,  Memory,  too  truly^ 

Sent  o*er  the  wave  a  sigh  unblest 

Thou  pain  test  grief  that*B  past; 

To  some  brave  champion  of  the  Free — 

Joy*8  colours  are  tlticting, 

Thinking,  alas,  how  cold  might  be. 

But  those  of  Sorrow  last 

At  that  still  hour,  his  phice  of  rest! 

A  nd^  while  thou  bring'^t  before  ur 

Dark  pictures  of  past  HI, 

Meanwhile  there  came  a  sound  of  song 

Life*8  evtfuiugj  closing  oVr  a*. 

From  the  dark  ruins  ^ — a  faint  strain, 

But  mnketj  them  darker  EtilL 

As  if  some  echo,  that  among 

Those  minstrel  halls  had  slumbered  long, 
Were  murmuring  into  life  again* 

So  went  the  moonlight  hours  along, 
In  this  sweet  glade  j  and  so,  with  song 

But^  no  —  the  nymphs  knew  well  the  tone  — 
A  maiden  of  their  tniin,  who  lov'd, 

And  witching  rounds — not  fiuch  as  they. 

Like  the  night-bird,  to  sing  atone, 

The  cymbaltstfi  of  Os&a,  play*d, 

Had  deep  into  those  niios  rov^d, 

To  chase  the  nifKtn's  eclipse  away,' 

And  there,  all  other  thoughts  forgot. 

But  feoft  and  holy  — did  each  maid 

Was  warbling  o'er,  in  lone  delight^                  i 

Lighten  her  heart's  eelipsc  awhile, 

A  lay  that,  on  that  very  spot. 

And  win  back  Sorrow  to  a  smile. 

Uer  lover  sung  one  moonlight  night :  — 

Not  far  from  this  secluded  place, 

On  the  sea-shore  a  ruin  stood;  — 

A  relic  of  th' extinguished  race, 

SONG. 

Who  once  look'd  o'er  that  ftiamy  flood. 

When  fair  loulis'^  by  the  light 

Aa  I  where  are  they,  who  beard,  id  former  hours. 

Of  golden  sunset,  on  the  sight 

The  voice  of  Song  in  these  neglected  bow'rs? 

Of  mariners  who  sail'd  that  tetv 

They  afe  gone — all  gone! 

1  Thli  Hrporititlou*  CTUtora  of  the  T»»e«»ll»ii»  esl«U  alio. 

s  vftllcj"  watered  by  the  itreami  of  a  fotmtaln,  wbenc*  Icmlit 

u  Fletro  ci«ll«  Valic  tHh  at,  among  the  Feraiant, 

received  Its  na.iTte." 

•  An  anciwnt  rity  of  Zca.  ihe  will*  of  which  were  of  marble. 

1  Z«a  WM  the  birthplAce  of  thlji  poet,  wbote  versBC  art  bf 

lU  r«nialai  (wyi  Clirkc)  ••■strnd  from  the  »hore,  quite  into 

CatuUiie  calK-d  "  tetirt." 

■ 
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1 

The  Toutb,  who  told  his  pain  in  snch  swe<?t  tone. 

That  all,  Drhoht'ardhiin^wishi'd  his  paintLeirowrn — 

SONG. 

He  U  gone — he  is  gone! 

Here,  while  the  inoonlight  dim 

1 

Aod  she,  who^  while  he  snngt  sat  Itfit'ning  hy. 

Falls  on  that  mossy  brim, 

1 

And  thought,  to  stmins  like  the^e  'twere  sweet  to 

Sing  we  our  Fountain  Hymn, 

1 

die- 

Maidens  of  Zea ! 

I 

She  U  gone — she  too  b  gone  I 

Nothing  but  Music's  strain. 

1 

When  Lovers  part  in  pain, 

*Tis  thus.  In  fntore  hours,  some  hard  wlU  saj 

Soothes,  till  ihcy  meet  again, 

L 

Of  ber,  who  hears,  and  hltn,  who  sings  this  lay  — 

Oh,  Maids  of  Zea  t 

1 

They  are  gone — they  hoth  are  gonel 

Bright  Fount,  so  clear  and  cold, 
Round  which  the  nymphs  of  old 
Stood,  with  their  locks  of  gold. 

P 

i 

The  moon  was  now,  from  HeaTen's  steep. 

Fountain  of  Zea  1 

1 

Bending  to  dip  her  silvery  urn 

Not  even  Castaly, 

1 

Into  the  bright  and  silent  deep — 

Fam'd  though  its  streamlet  be, 

1 

And  the  jonng  nymphs,  on  their  ret^im 

Murmurs  or  shines  like  thcct 

From  those  romantic  rnins,  found                          ' 

Ob,  Fount  of  Zeal 

Their  other  plajunates,  rang'^d  around 

The  sacred  Spriog,  prepar'd  to  tunL* 

Thou,  while  our  hymn  we  sing. 

Their  parting  hvran  ',  ere  sunk  the  moon, 

Thy  silver  voice  shall  brings 

To  that  fair  Fountain,  by  whose  stream 

Answering,  answering, 

Their  hearts  had  form'd  go  many  a  dream. 

Sweet  Fount  of  Zca  ! 
For,  of  all  rills  that  run. 

Who  has  not  read  the  tales,  that  tell 

Sparkling  by  moon  or  sun, 

Of  old  Eleusia'  sacred  VVell^ 

Thou  art  the  fairest  one, 

Or  heard  what  legend-aougs  reeount 

Bright  Fount  of  Zea  I 

Of  Syra,  and  its  holy  Fouot,* 

Gushing,  at  once,  from  the  hard  roek 

Now,  by  those  stars  that  glance 

Into  the  laps  of  living  flowers  — 

Over  heaven's  still  expanse. 

Where  village  maidens  lov'd  to  flock,                   , 

Weave  we  our  mirthful  dance, 

On  suraracr-nights,  and,  like  the  hours, 

Daughters  of  Zeal 

Link'd  in  harmonious  dance  and  song, 

Such  as,  in  former  days. 

Charm'd  the  unconscious  night  along; 

Danc*d  they,  by  Diao^s  mys. 

While  holy  pilgrims,  on  their  way 

Where  the  Eurotas  strays,* 

To  D<?los*  isle,  stood  looking  on, 

Oh,  Maids  of  Zea! 

Enchanted  with  a  scene  so  gay* 

Nor  sought  their  boats,  till  morning  shone  ? 

But  when  to  merry  feet 
Hearts  with  no  echo  beat, 

Saeh  was  the  scene  this  lorely  glade 

Say,  can  the  dance  be  sweet? 

And  its  fair  inmates  now  dispfay'd. 

Maidens  of  Zea  I 

As  round  the  Fount,  in  linked  ring. 

No,  nought  but  Music's  strain, 

They  went,  in  eadetice  slow  and  Ugh t. 

When  lovers  p»rt  in  pain. 

And  thus  to  that  enchanted  Spring 

Soothes,  till  they  meet  again. 

Warbled  their  Farewell  for  the  night:  — 

Oh,  Plaids  of  Zea  I 

fonQerlj,  whether  of  love  and  gnlloatrf ,  or  of  goBjilplni)(  and 

the  ADciente,  atili  cKist  in  Greece.    Di!  Gtt^M  tclli  us  that  Ue 

taJe-ti'lllnj(.   It  ii  ne&r  to  the  tmrn>  and  tb«  moit  limpid  water 

hv  MHJO  'Mhe  y<ninf  women  In  Prlnr©"*  ttland,  aiiciubted  in 

f  uthei  continiiaJljr  from  the  »o)ld  rock.    It  Ji  regarded  by  the 

ehe  «vettins  »(  m  public  well,  tudaenl/  itriite  up  a  lUoce.  while 

labiihitaiiiA  wlih  a  degree  of  rellgioui  veneration ;  and  iWj 

other*  tung  in  concert  lo  them/' 

prctetfe  a  tradUlcoi,  thai  ttto  pllgrlroi  of  old  time^  tii  ttieir  wny 

to  Deloi,  reiort«l  hither  for  purtflcatlon,"  — Odf**?. 

be  MfitlJered  &•  the  worshipper*  of  water.   The  old  fountain. 

at  wlilcfi  ihe  nymphi  of  the  kUntl  A««4«inl4i'd  If*  the  r^irlli-jt 

9         "  Qu.-tlli  in  Rnrot*  rlp[«,  atU  per  juga  C/ntlil 

■fei,  ckliti  to  lt4  t)ni;in«.l  tUte  *,  the  Mnae  reiutcirout  as  It  wa* 

Excrcct  Diatta  choro*." —  VitgU. 

1 

i 

i 
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SECOND  EVENLNG. 


SONG. 


Wren  eT^Ding  sliades  are  folliiig 

O'er  Qt'enn  s  sunny  sleep, 
To  pilgrims*  hearts  recall ing 

Theif  bonic  beyond  the  deep  ; 
When,  nst  o'er  all  deset^udifitg. 

The  shores  with  gladness  smile, 
And  Intea,  their  echoes  blending, 

Are  heard  from  isk  to  ble. 
Then.  Mjiry,  Star  of  the  Sea,  • 
We  pray,  we  pray,  to  ihee  J 

The  Qoon-day  tempest  over, 

Now  Ocean  toils  no  uiore^ 
And  wings  of  halcyons  hover, 

Wliere  all  wm  strife  before. 
Oil  thua  may  life,  in  closing 

Its  short  tempcMtuon*  day, 
Beneath  heaven's  smile  reposing, 

Shine  nil  its  storms  away: 
Thua,  Miry,  Star  of  the  Sea, 
We  pray,  we  pray,  to  thee  ! 


On  Helle's  sea  tho  light  grew  dim. 
As  the  Last  sounds  of  tlml  sweet  hymn 

Floated  along  its  nxiire  tide^ 
Floated  in  light,  as  if  the  by 
Had  [t^ix*d  with  suitftet'if  fading  ray, 

And  light  and  song  tog^her  died. 
So  $of\  through  evening*fi  atr  had  breath  *d 
That  choir  of  youthful  voices,  wrcath*d 
lu  many-Uoked  hannony, 
That  boiitfl,  then  hwrryiug  o*er  the  sea, 
Pauft'd,  when  they  reoeh'd  this  fairy  shore. 
And  linger'd  till  the  strain  was  o  er.   #  ^ 

Of  those  young  maids  whoVe  met  to  fleet 

la  soDg  aad  dance  this  evening's  hours, 
Far  happier  now  tlie  bosoms  beat. 

Than  when  they  last  adorn *d  these  bowers; 
For  tidings  of  glad  sound  had  come, 

At  break  of  day,  from  the  far  isles — 
Tidings  Uke  breath  of  life  to  socne  — 
That  Zea's  sons  woiild  soon  wing  home, 

Crown'd  with  the  light  of  Viet'ry's  smiles 
To  meet  that  brightest  of  all  meeds 
That  wait  on  high,  heroic  deeds, 

>  One  of  tH«  tU)e«  nf  the  Vtrfttu^"  Marb  UluJuInaCrl x, 
•Ire  St«Uii  M»rU/'  — /jN^or. 


When  gentle  eyes  that  scarce,  for  tears, 

Coald  trace  the  warrior's  parting  track. 
Shall,  like  a  misty  mom  tliat  clears, 
W^ben  the  loug-abst^nt  sun  appears, 
Shine  out,  all  bltss,  to  hail  him  back. 

How  fickle  still  the  youthful  breast!^ 

More  fond  of  change  than  a  young  moon, 
No  joy  so  new  was  e'er  potssess'd 

Uut  Youth  would  leave  for  newer  aoon. 
These  Zean  nj'mphs,  though  bright  the  spot, 

^^liere  first  they  held  their  evening  play, 
As  ever  fell  to  fairy *»  lot 

To  wanton  oVr  by  midnight's  ray, 
lliid  now  exchanged  that  sheltered  scene 

For  a  wide  glade  beside  the  sea — 
A  lawn,  whose  sofi  expanse  of  green 

Turn'd  to  the  west  sun  smilingly. 
As  though,  in  conscious  beauty  bright. 
It  Joy'd  to  give  him  light  for  ligliL  » 

And  ne'er  did  evening  more  serene 
Look  down  from  heav'n  on  lovelier  scene. 
Calm  lay  the  flood  around,  while  fleet, 

O'er  the  blue  shining  element. 
Light  barks,  as  if  with  fairy  feet 

That  stirr'd  not  the  hush'd  waters,  irent; 
Some  that,  ere  rosy  eve  fell  o*er 

The  blushing  wave,  with  mainsail  free, 
Had  put  forth  from  the  Attic  shore, 

Or  the  near  isle  of  Ebony, — 
Some,  Hy driot  barks,  that  deep  in  caves 

ISeneath  Colonna's  pillar'd  cliffis, 
Had  all  day  liirk'd,  and  o'er  the  waves 

Now  shot  their  long  and  dart-Ukc  tkifh. 
Woe  to  the  erafl,  however  fleet. 
These  sea-hawks  in  their  course  shall  meet. 
Laden  wilh  jmiee  of  Lesbian  vines, 
Or  rich  from  Naxos*  emery  mines  ; 
For  not  more  sure,  when  owlets  flee 
O'er  the  dark  crags  of  Fendelee, 
Doth  the  nigbt-falcon  mark  bis  prey. 
Or  pounce  un  it  more  fleet  tbao  they. 

And  what  a  mooo  now  tights  the  glade 

Where  tbese  youag  island  nymphs  are  met! 
Full-orb'd,  jet  pure,  as  if  no  sbade 
Had  toueb'd  its  virgin  lustre  yet| 
Anid  freshly  bright,  as  if  just  made 
By  Love's  own  hands,  of  new-born  light 
Storn  fVom  his  mothers  star  to-night. 

On  ft  bold  rock,  that  o*er  the  flood 
Jul  ted  from  that  soA  glade,  there  stood 
A  Chapel,  fronting  towVds  the  sea,^ 
Built  in  some  by-gone  century*  — 
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Where,  nightly,  us  the  seaman's  mark. 

Till  deified  the  quarry  shone 

Wlien  wave*  rose  high  or  clouds  were  dark, 

And  all  Olympus  stood  in  stone  I 

A  lamp,  het|iieatb'd  by  some  kind  Saiut^ 

Shed  oVr  the  wave  i(s  glimmer  faint, 

There,  in  the  foreground  of  that  scene, 

Waking  in  way-worn  men  a  »igh 

On  a  soft  bank  of  living  green. 

And  pray'r  to  heav'n^  as  they  went  hy. 

Sat  a  young  nymph,  with  her  lap  full 

'Twas  then?,  around  that  rock-built  shrine, 

Of  newly  gather'd  flowers,  o  er  which 

A  gn)tip  of  maidleas  and  their  sires 

She  graceful  lean'd,  intent  to  enll 

Had  stood  to  watch  the  dai^*B  decline. 

All  that  was  there  of  hue  most  rich, 

And,  as  the  light  fvll  o*er  thtfir  lyres, 

To  form  a  wreath,  such  as  the  eye 

Sung  to  the  Queen -Star  of  the  Sea 

Of  her  young  lover,  who  stood  by, 

That  soft  and  holy  melr>dy. 

With  pallet  mingled  fresh,  might  choose 

To  fix  by  Painting's  rainbow  hues. 

But  lighter  thoughts  and  lighter  song 

Now  woo  the  coming  hours  along : 

The  wreath  was  formed  }  the  maiden  rais'd 

For,  mark,  where  smooth  the  herhage  lies. 

Her  speakinj?  eyes  to  his,  while  he^« 

Yon  gay  paTilion,  curtain'd  deep 

Oh  not  upon  the  flowers  now  gaz'd. 

With  ailkeJti  folds,  through  which,  bright  eyes, 

But  on  that  bright  look's  witchery- 

From  time  to  time,  are  seen  to  pe^p; 

While,  quick  as  if  but  then  the  thought. 

While  twinkling  lights  that*  to  and  fro, 

Like  light,  had  reach 'd  his  &ou3,  he  caught 

Beneath  those  veils,  like  meteors,  go. 

His  pencil  up,  and,  warm  and  true 

Tell  of  some  spells  at  work»  and  keep 

As  life  itself,  that  love-look  drew: 

Young  fancies  chain*d  in  mute  suspense, 

And,  as  his  raptnr'd  ta^k  went  on, 

Watching  what  next  may  shine  from  thence. 

And  forth  each  kindling  feature  shone. 

Nor  long  the  pawse,  ere  hands  unseen 

Sweet  voices,  through  the  moonlight  air. 

That  mystic  curtain  backward  drew 

From  lips  as  moonlight  fresh  and  pure. 

And  all,  that  late  but  shone  between, 

Thus  haird  the  bright  dream  passing  there, 

In  half-eaught  gleamji,  now  burst  to  view. 

And  6ung  the  Birth  of  Portraiture.^ 

A  picture  'twas  of  the  early  days 

Of  glorious  Greece,  ere  yet  those  rays 

Of  rich,  immortal  Mind  were  hers 

That  made  mankind  her  worshippers  ^ 

SONG. 

While,  yet  unsung,  her  landscapes  shone 

With  glory  It-nt  by  Heaven  alone; 

As  once  a  Grecian  maiden  wove 

Nor  temples  erown'd  her  nameless  hills. 

Her  garland  mid  the  summer  bow'ra, 

Nor  Muse  immortali&'d  her  rills  j 

There  stood  a  youths  ^ith  eyes  of  love, 

Nor  aught  but  the  mute  poesy 

To  watch  her  while  she  wreathed  the  flow'rsL 

Of  sun,  and  stars,  and  shining  sea 

The  youth  was  skill 'd  in  Painling^s  art, 

Illum'd  that  land  of  hards  to  be. 

But  ne'er  had  studied  woman's  brow, 

While,  prescient  of  the  gifted  race 

Nor  knew  what  magic  hues  the  heart 

That  yet  would  realm  so  blest  adorn. 

Can  shed  o'er  Nature's  charms,  till  now. 

Nature  took  pains  to  deck  the  place 
Where  glorious  Art  was  to  be  born. 

CHORUS. 

Blest  he  Love-,  to  whooi  we  owe 

Such  was  tlie  scene  that  mimic  stage 

All  that's  fair  and  bright  below. 

Of  Athens  and  her  hills  portray'd; 

Athens,  in  her  first,  yonthtul  age, 

Ilis  hand  had  piLtur'd  many  a  rose. 

Ere  yet  the  simple  violet  braid,* 

And  sketch'd  the  rays  that  light  the  brook  ; 

Which  then  adom'd  her,  had  shone  down 

But  what  were  these,  or  what  were  those. 

The  glory  of  earth  s  loftiest  crown. 

To  woman*s  blush,  to  woman's  look  ? 

While  yet  nndreani'd,  her  seeds  of  Art 

"  Oh,  if  such  magic  pow'r  there  Ih% 

Lay  sleeping  in  the  marble  mine  — 

"  Thi5,  this,'*  be  cried,  **  is  all  my  prayer. 

Sleeping  till  (Jenius  bade  them  start 

**  To  paint  that  living  light  I  see, 

To  ail  but  life,  in  shapes  divine; 

"  And  fix  the  soul  that  sparkles  there." 

^  The  whole  of  %bU  icene  wm  luf  gcsted  bj  Pltny 'c  accnunt 

ortbe utiit  Fauilo  Anil  till  mlttreis  Glj-cwmjtb,  %\%^.  c«  4U. 
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His  prayer,  as  soon  as  breatL'd,  was  heard  ; 

His  palLeU  touth'd  by  Lovei  grew  wnrin, 
And  Paint iDg  saw  hiT  hues  tmnsterr'd 

From  lifeless  llow^rs  to  woman *s  form. 
Still  m  from  tint  to  tiQt  he  stole, 

Tht'  fair  design  shone  out  the  more, 
And  there  was  now  a  life,  a  soul, 

"Where  only  colours  glow'd  before. 

Thea  first  carnations  ]eaxii*d  to  apeak^ 

And  links  into  life  were  brought  j 
While,  mantling  on  the  maiden's  cheuk. 

Young  roses  kindled  into  thought. 
Then  hyacinths  their  darkest  dyes 

Upon  the  locks  of  Beauty  threw ; 
And  violets,  traosforni'd  to  eyes, 

Inahrin'd  a  soul  within  their  blue. 

CHOBOg. 

Blest  be  Love,  to  whom  we  owe 
All  that^B  fair  and  bright  below. 
Song  wm  cold  and  Painting  dim 
Tin  song  and  Painting  learned  from  him. 


SooM  35  the  scene  had  clos'd,  a  cheer 

Of  gentle  voices,  old  and  young. 
Hose  from  the  group,-*  that  stood  to  hear 

This  tale  of  yore  so  aptly  sung  ; 
And  whi!e6onie  Bymphjs,  in  haste  to  tell 
The  workers  of  that  fa.iry  spell 
How  crowo'd  with  prake  their  task  had  been, 
Stole  in  behind  the  curtain'd  scene^ 
The  rest,  in  happy  converse  si  ray 'd  — 

Talking  that  ancient  love-tale  o'er  — 
Some,  to  the  groves  that  skirt  the  glade. 

Some,  to  the  chapel  by  the  shore. 
To  look  what  lights  were  on  the  seUt 
Amd  think  of  th'  absent  silently. 

But  soon  llmt  summons,  known  so  well 
Through  bowV  and  hall,  in  Eastern  lands, 

Wliose  sound,  more  sure  than  gong  or  bell, 
Ijovcrs  and  slaves  alike  commands,— 
The  ebpping  of  youDtg  female  hands, 

^  The  travel  1i<r  Shaw  murallont  m  tHrautifiil  HU  In  Bartnary^ 
wljich  ii  r«co1vr>it  Into  a  largo  baion  caWvd  Shrttb  k'a?  irub, 
"  Drink  and  ««r«]r,"— there  being  yrciit  ilwigrr  cif  mccLkig 
with  thkvei  aixl  jMMMinii  In  »<icli  [tUcrs, 

■  The  ArablAn  thrphiTd  Loi  n  yvrulUr  ceremony  hi  weanJng 
Ihe  jrouHR  camvl:  when  the  jiropcr  tJme  arri«ea,  he  titnu  live 
r*tncl  (owMrUi  the  rJihig  it»r,  Oinoijuj,  And  tuyi,  **  Do  fou 
RM»  (.'oi^opua  f  from  thU  raomeDt  yoti  lMt«  tu>t  AnoUHer  drop 
of  milk."  ~  tticharUhin. 

>  "  Whovff'r  rotiirn«  from  a  pllgrlmiife  to  Hmca  hangt 


Calls  back  the  groups  from  rock  and  field 
To  see  some  new-form'^d  scene  reveal 'd  \  — ^ 
And  fleet  and  eager,  down  the  slopes 
Of  the  green  gbde^  like  anteloi>e»T 
When,  in  their  thirst*  they  hear  the  sound 
Of  distant  rdls,  the  light  oymphs  bound. 

Far  different  now  the  scene  —  a  waste 
Of  Libyan  sands,  by  moonlight's  ray  ; 

An  ancient  well,  whereon  were  trac'd 
The  warning  word*,  for  such  as  stray 
Unarmed  there,  **  Drink  and  away  1  '* ' 

'^Vhile,  near  it,  from  the  night-ray  screened, 
And  like  his  bells,  in  bush'd  repose, 

A  camel  slept — young  as  if  wt-an'd 
When  last  the  star,  Canopus,  rose.* 

Such  was  the  back-grotmd*g  iilent  scene  ;  — ^ 

While  nearer  lay,  fast  slumbYing  too, 
In  a  rude  tent,  with  brow  sereae, 

A  youth  whose  cheeks  of  way -worn  hue 
And  pilgrim -bonnet,  told  the  tale 
That  he  had  been  to  Mecca's  Vale  : 
Happly  in  pleasant  dreams,  ev*n  now 

Thinking  the  long  wish'd  hour  is  come 

WTie*i,  o'er  the  well-known  porch  at  home* 
His  hand  shall  hang  the  aloe  bought— 
Trophy  of  his  accomplish 'd  vow.  =* 
But  brief  his  dream  —  for  now  the  call 

Of  the  caiiip-chiefs  from  rear  to  van, 
**  Bind  on  your  burdens*,"  wakes  up  all 

The  widely  slumbVing  caravan  j 
And  thus  mean  while,  to  greet  the  ear 

Of  the  young  pilgrim  iis  he  wakes, 
The  song  of  one  who,  lingVing  near. 

Had  waleh'd  his  slumber,  cheerly  brcak»» 


SONG. 


Up  and  march  \  the  timbrer*  sound 
Wakes  the  slumb'ring  camp  around  j 
Fleet  thy  hour  of  rest  hath  gone. 
Armed  sleeper,  up,  and  on  1 
Long  and  weary  is  our  way 
0'«r  the  bum  log  sands  to-day ; 

thli  pimu  (the  roitre-»hajj«l  A^h?)  over  hli  itrcft-Uaof,  jit  m 
token  or  hli  having  pcrrormed  thii  tioly  Journ4<>jr." —  ttoMtd* 

*  THU  rortn  of  notleo  to  the  cartTiuit.  lo  prepare  for  mnrcb* 
hiB  wu  applied  I17  HaAi  to  ihe  ueceMltf  of  retlninutitilfisr 
the  pl(^*'^iref  of  thli  world.  And  preparCnip  fur  iteatJi :  —  "  Tvr 
me  what  room  j»  there  for  pleature  tn  the  t»Qiwcr  of  IkMUtjr, 
when  every  mament  the  bell  moiet  proctumatlon.  *  TtioA  00 
your  bordcni?* " 
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But  to  pilgrim's  bomcward  fdei 

And  now,  light  bounding  forth,  a  band                           fl 

Ev'd  tbe  desert's  path  is  sweet 

Of  mountaineers,  all  smiles^  advance ^ —                       H 
Nymphs  with  thtnr  lovura,  hand  in  hand,                        H 

When  we  lie  at  dead  of  night:, 

Link'd  in  the  Ariadne  dance  ;  ^                                       ■ 

LcMsking  up  to  heaven's  light. 

And  whili*,  apart  from  that  gay  throng,                          1 

Hearing  but  the  watcbman's  tone 

A  minstrel  youth,  \n  varied  song,                                    H 

Faintly  chaimting  **  God  is  one/'  ^ 

Tills  of  the  loves,  the  joys,  the  ills                                    1 

Oh  what  thought*  then  o  cr  m  come 

Of  these  wild  children  of  the  hills,                                     V 

Of  our  distaut  village  honie^                              ' 

The  rest  by  turns,  or  fierce  or  gay, 

Where  that  chaunt,  when  evening  seta, 

As  war  or  sport  inspires  the  lay, 

Bounds  from  all  the  miiiaret& 

Follow  each  change  that  wakes  the  strings,           [ 
And  act  what  thus  the  lyrist  siogs  : — 

Cheer  thee  I  —  soon  shall  signal  li^^bts* 

1 

Kindling  D*er  the  Red  Sea  heights. 

1 

Kindliog  qmek  from  man  to  man, 

1 

Hail  our  coming  caravan  ;* 

SONG.                                            " 

Think  what  bli£s  that  hour  will  he  1 

Looks  of  home  agnin  to  see. 

No  life  is  like  the  moantaineer*s. 

And  our  names  again  to  hear 

His  home  i&  near  the  sky, 

Mnnnur'd  out  by  voices  dear. 

Where,  thron'd  above  this  world,  he  hears 

Its  strife  at  distance  die. 
Or,  should  the  sound  of  hostile  drum 
Proclaim  below,  *'  We  come^ — we  come," 

Each  crag  that  towr's  in  air 

So  posa'd  the  desert  dream  aif  ay, 

Gives  answer,  **  Come  who  dare  I  '* 

Fleeting  as  his  who  heard  this  lay. 

While,  like  bees,  from  dell  and  dingle, 

Nor  long  the  pause  between,  nor  mov'd                1 

Swift  the  swarming  warriors  mingle, 

The  spell-bound  audience  from  that  spot ; 

And  their  cry  **  Hurra  1 "  will  be* 

While  still,  as  usual,  Fancy  rov'd 

"  Hurra,  to  victory  !  " 

JOn  to  the  joy  that  yet  was  not ;  — 

Fancy,  who  hath  no  present  home, 

Then,  when  hattleV  hour  U  over, 

But  hiiilds  her  bower  in  scenes  to  come, 

See  the  happy  mountain  lover, 

Walking  for  ever  in  a  light 

With  the  nymph,  who'll  soon  he  hride. 

That  fiowR  from  regions  out  of  sight. 

Seated  blushing  by  his  side, — 
Every  shadow  of  his  lot 

1 

But  see,  hy  gradual  dawn  descried. 

In  her  sunny  smile  forgot 

A  mountain  realm  ^mgged  as  e'er 

Oh,  no  life  is  like  the  mountaineer's, 

Uprais'd  to  heav'n  its  snmmita  bare^ 

His  home  is  near  the  sky, 

Or  told  to  earth,  with  frown  of  pride. 

Where,  thron'd  above  this  world,  he  bears 

That  Freedom's  fakou  nest  was  there, 

Its  strife  at  distance  die. 

Too  high  for  hand  of  lord  or  k'mg 

Nor  only  thus  through  smnmer  suns 

To  hood  her  brow,  or  chain  her  wing. 

His  blithe  existence  cheerly  runs  — 
Ev'n  winter,  hleak  and  dim. 

'Tit  Maioa'B  land  — her  aneient  hills, 

firings  joyous  hours  Uy  him  ; 

► 

The  abode  of  nymphs  »—  her  countless  rilli 

WTien,  his  rifle  behind  him  flinging, 

And  torrents,  in  their  downward  dash, 

He  watches  the  roe-buck  springing. 

Shining,  like  silver,  through  the  shade 

And  away,  o'er  the  hills  away 

Of  tlie  sea-pine  and  flowVing  a-sb  — 

Ee-echoes  his  glad  **  hurra." 

All  with  a  truth  so  fresh  p<>rtrBy*d 

As  wants  but  touch  of  life  to  be 

Then  how  blest,  when  night  is  closing, 

A  world  of  warm  reality. 

By  the  kindled  hearth  reposing. 

3                           rlrgfnlbuit  bMchata  LacodU 

roundft.  crjrlng  ooe  aft^r  another,  '*  Cod  U  tmt,'*  Ac.  &c. 

Target**                                               Viio. 

*  "  It  vriu  cuAtomary/^  tnjri  Irwin,  **  to  Ughl  tip  Aries  on 

1  See,  tat  4n  account  of  tbU  dunce.  Do  Guj>  TravcU. 

the  mminLatnt,  withio  riew  of  Coifelr^  to  gfvu  notice  of  the 

approftcb  of  the  caraTaiu  that  cum  team  ttt«  Nile/' 

1 

1 
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To  his  reb<;<;k's  drowsy  fiong, 

O'er  him,  the  noblest  Star  of  Fame 

He  beguiles  the  hour  along ; 

That  eer  in  life*fi  young  glory  aet!  — 

1 

Or*  prov<>k'd  by  merry  glances. 

And  now  were  on  their  mournful  way, 

I 

To  a  brisker  movement  dances. 

Wafting  the  news  through  Helle's  isles  ;  — 

1 

Till,  weary  at  last,  in  Hluniber*s  chain. 

News  that  would  cloud  ev'u  Freedom's  ray, 

I 

He  dreaioH  o'er  chase  and  dance  again, 

And  sadden  Vicfry  *iuici  her  smiles. 

1 

Druaiiis,  dreams  ihem  o'er  again. 

Their  tale  thus  told,  and  heard,  with  pain* 
Gut  spread  the  galliot's  wings  again ; 
And,  as  she  sped  her  swift  career, 
Again  that  Hymn  rose  on  the  ear  — 

1 

"  Thou  art  not  dead^ — t!jou  art  not  dead  !  *' 

As  slow  that  minstrel,  at  tbe  cloee. 

As  oft  'twas  sunf^,  in  ages  flown, 

Sunk,  while  he  sung,  to  feign'd  repo««. 

Of  him,  the  Athenian,  who,  to  shed 

Aptly  did  thi'v,  wbose  mimic  art 

A  tyrant*B  blood,  pour'd  out  his  own. 

Followed  the  changes  of  his  lay, 

Portray  the  lull,  the  nod,  the  start. 
Through  wbich,  as  faintly  died  away 

His  lute  and  voice,  the  minstrel  passed. 

Till  voice  and  lute  lay  bush'd  at  lasL 

SONG. 

But  now  far  other  song  came  o'er 

Thou  art  not  dead— thou  art  not  dead!  "' 

Tlieir  startled  ears  —  song  that,  at  first. 

No,  dearest  Harmodius,  no. 

As  solemnly  the  night-witid  bore 

Thy  soul,  to  realms  above  wii  fled, 

Across  the  wave  its  mournful  burst. 

Though,  like  a  star,  it  dwells  o'er  head. 

Secni'd  to  the  fancy,  like  a  dirge 

Slili  lights  this  world  below. 

Of  some  lone  Spirit  of  the  Sea, 

Thou  art  not  dead— thou  art  not  dead  I 

Singing  o*er  Hellers  ancient  surge 

No,  dearest  Hannodius,  no. 

The  requiem  of  her  Brave  and  Free, 

Through  isles  of  light,  where  heroes  tread 

Sudden,  amid  their  pastime,  pause 

And  flow'rs  ethereal  blow, 

. 

The  wortd'riug  nymphs;  and,  as  the  sound 

Thy  god -like  Spirit  now  is  led, 

Of  that  strange  music  nearer  draws, 

Thy  lip,  with  life  ambrosiiil  fed. 

With  mute  eD(|uiriiig  eye  look  round. 

Forgets  all  taste  of  woe. 

1       Asking  each  other  what  ean  he 

Thou  art  not  dead^ — thou  art  not  dead  I 

1      The  source  of  this  sad  minstrelsy  ? 

No,  dearest  llannodius,  no. 

Nor  longer  can  they  doubt,  the  song 

Comes  from  some  island-bark,  which  now 

The  myrtle,  round  that  fiilchion  spread 

Courses  the  bright  waves  swift  along, 

Which  struck  the  immortal  blow. 

And  soon,  perhaps,  beneath  the  brow 

Throo|;hout  all  time,  with  leaves  unshed  — 

Of  ibe  Saiul's  Rock  will  shoot  its  prow. 

The  patriot's  hope,  the  tyrant's  dread — 
Round  Fpeedom*s  shrine  shall  grow. 

Instantly  all,  with  hearts  that  sigb'd 

Thou  art  not  dead — thou  art  not  dead  J 

*Twixt  fear's  and  fancy's  influence^ 

No,  dearest  Harmodiun.  no. 

Flew  to  the  rock,  and  saw  from  thence 

A  red-saird  pinnace  towards  tliem  glide, 

Where  hearts  like  thine  have  broke  or  bled, 

• 

Whose  shadow,  as  it  swept  the  spray, 

Though  quenched  the  vital  glow, 

Scattered  the  moonlight's  smiks  away. 

Their  mem'ry  lights  a  flame,  instead, 

Soon  as  the  mariners  saw  that  throng 

Which,  ev'n  from  out  the  narrow  bed 

From  tlie  cliff  gaiiug,  youog  and  old. 

Of  death  its  beams  shall  throw. 

Sudden  they  slack  d  their  sail  and  song, 

Thou  art  not  dead -^ thou  art  not  dead! 

And,  whihi  thvir  pinnace  idly  roli'd 

No,  dearest  Harmodius,  no. 

On  the  light  surge,  these  tidings  told  :— 

1 

Thy  name,  by  myriads  tung  and  Miid« 

*Twas  from  an  isle  of  mournful  name. 

From  age  to  age  shall  go. 

From  Missohmgbi,  last  they  came  — 

8«d  Miisotoughi,  sorrowing  yet 

1 

i- 

• 
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1 

Long  as  tUe  oak  and  ivy  wed. 

As  if  to  guide  to  realms  that  lie 

As  bees  shall  hauin  llymettij*'  head, 

In  that  bright  sea  beyond : 

Or  Helk'ii  waiters  tk^w. 

Wlm  knows  but,  in  some  brighter  deep 

Thoti  art  not  dtud  —  thou  art  not  dead! 

Than  ev*Q  that  tranquil,  moon- lit  main, 

No,  dearest  Ifarmudiu-^^  no. 

Some  land  may  lie,  where  those  who  weep 
Shall  wake  to  smile  again! 

'Mong  those  who  lingered  listening  there,— 

List'nmgt  with  eiir  and  eye,  ajj  long 
As  hreath  of  night  could  tow'rds  them  bear 
A  murmur  of  that  mounifyl  sonjr, — 

With  cheeks  that  had  regain*d  their  power 
And  play  of  smiles,  —  and  each  bright  eye, 

^^^^HH  a  fev  tbere  irere,  m  whom  the  lay 

Like  violets  after  momiiig*s  shower, 

^^^^^F"        Had  call*d  uo  feelinfra  far  too  sad 

The  brighter  for  the  tears  gone  by, 

To  pass  with  the  brief  strain  away. 

Back  to  the  scene  such  smiles  should  grace 

Or  turn  at  once  lo  theme  more  glad ; 

These  wand' ring  nymphs  their  path  retrace, 

And  who,  in  mood  untuned  to  meet 

And  reach  the  spot,  with  ni|)ture  new, 

The  light  laugh  of  the  happier  train, 
WftoderM  to  seek  some  moonlight  seat 

Just  as  the  veils  asunder  flew. 
And  a  ^esh  vision  burst  to  view- 

"Where  they  might  rest,  in  converse  sweet. 
Till  Tiumh*d  smites  should  come  again. 

There,  hy  her  own  bright  Attic  flood. 
The  blue-ey'd  Queen  of  Wisdom  stood;  — 

And  seldom  e'er  hath  noon  of  night 

Not  as  she  haunts  the  sage's  dreams, 

To  sadness  lent  more  soothing  light. 

With  brow  unveil'd,  divine,  severe; 

On  one  side,  in  the  dark  hlue  skj, 

But  softeii*d,  as  on  hards  she  beams. 

■ 

Ijonely  and  radiant,  was  the  eye 

When  fresh  from  Poesy *s  high  sphere, 

■ 

Of  Jove  himself,  while,  on  the  other, 

A  music,  not  her  own,  she  brings. 

'Mong  tiny  stars  that  round  her  gleam'd. 

And,  through  the  veil  which  Fancy  flings 

The  young  moon,  like  the  Roman  mother 

O'er  her  stern  features,  gently  sings. 

1 

Among  her  living  "jewels,"'  beuru'd. 

But  who  is  he  —  that  urehin  nigh, 

■ 

Touched  by  the  lovely  !K!ene&  around. 

With  quiver  on  the  rose-trees  hung. 

A  pensive  rxiaid  —  one  who,  thoagh  yoong, 

Who  seems  just  dropp'd  from  yonder  sky. 

Had  known  what  'twas  to  see  unwound 

And  stands  to  watch  thut  maid,  with  eye 

The  ties  by  which  her  heart  had  clung— 

So  full  of  thought,  for  one  so  young?  — 

Waken*d  her  soft  tamboura's  sound. 

That  child  —  but,  silence  I  lend  thine  ear. 

And  to  its  faint  accords  thus  sung:  — 

And  thus  in  song  the  tale  thou*It  hear:  — 

SONG, 

SONG. 

Calm  as,  beneath  its  mother's  eyes, 

Ah  Love,  one  summer  eve,  was  straying, 

la  ileep  the  smiling  infant  lies, 

Who  should  he  see,  at  that  sof\  hour. 

So,  watched  by  all  the  stars  of  night, 

But  young  Minerva,  gravely  playing 

Yon  iandscape  sleeps  in  light. 

Her  Ante  within  an  olive  Irow'r. 

And  while  the  night-breeze  dies  away. 

I  need  not  say,  'tis  Love's  opinion 

Like  relics  of  some  faded  strain, 

That,  grave  or  merry,  good  or  ill, 

Lov'd  voices,  lost  for  many  a  day, 

The  sex  all  how  to  his  dominion. 

Seem  whisp'ring  round  again. 

As  woman  will  he  woman  still. 

Oh  youth!  oh  Love!  ye  dreams,  that  shed 

Such  glory  once  — where  are  ye  fled? 

Though  seldom  yet  the  hoy  hath  giv'n 
To  learned  dames  liis  smiles  or  sighs, 

Pure  ray  of  light  that,  down  the  sky* 

So  bandsoine  Pallas  look'd,  that  cv'n, 

Art  pointing,  like  an  angefs  wand, 

Love  qnile  forgot  the  maid  was  wise. 

1 

1 

I 

1 

xo*;ee>  works. 


^.      .^    w.  N    v^--    *--^  ^  ^^^^' 

H».       -^v^  ^x.^9^i  Jwatii  S3  *hake  i='£  thrlil : 

■».■ *.  •  !*•**"••  ^  w.-niii  kLI 

t^s,  -^^^^  i»»  b^r  "Jp'*  soi^  ije  !" 

p^.  i*cH(^2k  Avk'd  iowau  Nrwld  h*r  fcaturw 

Km  s*airivd.  sAvvWVi  — for.  *h,  y^r  onMnxns : 
l^vi  «^ti  d:^i!ie«  vou'rv  wouea  stilL 

"ItiiU  jjwkvU'Ss*  i^ute  the  iivxide:»  took. 
And.  »hiw  y*t  fi'i'vl  ^itli  brvaih  m«Iodioas. 

A«K««B  tb«  ourrvnt.  fjuot  and  shrilL 

^t^jtf  Iward  in  pUiutiTo  tone  rc{vatmjr. 

•  \\\ytiAn.  abs.  vain  wihiuui  still  l" 


An  ittWn*!  v»f  dark  ivpv^-— 
^^<.^  M  th«r  «unimor  lightninsr  knovs. 
*V^'.\t  lU»h  and  fiash.  as  still  mor«  bright 
tl^<'  ^tttck  rvvealment  conn's  and  gotf«, 
^^\iing  <*rh  time  the  veils  of  night, 
V**  »how.  within,  a  worM  of  light  — 
^»v»h  i^juse.  *v>  brief,  now  poss'd  K'tween 
*%>*  \**t  g*y  vision  and  the  scene, 

X\  Kvh  now  its  depth  of  light  discKVd. 
^  ^»«Y  it  s*vm'd.  an  Indian  bow'r, 

X\  nhitt  whivse  shade  a  nymph  repos'd, 
^vr«*^?  away  uiwn's  sunny  hoar  — 
ij^xNj  «»  ******  ^^^  Sprite,  who  weaves 
*    «Aan»ion  of  sweet  Durva  leaves, 

.  iIkw.  as  Indian  legends  say, 
^^^^  the  long  iummer  honrs  away. 
vTZ^jrlt,  h*>w  charm'd  this  sleeper  seems 
V^  ^^f  hid  fancr— the,  too,  dreams ! 


-  ^ao  :ca:es  so  gmxiojlj 

""  ^^:i:I^  tie  biae  rivulidc 

-  Sleeps  ^:  ier  scuir : 

-  Stc^.  rlcily  'yiij 

"  ^^rih  the  di_i:  *i;zhliiz 

-  W2_v:a  sTiiSw  in  -iyiarf. 

-  Sweetly  pr:i.:cj  ?" 

S^.'  innj:  *j:e  slicf  iieri-boT 
By  :i^  srr^am.**  cde. 

>Vi:^v-.j.  -2^  ixLrj  beat 
I>:w.i  ui«  ixxi  xli-ie. 

Like  ±  Viri  w.irjx. 


t?^*'- 


n 

Ifis  her  sight ! 

•pcU 

->  vet  feU 

«jght:— 


le  wavc4  br-2|rJig 


To  uie  iu*h.'i  tide. 

-  Suy,"  said  the  shoche.-i-boT, 

-  Filry-N-Mt.  sciy. 

**  Lizpir.  iwee:  ni;aaKr\:isy. 

-  Linj^fr.  a  -Liy." 
hill  ri.zL  his  pieadla^. 
P^t  h;2S.  -icieed-n^. 
S^.»aj:  and  N.u:,  sperdin^. 

Gilded  awjv. 

So  to  our  youihful  eye« 

Joy  and  h«.^pe  shone ; 
S.>.  while  we  gax'd  on  th«:m. 

Fas:  they  dew  os  ;  — 
Lik^-  flow'rs.  devlini::^ 
Ev*a  in  the  tw-.sing, 
0::e  momtct  >h::i:n^. 

And.  the  ::v'\:,  colv  ! 


Soon  as  the  imagiv/J  dream  went  by, 
l'pn>se  the  nymph,  with  anxious  eye 
Tum'd  to  the  clouds,  as  though  s«uue  boon 

She  waitctl»fn>m  that  sun -bright  dome. 
And  marvel  I'd  that  it  came  not  sinm 

As  her  young  thoughts  would  have  it  come. 

But  joy  is  in  her  glance:  —the  wing 

Of  a  white  binl  is  si't-n  al»ove  ; 
And  oh,  if  round  his  neck  he  bring 

The  long-wish'd  tidings  fn>m  her  love. 
Not  half  so  precious  in  lu-r  eyes 

Ev*n  that  high-omen'd  binl  ■  w  ould  be, 

>  The  llunu. 
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1 

Vriia  doomfl  the  brow  oVr  which  hp  flies 

Glided,  like  fairies,  to  assist 

1 

To  wear  a  crown  of  Royalty* 

Their  hand  maids  on  the  moonlight  plain. 
Where,  hid  by  intercepting  shade 

I 

From  the  stray  glance  of  curious  eyes. 

^1 

A  wingi'd  raesst'nger,  whose  flight 

A  feast  of  iruits  and  wines  was  Inid^ 

^^ 

Through  the  clear,  roscafe  element. 

Soon  to  shine  out,  a  glad  surprise  I 

She  watch'd  till,  lesf'nin^  our  of  sight. 

Far  to  the  golden  West  it  went, 

And  now  the  moon,  her  ark  of  light 

Wafting  to  him,  her  dlBtant  love. 

Steering  through  Heav'n,  as  though  she  bore 

A  mi^iTe  in  thxit  lAOgniige  wrought 

Id  safety  through  that  deep  of  night, 

Which  flow'rs  can  sp«ak,  when  aptly  wove, 

Spirits  of  earth,  the  good*  the  bright. 

Each  hue  a  word,  each  leaf  a  thought. 

To  some  remote  immortal  shore, 
Had  half-way  sped  her  glorious  way. 

^ 

WTien,  round  reclin'd  on  hiUoeks  green, 

^ 

■ 

In  groups,  beneath  that  tranquil  ray. 

■ 

&IK 

t       Ere  yet  another  ev'nmg  take« 

The  Zeani  at  their  feast  were  teen. 

^ 

^P 

Ita  farewell  of  the  goldeii  lakes, 

Gay  was  tlie  picture — evVy  maid 

She  sees  another  envoy  fly, 

Whom  late  the  lighted  scene  display 'd. 

With  the  wished  answer^  through  the  «ky. 

Still  in  her  fancy  garb  array *d  ;  — 
The  Arabian  pilgrim,  smiling  here 

Beside  the  nyraph  of  India's  sky  ; 
While  there  the  Mainiote  mountaineer 

WTiisper*d  ia  young  ?^Iinerva*s  ear. 

■ 

SONG. 

And  urchin  Love  stood  laughing  by. 

w 

Wki^comk,  sweet  bird»  through  the  sunny  air  wing- 

Meantime the  elders  round  the  bi*ard, 

ing, 

By  mirth  and  wit  themselves  nuide  young. 

High  cups  of  jtticc  Zacynthian  pour  d, 

Like  Seba'a  dove,  on  Ihy  tnowy  neck  brioging 

And,  while  the  flusk  went  round,  thus  sung  :  — 

^ 

I^TC*B  written  vows  from  my  lover  to  me. 

p 

Oh,  in  Ihy  absence,  what  hours  did  I  number  !^ 
Saying  oft,  **  Idle  bird,  how  could  he  rest?'* 

But  thou  art  come  at  last,  take  now  thy  si  umbers 

i 

And  lull  thee  in  dreami  of  all  thou  lov*»t  best 

SONG. 

I 

Yet  do6t  thou  droop — even  now  while  t  otter 

Uf  with  the  sparkling  brimmer. 

^ 

■ 

Love*s  happy  welcome,  tliy  pulse  dies  away  j 

Up  to  the  crystal  rim  ; 

■ 

Cheer  thee,  my  bird^ — were  it  life*f  ebbing  flutter, 

Let  not  a  moon-beam  glimmer 

Thiif  fondling  bosom  ehouild  woo  it  to  stay. 

'Twixt  the  flood  and  brim. 

^^1 

But  no  —  thou'rt  dying — thy  last  task  is  over^ — 

When  bath  the  world  set  eyes  on 

Farewell,  sweet  martyr  to  Lore  and  to  me  1 

Aught  to  match  this  tight. 

The  smilet  thou  haat  wakeu'd  by  new  a  from  my 

Which,  o'er  our  cup's  horizon, 

, 

lover, 

Dawns  in  bmnpers  bright  ? 

1 

Will  now  all  be  tum'd  into  weeping  for  thee. 

Trutli  in  a  deep  well  Ucth — 

So  the  wise  aver : 
But  Truth  the  fact  denieth  — 

Water  suttt  not  her. 

^^^H|       While  thai  the  icene  of  >oag  (their  lut 

No,  her  abode's  in  brimmers* 

^^ 

Var  the  sweet  snouner  season)  pasted. 

Like  this  mighty  cup  — 

■ 

A  few  presiding  nymphs,  whoie  care 

Watting  till  we,  good  swimmers^ 

■ 

Watch'd  over  all,  iovisibly. 

Dive  to  bring  her  up. 

^H 

Ai  do  those  guardian  sprites  of  air. 

^^1 

^L 

\¥hos«  walch  we  feel,  hut  cannot  &ee. 

J 

^^ 

Ere  tliey  wen*  aparkltng  there  agiun  — 

d 

i 

k 

J 

A 
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Besides,  a  yoath  of  his  discerniDg 

Knew  well  that,  by  a  shady  rill, 
At  sanset  hour,  whatever  her  IcamiDg, 

A  woman  will  be  woman  still. 

Her  Hate  he  praised  in  terms  extatic, — 

Wishing  it  dumb,  nor  car*d  how  soon  j  — 
For  >Vl8dom*s  notes,  howe'er  chromatic. 

To  Love  seem  always  out  of  tune. 
But  long  as  he  found  face  to  flatter. 

The  nymph  foimd  breffith  to  shake  and  thrill ; 
As,  weak  or  wise — it  doesn't  matter  — 

Woman,  at  heart,  is  woman  still 

Love  chang'd  his  plan,  with  warmth  exclaiming, 

"  How  rosy  was  her  lip's  soft  dye ! " 
And  much  thitt  flute,  the  flattYer,  blaming. 

For  twisting  lips  so  sweet  awry. 
The  nymph  look*d  down,  beheld  her  features 

Reflected  in  the  passing  rill. 
And  started,  shocked — for,  ah,  ye  creatures  I 

Ev'n  when  divine,  youre  women  still. 

Quick  from  the  lips  it  made  so  odious. 

That  graceless  flute  the  Goddess  took. 
And,  while  yet  filPd  with  breath  melodious. 

Flung  it  into  the  glassy  brook  ; 
Where,  as  its  vocal  life  was  fleeting 

Adown  the  current,  faint  and  shrill, 
'Twas  heard  in  plaintive  tone  repeating, 

**  Woman,  alas,  vain  woman  still ! " 


An  interval  of  dark  repose — 
Such  as  the  summer  lightning  knows, 
Twixt  flash  and  flash,  as  still  more  bright 
The  quick  revealment  comes  and  goes, 
Op*ning  each  time  the  veils  of  night. 
To  show,  within,  a  world  of  light  — 
Such  pause,  so  brief,  now  pass*d  between 
This  last  gay  vision  and  the  scene. 

Which  now  its  depth  of  light  disclus'd. 
A  bow'r  it  seem'd,  an  Indian  bow'r, 

Within  whose  shade  a  nymph  repos'd. 
Sleeping  away  noon's  sunny  hoar — 
Lovely  as  she,  the  Sprite,  who  weaves 
Her  mansion  of  sweet  Durva  leaves. 
And  there,  as  Indian  legends  say. 
Dreams  the  long  summer  hours  away. 
And  mark,  how  charm'd  this  sleeper  seems 
With  some  hid  fancy — she,  too,  dreams  I 
Oh  for  a  wizard's  art  to  tell 

The  wonders  that  now  bless  her  sight  I 
*Tis  done — a  truer,  holier  spell 
Than  e'er  from  wizard's  lip  yet  fell 

Thus  brings  her  vision  all  to  light:  — 


SONG. 

**  Who  comes  so  gracefully 

**  Gliding  along, 
♦♦  While  the  blue  rivulet 

*'  Sleeps  to  her  song ; 
**  Song,  richly  vying 
**  With  the  faint  sighing 
"  Which  swans,  in  dying, 

"  Sweetly  prolong  ?" 

So  sung  the  shepherd-boy 

By  the  stream's  side, 
Watching  that  fiury  boat 

Down  the  flood  glide. 
Like  a  bird  winging. 
Through  the  waves  bringing 
That  Syren,  singing 

To  the  hush'd  tide. 

"  Stay,"  said  the  shepherd-boy, 

"  Fairy-boat,  stay, 
"  Linger,  sweet  minstrelsy, 

"  Linger,  a  day." 
But  vain  his  pleading. 
Past  him,  unheeding, 
Song  an4  boat,  speeding, 

Glided  away. 

So  to  our  youthful  eyes 

Joy  and  hope  shone ; 
So,  while  we  gaz'd  on  them. 

Fast  they  flew  on  ;  — 
Like  flow'rs,  declining 
Ev'n  in  the  twining. 
One  moment  shining. 

And,  the  next,  gone ! 


Soon  as  the  imagin'd  dream  went  by. 
Uprose  the  nymph,  with  anxious  eye 
Tum'd  to  the  clouds,  as  though  some  boon 

She  waited*fh>m  that  sun-bright  dome. 
And  marvell'd  that  it  came  not  soon 

As  her  young  thoughts  would  have  it  come. 

But  joy  is  in  her  glance!  —the  wing 

Of  a  white  bird  is  seen  above  ; 
And  oh,  if  round  his  neck  he  bring 

The  long-wish'd  tidings  from  her  love, 
Not  half  so  precious  in  her  eyes 

Ev'n  that  high-omen'd  bird  i  would  be, 
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Who  dooms  the  brow  o*er  which  he  flies 
To  wear  ft  crown  of  Royalty. 

She  had,  herself,  last  evening,  sent 

A  winged  messenger,  whose  flight 
Through  the  clear,  roseate  element. 

She  watched  till,  lessening  out  of  sight. 
Far  to  the  golden  West  it  went. 
Waiting  to  him,  her  distant  love, 

A  missive  in  that  language  wrought 
Which  flow*rs  can  speak,  when  aptly  wove. 

Each  hue  a  word,  each  leaf  a  thought 

And  now — oh  speed  of  pinion,  known 

To  Love's  light  messengers  alone  I — 

Ere  yet  another  ev'ning  takes 

Its  farewell  of  the  golden  lakes. 

She  sees  another  envoy  fly. 

With  the  wish'd  answer,  through  the  sky. 


SONG. 


WELCOjfE,  sweet  bird,  through  the  sunny  air  wing- 
ing. 

Swift  hast  thou  come  o'er  the  far-shining  sea. 
Like  Seba*s  dove,  on  thy  snowy  neck  bringing 

Love*s  written  vows  from  my  lover  to  me. 
Oh,  in  thy  absence,  what  hours  did  I  number ! — 

Saying  oft,  "  Idle  bird,  how  could  he  rest?" 
But  thou  art  come  at  last,  take  now  thy  slumber, 

And  lull  thee  in  dreams  of  all  thou  lov'st  best 

Yet  dost  thou  droop — even  now  while  I  utter 

Love's  happy  welcome,  thy  pulse  dies  away ; 
Cheer  thee,  my  bird — were  it  life's  ebbing  flutter. 

This  fondling  bosom  should  woo  it  to  stay. 
But  no — thou'rt  dying — thy  last  task  is  over — 

Farewell,  sweet  martyr  to  Love  and  to  me ! 
The  smiles  thou  hast  waken'd  by  news  from  my 
lover, 

Will  now  all  be  tum'd  into  weeping  for  thee. 


While  thus  the  scene  of  song  (their  last 
For  the  sweet  summer  season)  pass'd, 
A  few  presiding  nymphs,  whose  care 

Watch'd  over  all,  invisibly. 
As  do  those  guardian  sprites  of  air. 

Whose  watch  we  feel,  but  cannot  cee. 
Had  from  the  circle — scarcely  miss'd. 

Ere  they  were  sparkling  there  again— 


Glided,  like  fairies,  to  assist 

Their  handmiuds  on  the  moonlight  plain. 
Where,  hid  by  intercepting  shade 

From  the  stray  glance  of  curious  eyes, 
A  feast  of  fruits  and  wines  was  laid — 

Soon  to  shine  out,  a  glad  surprise  I 

And  now  the  moon,  her  ark  of  light 

Steering  through  Heav'n,  as  though  she  bore 
In  safety  through  that  deep  of  night. 
Spirits  of  earth,  the  good,  the  bright. 

To  some  remote  immortal  shore. 
Had  half-way  sped  her  glorious  way. 

When,  round  reclin'd  on  hillocks  green. 
In  groups,  beneath  that  tranquil  ray. 

The  Zeans  at  their  feast  were  seen. 
Gay  was  the  picture — ev'ry  maid 
AVhom  late  the  lighted  scene  displayed. 
Still  in  her  fancy  garb  array'd ; — 
The  Arabian  pilgrim,  smiling  here 
-  Beside  the  nymph  of  India's  sky  ; 
While  there  the  Mainiote  mountaineer 
Whispered  in  young  Minerva'a  ear. 

And  nrchin  Love  stood  laughing  by. 

Meantime  the  elders  round  the  board, 
By  mirth  and  wit  themselves  made  youngs 

High  cups  of  juice  Zacynthian  pour'd. 

And,  while  the  flask  went  round,  thus  sung :  - 


SONG. 


Up  with  the  sparkling  brimmer, 

Up  to  the  crystal  rim ; 
Let  not  a  moon-beam  glimmer 

'Twixt  the  flood  and  brim. 
When  hath  the  world  set  eyes  on 

Aught  to  match  this  light. 
Which,  o'er  our  cup's  horizon. 

Dawns  in  bumpers  bright  ? 

Truth  in  a  deep  well  lieth — 

So  the  wise  aver : 
But  Truth  the  fact  denieth— 

Water  suits  not  her. 
No,  her  abode's  in  brimmers. 

Like  this  mighty  cup — 
Waiting  till  we,  good  swimmers. 

Dive  to  bring  her  up. 


!lr 
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Thus  circled  round  the  song  of  glee. 

SONG, 

And  all  was  fuofful  mirth  the  while, 

Save  on  the  cheeks  of  some,  wlioie  smiie, 

51  ARCH  !  nor  heed  tho«e  arms  that  hold  thee. 

As  ftx'd  they  gaze  upon  the  seo^ 

Though  so  fondly  close  they  come ; 

Turns  into  paleneRS  suddenly  I 

Closer  still  will  they  enfold  thee. 

■ 

What  see  they  there  ?  a  bright  blue  lighl 

When  thou  hritig'st  fresh  laurels  home. 

Thttt,  like  a  nieleor»  gliding  o'er 

Dost  thou  dote  on  woman's  brow  ? 

The  distant  wave^  growi  on  the  sight 

Dost  thou  live  but  in  her  breath? 

A«  though  'twere  wing'd  to  Zea'«  shon^ 

March!  —  one  hour  of  victory  now 
Wins  thee  woman's  smile  till  death* 

To  lOfne,  ^luoug  tho»e  ^rho  came  to  gaze, 

^H 

It  aeem'd  t]i«  night-light,  far  away, 

Oh  what  bliss,  when  war  is  over. 

^H 

Of  some  lone  fisher,  by  the  blaze 

Beauty  s  Jong-miWd  smile  to  meet. 

1 

Of  pmc  torch,  taring  on  hi*  prey  ; 

And,  when  wreaths  our  temples  coTef, 

^J 

\Vbilc  others,  as,  ^iwixt  awe  and  mirth, 

Lay  them  shininp  at  her  feet  1 

^H 

They  breathed  the  btesa'd  Panaya*s «  tiBtne» 

Who  would  not,  that  hour  to  reach, 

^H 

Vow'd  that  such  light  wa*  not  of  earth, 

Breathe  out  life's  expiring  sigh, — 

^H 

But  of  that  drear,  tll-omen'd  flame, 

Proud  as  wares  that  on  the  beach 

^H 

^Vhicb  raarinei's  see  on  sail  or  mast. 

Lay  their  war^crests  down,  and  die  ? 

1 

When  Death  is  coming  in  the  blaiL 

^J 

While  marveling  thus  they  stood,  a  maid, 

There!  I  sec  thy  soul  is  burning  — 

^H 

k. 

Who  sat  apart,  with  downcast  eye, 

She  herself,  who  clasps  thee  so, 

^H 

H 

Nor  yet  had,  like  the  rest,  survey 'd 

Paints,  ev'ii  now,  thy  glad  returning. 

j 

^1 

That  coming  light  which  now  was  nigh. 

And,  while  clasping,  bids  thee  go. 

^^ 

^^ 

Soon  as  it  met  her  sight,  with  cry 

One  deep  sigh,  to  puss  ion  given, 

^H 

^^^^_ 

_        Of  pain-like  joy,  **  'Tis  he  I  'tis  he  I " 

One  last  glowing  tear  and  then  — 

^^( 

^^^H 

B  Loml  she  exclaito'd,  and,  htirrying  by 

March  ! — nor  rest  thy  sword,  till  Heaven 

^^" 

Brings  thee  to  those  arms  again. 

H 

At  burst  so  wild,  alarm'd,  amai'd, 
AU  flood,  like  statues,  mule,  and  gai'd 

^H 

^1 

Into  each  other's  eyes,  to  seek 

I 

What  meaat  such  mood,  in  maid  so  meek  ? 

Even  then,  e'er  loth  thetr  hands  could  part, 
A  promise  the  youth  gave,  which  bore 

^1 

TiU  now,  the  tale  was  known  to  few, 

Some  balm  unto  the  maiden's  heart, 

^B 

But  now  from  lip  to  lip  it  flew  :  — 

That,  soon  as  the  fierce  light  was  o'er. 

^H 

A  youth,  tlie  flower  of  alt  the  baod. 

To  home  he'd  speed,  if  safe  and  free— 

^M 

Who  late  had  left  this  sunny  shore, 

Nay,  ev'n  if  dying,  still  would  come. 

^B 

When  last  he  kiss'd  that  maiden's  hand, 

So  the  blest  wortl  of"  Victory  !'• 

^1 

Lingering,  to  kias  it  o*er  and  oVr, 

Might  he  the  last  he'd  breathe  at  home. 

^m 

By  his  sad  brow  too  plainly  told 

"  By  day,"  he  cried,  "  thou'lt  know  my  bark ; 

^M 

Th*  iU'OineD*d  tbooght  which  crossed  hira 

**  But,  should  I  come  through  midnight  dark, 

^M 

then. 

**  A  blue  light  nu  the  prow  shall  tell 

^H 

"*  That  Gn^cce  hath  won,  and  all  is  well !  ** 

^H 

They  ne'er  would  meet  oo  evih  again  ! 

^P 

In  Tain  hb  miatresa,  sad  as  he. 

Fondly  the  maiden,  every  night. 

^B 

But  with  a  heftit  fWim  Self  as  iVee 

Had  stolen  to  set'k  that  promised  light  i 

^1 

As  generous  woman's  only  t*. 

Nor  long  her  eyes  had  4iow  been  tum'd 

^1 

Veil'd  her  own  fears  to  banish  his  i  — 

From  watching,  when  the  signal  bttra*d. 

^1 

With  frank  rebuke,  but  still  more  vain, 

Signal  of  joy  — for  her,  for  all— 

^1 

Did  a  rough  warrior,  who  stood  by 

Fleetly  tlje  boat  now  neara  the  taa^t 

^B 

Call  to  his  mind  this  martial  strain, 

While  voiars,  from  the  fthore«edge«  c*U 

^1 

His  favourite  once,  ere  Beauty's  eye 

For  tidings  of  the  long-wtsh'd  band. 

I 

Had  tai^bt  bia  soldier-heart  to  s^rh  :— 

Ob  the  bleat  hour,  when  those  who've  been 

■^ 

1  Tke  mmm  wMdi  IW  Qt9tk»  fivt  to  tbt  Vlrfiu  Uvf 

Throtigh  peril's  paths  by  land  or  tea. 

■ 
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Lock'd  in  oar  arms  again  are  seen 

Smiling  in  glad  security ; 
When  heart  to  heart  we  fondly  strain, 

Questioning  quickly  o'er  and  o'er — 
Then  hold  them  ofif,  to  gaze  again. 

And  ask,  though  answered  oft  before. 

If  they,  indeed,  are  ours  once  more  ? 

Such  is  the  scene,  so  full  of  joy. 
Which  welcomes  now  this  warrior-boy. 
As  fjftthers,  sisters,  friends  all  run 
Bounding  to  meet  him — all  but  one. 
Who,  slowest  on  his  neck  to  fall. 
Is  yet  the  happiest  of  them  all. 

And  now  behold  him,  circled  round 
With  beaming  faces,  at  that  board. 
While  cups,  with  laurel  foliage  crown'd, 
Are  to  the  coming  warriors  pour'd,  — 
Coming,  as  he,  their  herald,  told, 
With  blades  from  vict'ry  scarce  yet  cold. 
With  hearts  untouched  by  Moslem  steel, 
And  wounds  that  home's  sweet  breath  will  heal. 

**  Ere  mom,"  said  he,  —  and,  while  he  spoke, 

Tum*d  to  the  east,  where,  clear,  and  pale. 
The  star  of  dawn  already  broke — 

**  We'll  greet,  on  yonder  wave,  their  sail  1  *' 
Then,  wherefore  part  ?  all,  all  agree 

To  wait  them  here,  beneath  this  bower ; 
And  thus,  while  ey'n  amidst  their  glee. 
Each  eye  is  tum'd  to  watch  the  sea. 

With  song  they  cheer  the  anxious  hour. 


SONG. 


"  'Tib  the  Vine !  'tis  the  Vine ! "  said  the  cup-loving 

boy. 
As  he  saw  it  spring  bright  from  the  earth 


And  call'd  the  young  Genii  of  Wit,  Love,  and 
Joy, 
To  witness  and  hallow  its  birth. 
The  fruit  was  full  grown,  like  a  ruby  it  flam*d 
Till  the  sun>beam  that  kiss'd  it  look*d  pale : 
"  Tis  the  Vine  I  'tis  the  Vine  I  "  ev*ry  Spirit  ex- 
claim'd, 
»*  Hail,  hail  to  the  Wine-tree,  all  hail  I  " 

First,  fleet  as  a  bird,  to  the  summons  Wit  flew. 
While  a  light  on  the  vine-leaves  there  broke, 

In  flashes  so  quick  and  so  brilliant,  all  knew 
'Twas  the  light  from  his  lips  as  he  spoke. 

"  Bright  tree  I  let  thy  nectar  but  cheer  me,"  he 
cried, 
"  And  the  fount  of  Wit  never  can  fidl :  " 

•*  'Tis  the  Vine  !  'tis  the  Vine ! "  hills  and  valleys 
reply, 

"  Hail,  hail  to  the  Wine-tree,  all  hful  I " 

Next,  Love,  as  he  lean'd  o'er  the  plant  to  admire 

Each  tendril  and  cluster  it  wore. 
From  his  rosy  mouth  sent  such  a  breath  of  de- 
sire. 

As  made  the  tree  tremble  all  o'er. 
Oh,  never  did  flow'r  of  Ae  earth,  sea,  or  sky. 

Such  a  soul-giving  odour  inhale : 
"*  'Tis  the  Vine  I  'tis  the  Vine ! "  all  re-echo  the 
cry, 

**  Hail,  hail  to  the  Wine-tree,  all  hail !  ** 

Last,  Joy,  without  whom  even  Love  and  Wit  die, 

Came  to  crown  the  bright  hour  with  his  ray ; 
And  scarce  had  that  mirth-waking  tree  met  his 
eye. 

When  a  laugh  spoke  what  Joy  could  not  say ;— - 
A  laugh  of  the  heart,  which  was  echoed  aroimd 

Till,  like  music,  it  swell'd  on  the  gale ; 
"  'Tis  the  Vine !  'tis  the  Vine  !"  laughing  myriads 
resound, 

**  Hail,  hail  to  the  Wine-tree,  all  haill " 
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THE    MISS    FEILDINGS, 

THIS   VOLUME    IS    INSCRIBED, 
BT  THEIR    FAITHFUL    FRIEND    AND    SERVANT, 

THOMAS  MOORE. 


THE  VOICE. 

i   It  came  o'er  her  sleep,  like  a  voice  of  those  days, 
When  love,  only  love,  was  the  light  of  her  ways ; 
And,  soft  as  in  moments  of  bliss  long  ago, 
It  whispered  her  name  from  the  garden  below. 

**  Alas,'*  8igh*d  the  maiden,  **  how  fancy  can  cheat! 
*'  The  world  once  had  lips  that  conld  whisper  thus 

sweet; 
"  But  cold  now  they  slumber  in  yon  fatal  deep, 
"  Where,  oh  that  beside  them  this  heart  too  could 
sleep  1" 

She  sunk  on  her  pillow — but  no,  'twas  in  vain 
To  chase  the  illusion,  that  Voice  came  again  ! 
She  flew  to  the  casement — but,  hush'd  as  the  grave. 
In  moonlight  lay  slumbering  woodland  and  wave. 

**  Oh  sleep,  come  and  shield  me,*'  in  anguish  she 

said, 
"  From  that  call  of  the  buried,  that  cry  of  the 

Dead  I" 
And  sleep  came  around  her — but,  starting,  she 

woke, 
For  still  from  the  garden  that  spirit  Voice  spoke  I 

**  I  come,"  she  exclaim'd,  "  be  thy  home  where  it 

may, 
"  On  earth  or  in  heaven,  that  call  I  obey ; " 
Then  forth  through  the  moonlight,  with   heart 

beating  fast 
And  loud  as  a  death-watch,  the  pale  maiden  past. 

Still  round  her  the  scene  all  in  loneliness  shone  ; 
And  still,  in  the  distance,  that  Voice  led  her  on  ; 
But  whither  she  wander'd,  by  wave  or  by  shore. 
None  ever  could  tell,  for  she  came  back  no  more. 


No,  ne*er  came  she  back, — but  the  watchman  who 

stood. 
That  night  in  the  tow*r  which  o'ershadows  the 

flood. 
Saw  dimly,  'tis  said,  o*er  the  moon-lighted  spray, 
A  youth  on  a  steed  bear  the  maiden  away. 


CUPID  AND  PSYCHE. 

Thet  told  her  that  he,  to  whose  vows  she  had  lis- 
ten*d 
Through  night's  fleeting  hours,  was  a   Spirit 
unblest;  — 
Unholy  the  eyes,  that  beside  her  had  glisten'd. 
And  evil  the  lips  she  in  darkness  had  prest 

**  When  next  in  thy  chamber  the  bridegroom  re- 
clineth, 
**  Bring  near  him  thy  lamp,  when  in  slumber 
he  lies ; 
"  And  there,  as  the  light  o'er  his  dark  features    i 
shineth, 
**  Thoult  see  what  a  demon  hath  won  all  thy 
sighs!" 

Too  fond  to  believe  them,  yet  doubting,  yet  fearing. 
When  calm  lay  the  sleeper  she  stole  with  her 
light; 

And  saw — such  a  vision  1—  no  image,  appearing 
To  bards  in  their  day-dreams,  was  ever  so  bright 

A  youth,  but  just  passing  from  childhood's  sweet 
morning. 
While  round  him  still  linger'd  its  innocent  ray ; 
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Though  g^euns,  from  beneath  his  shut  eyelids  gave 
warning 
Of  gummer-noon  lightnings  that  nnder  them  lay. 

His  hrow  had  a  grace  more  than  mortal  aroond  it, 
While,  glossy  as  gold  from  a  fkiry-land  mine. 

His  sonny  hair  hong,  and  the  flowers  that  crown'd  it 
Seem*d  fresh  from  the  breeze  of  some  garden 
diTine. 

Entranc*d  stood  the  bride,  on  that  miracle  gazing, 
What  late  was  but  love  is  idolatry  now; 

Bat,  ah — in  her  tremor  the  fiOal  lamp  raising — 
A  spaiUe  flew  from  it  and  dropp*d  on  his  brow. 

All's  lost — with  a  start  from  his  rosy  sleep  waking, 
The  Spirit  flash*d  o'er  her  his  glances  of  fire ; 

Then,  slow  from  the  clasp  of  her  snowy  arms 
breaking, 
Thns  said,  in  a  voice  more  of  sorrow  than  ire : 

"Farewell — what  a  dream  thy  suspicion  hath 

broken  I 

•*  Thus  erer  Affection's  fond  vision  is  crost ; 

**  Dissoly'd  are  her  spells  when  a  doubt  is  but 

spoken, 

**  And  lore,  once  distrusted,  for  ever  is  lost !" 


HERO  AND  LEANDER. 

**  The  night-wind  is  moaning  with  monmAil  sigh, 
**  There  gleameth  no  moon  in  the  misty  sky, 

**  No  star  over  Helle's  sea ; 
**  Tet,  yet,  there  is  shining  one  holy  light, 
**  One  loYC-kindled  star  through  the  deep  of  night, 

••  To  lead  me,  sweet  Hero,  to  thee  I" 

Thus  saying,  he  plnng'd  in  the  foamy  stream. 
Still  fixing  his  gaze  on  that  distant  beam 

No  eye  but  a  lover's  could  see  ; 
And  still,  as  the  surge  swept  over  his  head, 
**  To-night,"  he  said  tenderly,  "  living  or  dead, 

••  Sweet  Hero,  I'll  rest  with  thee  I" 

But  fiercer  around  lum  the  wild  waves  speed ; 
Oh,  Love  I  in  that  hour  of  thy  votary's  need, 

Where,  where  could  thy  Spirit  be  ? 
He  struggles — he  sinks — while  the  hurricane's 

breath 
Bears  rudely  away  his  last  farewell  in  death — 

•*  Sweet  Hero,  I  die  for  thee  I " 


*  Tbe  ancienU  hid  a  mode  of  dlTlnatloo  Mmewhat  similar 
to  tbli ;  and  we  find  the  Emperor  Adrian,  when  he  went  to 


THE  LEAF  AND  THE  FOUNTAIN. 

**  Tell  me,  kind  Seer,  I  pray  thee, 
**  So  may  the  stars  obey  thee, 

**  So  may  each  airy 

**  Moon-elf  and  fairy 
**  Nightly  their  homage  pay  thee  I 
"  Say,  by  what  spell,  above,  below, 
**  In  stars  that  wink  or  flow'rs  that  blow, 

**  I  may  discover, 

**  Ere  night  is  over, 
"  Whether  my  love  loves  me  or  no, 
♦*  Whether  my  love  loves  me.** 

*'  Maiden,  the  dark  tree  nigh  thee 

«  Hath  charms  no  gold  could  buy  thee ; 

*'  Its  stem  enchanted, 

**  By  moon-elves  planted, 
**  Will  all  thou  seek'st  supply  thee. 
**  Climb  to  yon  boughs  that  highest  grow, 
**  Bring  thence  their  fairest  leaf  below ; 

**  And  thou'lt  discover, 

••  Ere  night  is  over, 
**  Whether  thy  love  loves  thee  or  no, 
"  Whether  thy  love  loves  thee." 

*'  See,  up  the  dark  tree  going, 

^  With  blossoms  round  me  blowing, 

**  From  thence,  oh  Father, 

"  This  leaf  I  gather, 
'*  Fairest  that  there  is  growing. 
**  Say,  by  what  sign  I  now  shall  know 
**  If  in  this  leaf  lie  bliss  or  woe ; 

**  And  thus  discover, 

**  Ere  night  is  over, 
«*  Whether  my  love  loves  me  or  no, 
•*  Whether  my  love  loves  me." 

"  Fly  to  yon  fount  that's  welling, 

"  Where  moonbeam  ne'er  hnd  dwelling, 

**  Dip  in  its  water 

"  That  leaf,  oh  Daughter, 
*«  And  mark  the  tale  'tis  telling  ;i 
**  Watch  thou  if  pale  or  bright  it  grow, 
**  List  thou,  the  while,  that  fountain*8  flow, 

"  And  thoult  discover 

"  Whether  thy  lover, 
'*  Lov'd  as  he  is,  loves  thee  or  no, 
♦*  Lov'd  as  he  is,  loves  thee." 

Forth  flew  the  nymph,  delighted. 
To  seek  that  fount  benighted ; 


oonault  tbe  Fountain  of  Oiftalia,  ptoeklnc  absf-lssf  aaddlp- 
plng  it  into  tbe  Mered  water. 
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But,  scarce  a  minute 

The  leaf  lay  in  it, 
When,  lo,  its  bloom  was  blighted  I 
And  as  she  ask'd,  with  Toice  of  woe  — 
Listening,  the  while,  that  fountain's  flow — 

"  Shall  I  recover 

"My  truant  lover?" 
The  fountain  scem'd  to  answer,  **  No  ;** 
The  fountain  answer*d,  "  No." 


CEPHALUS  AND  PROCRIS. 

A  HUNTER  once  in  that  grove  reclin'd. 

To  shun  the  noon's  bright  eye, 
And  oft  he  woo'd  the  wandering  wind. 

To  cool  his  brow  with  its  sigh. 
While  mute  lay  ev  n  the  wild  bee's  hum, 

Nor  breath  could  stir  the  aspen's  hair, 
His  song  was  still  **  Sweet  air,  oh  come ! " 

While  Echo  answer'd,  "  Come,  sweet  Air ! " 

But,  hark,  what  sounds  fh)m  the  thicket  rise  I 

What  meaneth  that  rustling  spray  ? 
"  'Tis  the  white-hom'd  doe,"  the  Hunter  cries, 

**  I  have  sought  since  break  of  day." 
Quick  o'er  the  sunny  glade  he  springs. 

The  arrow  flies  from  his  sounding  bow, 
"  Hilliho — hilliho  I"  he  gaily  sings, 

While  Echo  sighs  forth  "  Hilliho !" 

Alas,  twas  not  the  white-homed  doc 

He  saw  in  the  rustling  grove. 
But  the  bridal  veil,  as  pure  as  snow, 

Of  his  own  young  wedded  love. 
And,  ah,  too  sure  that  arrow  sped, 

For  pale  at  his  feet  he  sees  her  lie ; — 
**  I  die,  I  die,"  was  all  she  said. 

While  Echo  murmur'd,  "  I  die,  I  die  I" 


YOUTH  AND  AGE.  • 

**  Tell  me,  what's  Love?"  said  Youth,  one  day. 

To  drooping  Age,  who  crost  his  way. — 

**  It  is  a  sunny  hour  of  play, 

*•  For  which  repentance  dear  doth  pay ; 

**  Repentance  1  Repentance ! 
**  And  this  is  Love,  as  wise  men  say." 

1  The  air,  to  which  I  have  adapted  these  words,  was  com- 
posed by  Mrs.  Ark  wrlght  to  some  old  rerses,  **  Tell  me  what's 
lore,  kind  shepherd,  pray  V  **  and  It  has  been  my  object  to  retain 


**  TeU  me,  what*s  Love  ?  "  said  Youth  once  more. 

Fearful,  yet  fond,  of  Age's  lore. — 

'*  Soft  as  a  passing  summer's  wind : 

**  Would'st  know  the  blight  it  leaves  behind? 

**  Repentance !  Repentance  I 
**  And  this  is  Love— when  love  is  o'er." 

**  Tell  me,  what's  Love?"  said  Youth  again. 
Trusting  the  bliss,  but  not  the  pain. 
**  Sweet  as  a  May  tree's  scented  air — 
•*  Mark  ye  what  bitter  fruit  'twill  bear, 

'*  Repentance  !  Repentance  ! 
"  This,  this  is  Love  ~  sweet  Youth,  beware." 

Just  then,  young  Love  himself  came  by. 
And  cast  on  Youth  a  smiling  eye ; 
Who  could  resist  that  glance's  ray  ? 
In  vain  did  Age  his  warning  say, 
♦*  Repentance  I  Repentance  I" 
Youth  laughing  went  with  Love  away. 


THE  DYING  WARRIOR. 

i  A  WOUNDED  Chieftain,  lying 

By  the  Danube's  leafy  side, 

I  Thus  faintly  said,  in  dying, 

"  Oh  I  bear,  thou  foaming  tide, 
**  This  gift  to  my  Udy-bride." 

'Twas  then,  in  life's  last  quiver. 
He  flung  the  scarf  he  wore 

Into  the  foaming  river. 
Which,  ah  too  quickly,  bore 
That  pledge  of  one  no  more  ! 

With  fond  impatience  burning, 
The  Chieftain's  lady  stood. 

To  watch  her  love  returning 
In  triumph  down  the  flood. 
From  that  day's  field  of  blood. 

But,  field,  alas,  ill-&ted  I 
The  lady  saw,  instead 

Of  the  bark  whose  speed  she  waited. 
Her  hero's  scarf,  all  red 
With  the  drops  his  heart  had  shed. 

One  shriek — and  all  was  over — 
Her  life-pulse  ceas'd  to  beat ; 


as  much  of  the  structure  and  phraseology  of  the 
words  as  possible. 
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TI16  g^oonij  wsfCB  now  oofvr 
Thai  bridal-flower  to  tweet, 
And  the  acarf  is  her  winding  sheet  1 


THE  IfAOIC  MIRROR. 

**  Come,  if  thj  magie  Olaas  have  pow*r 

**  To  caU  op  forms  we  sigh  to  see ; 
"  Show  me  mj  lore,  in  that  rosy  bow'r, 

**  Where  last  she  pledged  her  troth  to  me." 

The  Wixard  show'd  him  his  Ladj  bright. 
Where  lone  and  pale  in  her  bow'r  she  lay ; 

**  Tnie-hearted  maid,"  said  the  happy  Knight, 
**  She*s  thinking  of  one,  who  is  fiir  away." 

Bot,  lo!  a  page,  with  looks  of  joy, 

Brings  tidings  to  the  Lady's  ear ; 
«■  Tis,"  said  the  Knight,  **  the  same  bright  boy, 

**  Who  nsed  to  goide  me  to  my  dear." 

The  Lady  now,  firom  her  fiiy'rite  tree, 
Hath,  smiling,  plnck'd  a  rosy  flow'r ; 

**  Snch,**  he  exckum'd,  *'  was  the  gift  that  she 
**  Each  morning  sent  me  fh)m  that  bow'r  I  " 

She  giyes  her  page  the  blooming  rose. 

With  looks  that  say,  "  Like  lightning,  fly  I " 

•*  Thus,"  thought  the  Knight,  »*  she  soothes  her 
woes, 
**  By  £uicying,  still,  her  true-loTe  nigh." 

Bnt  the  page  returns,  and — oh,  what  a  sight. 

For  trusting  lover's  eyes  to  see  ! — 
Leads  to  that  bow'r  another  Knight, 

As  young  and,  alas,  as  lov'd  as  he  I 

**  Such,"  quoth  the  Youth,  "  is  Woman's  love ! " 
Then,  darting  forth,  with  furious  bound, 

Dash'd  at  the  Mirror  his  iron  glove. 
And  strew*d  it  all  in  fhigments  round. 


Such  ills  would  never  have  come  to  pass. 
Had  he  ne'er  sought  that  fatal  view ; 

The  Wizard  would  still  have  kept  his  Glass, 
And  the  Knight  still  thought  his  Lady  true. 


THE  PILGRIM. 

Still  thus,  when  twilight  gleam'd, 
Far  off  his  Castle  seem'd, 

Trac'd  on  the  sky  ; 
And  still,  as  fiuicy  bore  him 
To  those  dim  tow'rs  before  him. 
He  gaz'd,  with  wishful  eye. 

And  thought  his  home  was  nigh. 

"  Hall  of  my  Sires ! "  he  said, 
••  How  long,  with  weary  tread, 

**  Must  I  toil  on? 
**  Each  eve,  as  thus  I  wander, 
**  Thy  tow'rs  seem  rising  yonder, 
**  But,  scarce  hath  daylight  shone, 

**  When,  like  a  dreanu  thou'rt  gone ! ' 

So  went  the  Pilgrim  still, 
Down  dale  and  over  hill. 

Day  after  day ; 
That  glimpse  of  home,  so  cheering. 
At  twilight  still  appearing. 
But  still,  with  morning's  ray. 

Melting,  like  mist,  away ! 

Where  rests  the  Pilgrim  now  ? 
Here,  by  this  cjrpress  bough, 

Clos'd  his  career ; 
That  dream,  of  Fancy's  weaving. 
No  more  his  steps  deceiving, 
Alike  past  hope  and  fear. 

The  Pilgrim's  home  is  here. 


THE  HIGH-BORN  LADYE. 

In  vain  all  the  Knights  of  the  Underwald  woo*d 
her. 
Though  brightest  of  maidens,  the  prondett  was 
she; 
Brave  chieftains  they  sought,  and  young  minstrds 
they  sued  her. 
But  worthy  were  none  of  the  high-born  Ladye. 

**  Whomsoever  I  wed,"  said  this  maid,  so  excelling, 
**  That  Knight  must  the  oonqn'ror  of  conquerors 
be; 
**  He  must  plaee  me  in  halls  fit  fbr  monarcha  to 
dwell  in  ;«- 
**  None  dse  shall  he  Lord  of  the  hi^-horn 
Ladye!" 
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Thxif  spoke  the  proud  damsel,  with  scorn  lookmg 
round  her 

On  Knights  and  on  Nobles  of  highest  degree ; 
Who  humbly  and  hopelessly  left  as  they  found  her, 

And  worriiipp*d  at  distance  the  high-bom  Ladye. 

At  length  came  a  Knight,  firom  a  &r  land  to  woo 
her, 
With  plumes  on  his  hehn  like  the  foam  of  the 
sea; 
His  yixor  was  down — but,  with  voice  that  thrilFd 
through  her. 
He  whispered  his  tows  to  the  high-bom  Ladye. 

**  Proud  maiden  I  I  come  with  high  spousals  to 

grace  thee, 
**  In  me  the  great  conqueror  of  conquerors  see ; 
<*  Enthroned  in  a  hall  fit  for  monarchs  111  place 

thee, 
**  And  mine  thou*rt  for  ever,  thou  high-bom 

Ladye  I  ** 

The  maiden  she  smil*d,  and  in  jewels  array*d  her, 
Of  thrones  and  tiaras  already  dreamt  she ; 

And  proud  was  the  step,  as  her  bridegroom  con- 
▼ey*d  her 
In  pomp  to  his  home,  of  that  high-bom  Ladye. 

**  But  whither,"  she,  starting,  exclaims,  *'  have  yon 
led  me? 
'*  Here's  nought  but'a  tomb  and  a  dark  cypress 
tree; 
**  Is  this  the  bright  palace  in  which  thou  wouldst 
wed  me  ? " 
With  scom  in  her  glance,  said  the  high-bora 
Ladye. 

**  'Tis  the  home,"  he  rjplied,  "of  earth's  loftiest 
creatures  " — 
Then  lifted  his  helm  for  the  fiur  one  to  see ; 
But  she  sunk  on  the  ground — *twas  a  skeleton's 
features. 
And  Death  was  the  Lord  of  the  high-bom 
Ladye I 


THE  INDIAN  BOAT. 

'TwAS  midnight  dark. 

The  seaman's  bark. 
Swift  o'er  the  waters  bore  him, 

When,  through  the  night. 

He  spied  a  light 
Shoot  o'er  the  waT6  before  him. 


"  A  sail  I  a  sail  I "  he  cnes ; 

**  She  comes  from  the  Indian  shore, 
**  And  to-night  shall  be  our  priae, 
"  With  her  freight  of  golden  ore  : 
"SaUon!  saUonl** 
When  morning  shone 
He  saw  the  gold  still  clearer ; 
But,  though  so  fiist 
The  waves  he  pass'd. 
That  boat  seem'd  never  the  nearer. 

Bright  daylight  came. 

And  still  the  same 
Rich  bark  before  him  floated ; 

While  on  the  prize 

His  wishftil  eyes 
Like  any  young  lover's  doated : 
**  More  sail  I  more  sail  I**  he  cries. 

While  the  waves  o'ertop  the  mast ; 
And  his  bounding  galley  flies. 
Like  an  arrow  before  the  blast. 

Thus  on,  and  on. 

Till  day  was  gone. 
And  the  moon  through  heav'n  did  hie  her, 

He  swept  the  main, 

But  all  in  vain. 
That  boat  seem'd  never  the  nigher. 

And  many  a  day 

To  night  gave  way. 
And  many  a  mom  succeeded : 

While  still  his  flight, 

Through  day  and  night. 
That  restless  mariner  speeded. 
Who  knows — who  knows  what  seas 

He  is  now  careering  o'er  ? 
Behind,  the  eternal  breeze. 

And  that  mocking  bark,  before  ! 

For,  oh,  till  sky 

And  earth  shall  die. 
And  their  death  leave  none  to  rae  it, 

That  boat  must  flee 

O'er  the  boundless  sea. 
And  that  ship  in  vain  pursue  it 


THE  STRANGER. 

Come  list,  while  I  tell  of  the  heart-wounded 
Stranger 
Who  sleeps  her  last  slumber  in  this  haunted 
ground ; 
Where  often,  at  midni^t,  the  lonely  wood-ranger 
Hears  soft  fkiry  music  re-echo  anmnd. 


A  MEL0L06UE  UPON  NATIONAL  MUSIC. 
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i  ^cr  knew  the  Dune  of  tbat  hent-Hrieken 

Her  language,  tlKwi^  aweet,  none  oonld  e'er 

aadeiBtaods 
Bat  lier  featnrca  ao  amui'd,  and  her  eydaah  so 

■hadj, 
Beapoke  her  a  child  of  aome  fiur  Eaatem  land. 

Twaa  one  anmnier  ni^^  when  the  Tillage  lay 
aleepmg, 
A  aoft  strain  of  melody  came  o*er  our  ears ; 
80  sweet,  hot  so  moornful,  half  song  and  half 
weeping, 
like  mnsie  that  Sorrow  had  steep*d  in  her  tears. 

We  thooght  'twas  an  anthem  some  angel  had  song 

na;— 

But,  soon  as  the  day-beams  had  gosh'd  from  on 

high. 

With  wonder  we  saw  this  bright  stranger  among  as. 

All  lorely  and  lone,  as  if  stray'd  fipom  the  sky. 

Nor  long  did  her  life  for  this  sphere  seem  intended, 
For  pale  waa  her  cheek,  with  that  spirit-like  hue, 


¥rhich  comes  when  the  day  of  this  worid  is  idgh 

And  light  from  another  already  shines  through. 

Then  her  eyes,  when  she  snng — oh,  bat  once  to 
have  seen  them — 
Left  thoughts  in  the  soal  that  can  never  de- 
part; 
While  her  looks  and  her  voice  made  a  language 
between  them. 
That  spoke  more  than  holiest  words  to  the  heart 

But  she  pass'd  like  a  day-dream,  no  skill  could 

restore  her — 

Whate'er  was  her  sorrow,  its  ruin  came  £ut ; 

She  died  with  the  same  spell  of  mystery  o'er 

her, 

That  song  of  past  days  on  her  lips  to  the  last 

Nor  ev'n  in  the  grave  is  her  sad  heart  reposing — 
Still  hovers  the  spirit  of  grief  round  her  tomb ; 

For  oft,  when  the  shadows  of  midnight  are  closing. 
The  same  strain  of  music  is  heard  through  the 
gloom. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

These  verses  were  written  for  a  Benefit  at  the 
Dublin  Theatre,  and  were  spoken  by  Miss  Smith, 
with  a  degree  of  success,  which  they  owed  solely 
to  her  admirable  manner  of  reciting  them.  I 
wrote  them  in  haste ;  and  it  very  rarely  happens 
that  poetry,  which  has  cost  but  little  labour  to  the 
writer,  is  productive  of  any  great  pleasure  to  the 
reader.  Under  this  impression,  I  certainly  should 
not  have  published  them  if  they  had  not  found 
their  way  into  some  of  the  newspapers,  with  such 
an  addition  of  errors  to  their  own  original  stock, 
that  I  thought  it  but  fair  to  limit  their  responsi- 
bility to  those  fiiults  alone  which  really  belong  to 
theuL 

With  respect  to  the  title  which  I  have  invented 


for  this  Poem,  I  feel  even  more  than  the  scruples 
of  the  Emperor  Tiberius,  when  he  humbly  asked 
pardon  of  the  Roman  Senate  for  using  "tiie  out- 
landish term,  monopoly.**  But  the  truth  is,  having 
written  the  Poem  with  the  sole  view  of  serving  a 
Benefit,  I  thought  that  an  unintelligible  word  of 
this  kind  would  not  be  without  its  attraction  for 
the  multitude,  with  whom,  "  If  'tis  not  sense,  at 
least  tis  Greek."  To  some  of  my  readers,  how- 
ever, it  may  not  be  superfluous  to  say,  that  by 
**  Melologue,"  I  mean  that  mixture  of  recitation 
and  music,  which  is  fluently  adopted  in  the  per- 
formance of  CoUins's  Ode  on  the  Passions,  and 
of  which  the  most  striking  example  I  can  remem- 
ber is  the  prophetic  speech  of  Joad  in  the  Athalie 
of  Racine. 

T.  M. 
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A  HHaiiT  SrHAix  or  Mr»in  rvum  tub  Orciieitka. 

TitSRK  l)reallies  a  language,  known  and  felt 

Far  as  the  pure  air  EprfiMs  its  living  Kone ; 
Wherever  rage  cau  rouse,  or  pity  melt, 

That  language  of  the  soul  is  felt  and  known. 
From  those  meridian  plains* 
Where  oft,  of  old,  on  some  high  towV, 
The  soft  Peruvian  poured  hia  midnight  strains, 
And  caird  his  distant  love  with   such  swe^t 
pow'r, 
That^  when  she  heard  the  lonely  lay, 
Not  worlds  could  keep  her  from  bis  anus  away. ' 
To  the  bleak  elimea  t>f  polar  night. 
Where  blithe,  beneath  a  sunless  sky, 
The  Lapland  lover  bids  his  rein-deer  fly. 
And  sings  along  the  lengthening  waste  of  snow, 
Gaily  aa  if  the  blessed  light 
Of  vernal  Phcebus  bura'd  upon  his  brow  ; 
Oh  Music!  thy  ci'lestial  cluim 
Is  still  resistless,  still  the  samej 
And.  faithful  as  the  mighty  sea 
To  the  pale  star  that  o'er  its  realm  presides, 
The  spell -bound  tides 
Of  human  passion  rise  and  iall  for  thee  \ 


List  1  'tis  a  Grecian  maid  that  sings. 
While,  from  llissus*  silvVy  springs. 
She  draws  the  cool  lymph  in  her  graceful  urn; 
And  by  her  side,  in  Music's  charm  dissolving, 
Some  patriot  youth,  the  glorious  past  revolving. 
Dreams  of  bright  days  that  never  can  return  j 
When  Athens  nurs'd  her  olive  bough, 

With  hands  by  tyrant  pow'r  unchaiu'd  i 
And  braided  fbr  the  muse's  brow 
A  wreath  by  tyrant  touch  uDstain*d. 
When  heroes  trod  eaeh  classic  field 

Where  coward  feet  now  faintly  falter; 
When  ev>y  artn  was  Freedom*s  shield. 
And  evVy  heart  was  Freedom's  altar  I 

Fi^otwiftM  Of  TnciiPiT*. 

Hark,  'tis  the  sound  Oiat  charms 

The  war-steed's  wok'ning  ears  I  — 

Oh  I  many  a  mother  folds  her  arms 

Round  her  boy-soldier  when  that  call  she  hears  ; 

And,  though  her  food  heart  sink  with  fears, 

^  **  A  eertaiii  SpuilArd^  one  night  lit^,  met  an  IndSui 
woffun  III  (hi*  fitrwta  of  Coic&,  and  would  hare  token  her  to 
bla  liomp,  but  th«  crird  mil,  ♦  For  God'a  tA\«^,  Sir,  let  me  ftt»  s 
for  that  pipe,  whU-h  yat*  huar  lo  jondcr  tower,  ulla  me  with 


Is  proud  to  feel  his  young  ptilse  bound 
With  valour's  fever  at  the  sound, 
SeCt  from  his  native  hills  afar 
The  rude  Helvetian  flics  to  war ; 
Careless  for  what,  for  whom  he  figbti, 
For  slave  or  despot,  wrongs  or  rights  j 

A  conqueror  oft^a  hero  never— 
Yet  lavish  of  his  life-blood  stilly 
As  if  'twere  like  his  mountain  rill, 

And  gush*d  for  ever  ! 

Tea,  Music,  here,  even  here, 
Amid  this  thoughtless,  vagne  career. 
Thy  Boul-felt  eharni  asserts  its  wondrous  pow'r. — 
There's  a  wild  air  which  ttft,  among  the  rocks 
Of  his  own  loved  land,  at  evening  hour, 
Is  heard,  when  shepherds  homeward  pipe  their 
flocks. 
Whose  every  note  hath  power  to  thrill  his  tnind 
With  tend'rest  thoughts;  to  bring  around   his 
knees 
The  rosy  children  whom  he  left  behind. 
And  fill  each  little  angel  eye 
With  speaking  tears,  that  ask  him  why 
He  wander'd  from  his  hut  for  seeiies  like  these. 
Vftin»  vain  is  then  the  trimipt't's  braaen  roar  ; 

Sweet  notes  of  home,  of  love,  are  all  he  hears; 
And  the  stem  eyes,  thai  look'd  for  blood  before, 
Now  meltingf  mournful,  lose  themselves  in  lean. 

Swim  Air. -—"  ttANZ  dk*  Vachu." 
But,  wake  the  trumpet's  blast  again, 
And  rouAc  the  ranks  of  warrior-men  I 
Oh  War,  when  Truth  thy  ann  employs, 
And  Freedom's  spirit  guides  the  labouring  stoma, 
*Tis  iheu  thy  vengeance  takes  a  hallow'd  form. 
And,  like  Heaven's  light  ning,  sacredly  dettroya 
Nor,  Music,  through  thy  breathing  sphere, 
Lives  there  a  sound  more  grateful  to  the  ear 
Of  Him  \*ho  made  all  harmony. 
Than  the  bless'd  sound  of  fetters  breaking. 
And  the  first  hymn  that  man,  awaking 
From  Slavery's  sluinl>er,  breathes  to  Liberty, 

Spakimi  CwlOVlf*. 

Hark  1  from  Spain,  indignant  Spain, 
Bursts  the  bold,  enthusiufit  strain, 
Like  morning's  music  on  the  air ; 
And  seems,  in  every  note,  to  swear 
By  Saragossa's  niin'd  streets. 

By  brave  Gerona's  deathfnl  storj* 

great  paatlon,  and  I  cannot  refUaa  Utc>  vumnaoaf  ;  Tor  lota 
conttrains  me  to  go,  tW  T  may  b«  hU  «ifp.  and  li^  tnf  hui- 
band/  "  —  Carcitttsto  dt  ta  f'igOr  la  J^ir  Paul  Rycaul^  trani' 
lutlmt. 
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Thai,  while  <me  Spaniard's  life-blood  beats. 
That  blood  shall  stain  the  conqu'ror's  glory. 

SrAMini  Aja.~"YA  Dupbrto.*' 
But  ah !  if  Tain  the  patriot's  zeal. 
If  neither  Takrar's  force  nor  wisdom's  light 
Can  break  or  melt  that  blood-cemented  seal. 
Which  shots  so  doae  the  book  of  Europe's  right — 


What  song  shall  then  in  sadness  tell 
Of  broken  pride,  of  prospects  shaded. 

Of  buried  hopes,  remember'd  well. 
Of  ardour  quench'd,  and  honour  fiided  ? 

What  muse  shall  mourn  the  breathless  brave, 
In  sweetest  dirge  at  Memory's  shrine? 

What  harp  shall  sigh  o'er  Freedom's  graye? 
Oh  Erin,  Thine! 


SET    OF    GLEES. 

MUSIC  BT  MOORE. 


THE  MEETING  OF  THE  SHIPS. 

When  o'er  the  silent  seas  alone, 
For  days  and  nights  we*ye  cheerless  gone. 
Oh  they  who've  felt  it  know  how  sweet, 
Some  sunny  mom  a  sail  to  meet 

Sparkling  at  once  is  ev'ry  eye, 
•*  Ship  ahoy  I  ship  ahoy  1 "  our  joyftil  cry ; 
While  answering  back  the  sounds  we  hear 
**  Ship  ahoy !    ship  ahoy !    what  cheer  ?   what 
cheer?" 

Then  sails  are  back'd,  we  nearer  come. 
Kind  words  are  said  of  friends  and  home  *, 
And  soon,  too  soon,  we  part  with  pain. 
To  sail  o'er  silent  seas  again. 


HIP,  HIP,  HURRA  1 

CoHE,  fill  round  a  bumper,  fill  up  to  the  brim, 
He  who  shrinks  from  a  bumper  I  pledge  not  to 

him; 
**  Here's  the  girl  that  each  lores,  be  her  eye  of  what 

hue, 
**  Or  lustre,  it  may,  so  her  heart  is  but  true." 

Charge  I  (drinks)  hip,  hip,  hurra,  hurra ! 

Come,  charge  high  again,  boys,  nor  let  the  ftill  wine 
Leave  a  space  in  the  brimmer,  where  daylight  may 
shine; 


**  Here's  the  friends  of  our  yonth^thongh  of  i 

we're  bereft, 
**  May  the  links  that  are  lost  but  endear  what  are 

left  I" 
Charge !  (drinks)  hip,  hip,  hurra*  hurra  t 

Once  more  fill  a  bumper — ne'er  talk  of  die  hoar ; 
On  hearts  thus  united  old  Time  has  no  pow'r. 
*«  May  our  lives,  tho',  alas !  like  the  wine  of  to-night, 
**  They  must  soon  have  an  end,  to  the  last  flow  as 
bright" 
Charge!  (drinks)  hip,  hip,  hurra»  hurra  I 

Quick,  quick,  now.  111  give  you,  since  Time's  glass 

will  run 
Ev'n  faster  than  ours  doth,  three  bumpers  in  one ; 
"  Here's  the  poet  who  sings — here's  the  warrior 

who  fights — 
**  Here's  the  statesman  who  speaks,  in  the  cause  of 

men's  rights  I " 
Charge  I  (drinks)  hip,  hip,  hurra»  hurra  I 

Come,  once  more,  a  bumper  I —then  drink  as  yon 

please, 
Tho',  who  could  fill  half-way  to  toast  such  as  these  ? 
**  Here's  our  next  joyous  meeting — and  oh  when 

we  meet, 
**  May  our  wine  be  as  bright  and  our  union  as 

sweet!" 

Charge !  (drinks)  hip,  hip,  hurra,  hurra  1 


HUSH,  HUSH! 
**  Hush,  hush!"— how  well 

I^W^kA    m^^^^^M   ^^h^^mI    m 

J  oat  swoac  woni  i 
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When  LoTe,  the  little  sentinel. 

WATCHMAN. 

Walks  his  night-rounds ; 

Past  one  o'clock — past  one. 

Then,  if  a  foot  but  dare 

One  rose-leaf  crush. 

Yet  stay  a  moment  longer — 

Myriads  of  voices  in  the  air 

Alas !  why  is  it  so. 

Whisper,  •*  Hush,  hush  I" 

The  wish  to  stay  grows  stronger, 

The  more  'tis  time  to  go  ? 

"Hark,  hark, 'tis  he  I" 

The  night-elves  cry. 

WATCHMAN. 

And  hush  their  fairy  harmony. 

Past  two  o'clock — past  two. 

While  he  steals  by ; 

But  if  his  8ilv*ry  feet 

Now  wrap  thy  cloak  about  thee — 

One  dew-drop  brush, 

The  hours  must  sure  go  wrong, 

Voices  are  heard  in  chorus  sweet. 

For  when  they're  pass'd  without  thee, 

Whisp'ring,  "  Hush,  hush  I" 

They're,  oh,  ten  times  as  long. 

WATCHMAN. 

Past  three  o'clock — past  three. 

Again  that  dreadful  warning  I 

Had  ever  time  such  flight  ? 

THE  PARTING  BEFORE  THE  BATTLE. 

And  see  the  sky,  'tis  morning — 

HE, 

So  now,  indeed,  good  night. 

On  to  the  field,  our  doom  is  seal'd. 

WATCHMAN. 

To  conquer  or  be  slaves: 

Past  three  o'clock— past  three. 

This  sun  shall  see  our  nation  free. 

Or  set  upon  our  graves. 

SHE. 

Farewell,  oh  fiirewell,  my  love. 

Good  night,  good  night 

May  Heav*n  thy  guardian  be. 

And  send  bright  angels  from  above 

To  bring  thee  back  to  me. 

SAY,  WHAT  SHALL  WE  DANCE  ? 

HE. 

Sat,  what  shall  we  dance  ? 

On  to  the  field,  the  battle-field, 

Shall  we  bound  along  the  moonlight  plain. 
To  music  of  Italy,  Greece,  or  Spain  ? 

Where  Freedom's  standard  waves. 

Say,  what  shall  we  dance  ? 

This  sun  shall  see  our  tyrant  yield. 

Shall  we,  like  those  who  rove 

Or  shine  upon  our  graves. 

Through  bright  Grenada's  grove. 

To  the  light  Bolero's  measures  move  ? 

Or  choose  the  Guaracia's  languishing  lay. 

And  thus  to  its  sound  die  away  ? 

Strike  the  gay  chords. 

THE  WATCHMAN. 

Let  us  hear  each  stnun  from  ev'ry  shore 

A  TRIO. 

That  music  haunts,  or  young  feet  wander  o'er. 

WATCHMAN. 

The  Polish  lady,  by  her  lover  led. 

Past  twelve  o'clock — past  twelve. 

Delights  through  gay  saloons  with  step  untired  to 

tread. 

Good  night,  good  night,  my  dearest— 

Or  sweeter  still,  through  moonlight  walks. 

How  fast  the  moments  fly  I 

Whose  shadows  serve  to  hide 

'Tis  time  to  part,  thou  hearest 

The  blush  that's  rais'd  by  him  who  talks 

That  hateful  watchman's  cry. 

Of  love  the  while  by  her  side ; 
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Then  comes  the  smooth  waltz,  to  whose  floating 

When  loud  we  heard  the  ev'ning  gun 

sound 

Peal  o*er  the  twilight  sea  ? 

Like  dreams  we  go  gliding  around. 

Boom  1 — the  sounds  appeared  to  sweep 

Say,  which  shall  we  dance?    which   shall  we 

Far  o*er  the  verge  of  day. 

dance? 

Till,  into  realms  beyond  the  deep, 

They  seem'd  to  die  away. 

Oft,  when  the  toils  of  day  are  done. 
In  pensive  dreams  of  thee. 

I  sit  to  hear  that  evening  gun, 

Peal  o*er  the  stormy  sea. 

THE  EVENING  GUN. 

Boom  I — and  while,  o*er  billows  cnrrd. 

The  distant  sounds  decay. 

Rememb'rest  thou  that  setting  sun. 

I  weep  and  wish,  firom  this  rough  world. 

The  last  I  saw  with  thee. 

Like  them,  to  die  away. 

BALLADS,   SONGS,   MISCELLANEOUS   POEMS, 

El 
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TO-DAY,  DEAREST  I   IS  OURS. 

When  eyes  would  give  the  world  to  gaie, 

Yet  still  look  down,  and  venture  never  j 

To-DAT,  dearest  I  is  ours ; 

When,  though  with  &irest  nymphs  we  rove, 

Why  should  Love  carelessly  lose  it  ? 

Thero*s  one  we  dream  of  moro  than  any — 

This  life  shines  or  lowers 

If  all  this  is  not  real  love. 

Just  as  we,  weak  mortals,  use  It 

*Tis  something  wond*rous  like  it,  Fanny  ! 

*Tis  time  enough,  when  its  flow*rs  decay. 

To  think  of  the  thorns  of  Sorrow ; 

To  think  and  ponder,  when  apart. 

And  Joy,  if  left  on  the  stem  to-day. 

On  all  we've  got  to  say  at  meetfaig ; 

May  wither  before  to-morrow. 

And  yet  when  near,  with  heart  to  heart. 

Sit  mute,  and  listen  to  their  beating : 

Then  why,  dearest  I  so  long 

To  see  but  one  bright  object  move. 

Let  the  sweet  moments  fly  over  ? 

The  only  moon,  whero  stars  are  many— - 

Though  now,  blooming  and  young. 

If  all  this  is  not  downright  love, 

Thou  hast  me  devoutly  thy  lover : 

I  prithee  say  what  w,  my  Fanny  I 

Yet  Time  fhnn  both,  in  his  silent  lapse. 

Some  treasure  may  steal  or  borrow ; 

When  Hope  foretells  the  brightest,  best. 

Thy  charms  may  be  less  in  bloom,  perhaps. 

Though  Reason  on  the  darkest  reckons; 

Or  I  less  in  love  to-morrow. 

When  Passion  drives  us  to  the  west. 

Though  Prudence  to  the  eastward  beckons ; 

When  all  turns  round,  below,  above, 
And  our  own  heads  the  most  of  any — 

If  this  is  not  stark,  staring  love. 

WHEN  ON  THE  LIP  THE  SIGH  DELAYS. 

Then  you  and  I  are  sages,  Fanny. 

When  on  the  lip  the  sigh  delays. 
As  if  'twould  linger  tbere.for  ever ; 
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HERE,  TAKE  MY  HEART. 

Here,  take  my  heart — 'twill  be  safe  in  thy  keep- 
ing. 

While  I  go  wandVing  o'er  land  and  o'er  sea ; 
Smiling  or  sorrowing,  waking  or  sleeping, 

What  need  I  care,  so  my  heart  is  with  thee  ? 

If,  in  the  race  we  are  destin'd  to  run,  love. 
They  who  have  light  hearts  the  happiest  be. 

Then,  happier  still  must  be  they  who  have  none, 
lore. 
And  that  will  be  my  case  when  mine  is  with  thee. 

It  matters  not  where  I  may  now  be  a  rover, 
I  care  not  how  many  bright  eyes  I  may  see ; 

Should  Venos  herself  come  and  ask  me  to  love  her, 
rd  tell  her  I  couldn't— my  heart  is  with  thee. 

And  there  let  it  lie,  growing  fonder  and  fonder — 
For,  even  should  Fortune  turn  truant  to  me. 

Why,  let  her  go — I've  a  treasure  beyond  her. 
As  long  as  my  heart's  out  at  int'rcst  with  thee  I 


OH,  CALL  IT  HY  SOME  BETTER  NAME. 

On,  call  it  by  some  better  name, 

For  Friendship  sounds  too  cold, 
"While  Love  is  now  a  worldly  flame, 

Whose  shrine  must  be  of  gold  ; 
And  Passion,  like  the  sun  at  noon. 

That  bums  o'er  all  he  sees. 
Awhile  as  warm,  will  set  as  soon  — 

Then,  call  it  none  of  these. 

Imagine  something  purer  far. 

More  free  from  stain  of  clay 
Than  Friendship,  Love,  or  Passion  are. 

Yet  human  still  as  they  : 
And  if  thy  lip,  for  love  like  this. 

No  mortal  word  can  frame. 
Go,  ask  of  angels  what  it  is. 

And  call  it  by  that  name  1 


POOR  WOUNDED  HEART. 

Poor  wounded  heart,  farewell  I 
Thy  hour  of  rest  is  come  ; 
Thou  soon  wilt  reach  thy  home. 

Poor  wounded  heart,  fitrewell ! 


The  pain  thon'lt  teei  in  breaking 

Less  bitter  fiu*  will  be. 
Than  that  long,  deadly  aching, 

This  life  has  been  to  thee. 

There — broken  heart,  farewell  I 
The  pang  is  o'er — 
The  parting  pang  is  o'er ; 
Thou  now  wilt  bleed  no  more. 
Poor  broken  heart,  farewell  I 
No  rest  for  thee  but  dying — 

Like  waves,  whose  strife  is  past, 
On  death's  cold  shore  thus  lying. 
Thou  sleep'st  in  peace  at  last— 
Poor  broken  heart,  farewell  I 


THE  EAST  INDIAN. 

Come,  May,  with  all  thy  flowers. 

Thy  sweetly-scented  thorn. 
Thy  cooling  ev'ning  showers. 

Thy  fhigrant  breath  at  mom  : 
When  May-flies  haunt  the  willow. 

When  May-buds  tempt  the  bee, 
Then  o'er  the  shining  billow 

My  love  will  come  to  me. 

From  Eastem  Isles  she's  winging 

Through  wat'ry  wilds  her  way, 
And  on  her  cheek  is  bringing 

The  bright  sun's  orient  ray  : 
Oh,  come  and  court  her  hither. 

Ye  breezes  mild  and  warm — 
One  winter's  gale  would  wither 

So  soft,  so  pure  a  form. 

The  fields  where  she  was  straymg 

Are  blest  with  endless  light. 
With  zephyrs  always  playing 

Through  gardens  always  bright 
Then  now,  sweet  May  I  be  sweeter 

Than  e'er  thou*st  been  before ; 
I^t  sighs  fh)m  roses  meet  her 

When  she  comes  near  our  shore. 


POOR  BROKEN  FLOWER. 

Poor  broken  flow'r  I  what  art  can  now  recover 
thee? 
Tom  from  the  stem  that  fed  thy  rosy  breath— 


u 

r 

1 

1 
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^ 

Let  the  flowV-beds  all  lie  waking, 

^H 

■                To  warm  that  &d«d  cheek ; 

And  the  cMlours  shut  up  tliere, 

Tke  d4?w8  of  heay*n,  thjit  once  like  balm  fell  over 

From  tbfir  downy  prisons  breaking. 

■ 

thee, 

Fly  abroad  tUrongh  sea  and  air. 

■ 

Now  we  but  tears,  to  weep  tby  early  death. 

And  would  Love,  too,  bring  hia  sweetness. 

1 

Sodroops  the  maid  wbose  lover  hath  forsaken  her,  — 

With  our  other  joys  to  wi-ave. 

Thrown  from  bis  arms^as  lone  and  losr  us  thou  ; 

Ob  what  glory,  what  completeness;, 

Til  vaiii  the  smiles  of  all 

Thi^VL  womld  crown  this  bright  May  Eve  1 

Like  sim-beams  round  ber  fall; 

Shine  ont,  Stars  !  let  night  assemble 

The  only  smile  that  could  from  deatb  awaken  her. 

Round  us  every  festal  ray, 

1 

That  «mile,  alas!  is  gone  to  olher«  now. 

Lights  that  move  not,  lights  that  tremble. 

To  adorn  this  Ev«  of  May. 

THE  PRETTY  ROSE  TREE. 

] 

^                  BmKQ  weary  of  love. 

THE  YOUNG  JfULETEERS  OF  GRENADA. 

1 

■ 

■                  I  flew  to  the  grove, 

W   And  chose  me  a  tree  of  the  fairest  j 

Oil,  the  joys  of  our  evening  posoda, 

Saying,  "  Pretty  Rose -tree, 

AVbere,  resting  at  close  of  day, 

"  Thou  my  mi  stress  shalt  he. 

We,  young  Muleteers  of  Grenada, 

"  And  ril  worship  eaeh  bud  thou  hearest. 

Sit  and  sing  the  sunshine  away  ; 

*'  For  the  hearts  of  tbis  world  are  hollow. 

So  merry,  that  even  the  slumbers. 

"  And  fickle  the  smiles  we  follow  ; 

That  round  us  bung,  seem  gone  i 

1 

"  And  'tis  sweet,  whtti  all 

Till  the  lute's  soft  drowsy  numbers 

1 

**  Their  witeh'ries  pall, 

Again  begude  tbem  oil 

■ 

"  To  hive  a  pure  love  to  fly  to : 

Oh  the  joys,  &c. 

■ 

"  So,  my  pretly  Ro»e-tree, 

■ 

"  Thim  my  mistress  flhalt  he, 

Theti  as  each  to  his  loved  sultana 

■ 

"  And  the  only  one  now  I  shall  sigh  to." 

in  sleep  still  breather  the  sigh, 
The  name  of  some  black^eyed  Tirana 

Wlien  the  beautiful  hue 

Escapes  our  lips  as  we  lie. 

Of  thy  cheek  through  the  dew 

Till,  witb  morning*s  rosy  twinkle, 

Of  morning  is  bashfully  peeping. 

Again  we*re  up  and  gone^ 

"  Sweet  tears,"  I  shall  say 

While  the  mnlc-l>eirs  drowsy  tinkle 

(As  I  brush  them  awuy), 

Beguiles  t!ie  rough  way  on. 

"  At  least  tbere*ji  no  art  in  thk  weeping," 

Oh  the  joys  of  our  merry  posada, 

AUhough  thou  sboold'st  die  to-morrow, 

Where,  resting  at  close  of  day, 

'Twill  not  be  from  pain  or  sorrow  j 

We,  yoiiug  Muleteers  of  Grenada, 

And  the  thoms  of  tby  stem 

Thus  sing  the  gay  momenu  away. 

Are  mot  like  tbera 

With  which  men  wound  each  otber : 

So  my  pretty  Rose-tree, 

Thou  my  mistress  shalt  he. 

And  Fll  ne'er  agab  sigh  to  another.                    i 

TELL  HER,  OH,  TELL  HER.                i 
TKt*i,  her,  ob,  ted  her,  the  lute  she  left  lying 

Beneatlx  the  green  arbour,  is  stjil  lymg  ihere; 

And  breezes,  Like  lovers,  around  it  are  sif;hing. 

SHINE  OUT,  STARS  ] 

But  not  a  soft  whisper  replies  to  their  pray'r. 

SwTHH  oat.  Stars  I  let  Heav'n  asisemble 

Till  her,  oli,  tell  her,  the  tree  that,  in  going. 

B 

Round  us  cv'ry  festal  ray. 

Bt'side  the  green  arbour  she  playfully  set. 

1 

Lights  that  move  not^  ligbu  that  trembie, 

As  lovely  as  ever  is  blushing  and  blowings 

1 

All  to  grace  this  Eve  of  May. 

And  not  a  briglit  leaflet  bas  falFn  from  it  yet.      i 

1 

• 

i 

i 
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So  vhile  away  from  that  arbour  forsaken, 

The  maiden  is  wandering,  still  let  her  be 

BLACK  AND  BLUE  EYES. 

As  true  as  the  lute,  that  no  sighing  can  waken, 

And  blooming  for  ever,  unchanged  as  the  tree  I 

The  brilliant  black  eye 

May  in  triumph  let  fly 

All  its  darts  without  caring  who  feels  'em ; 
But  the  soft  eye  of  blue, 

Though  it  scatter  wounds  too, 

NIGHTS  OF  MUSIC. 

Is  much  better  pleas'd  when  it  heals  'em  — 
Dear  Fanny  ! 
But  the  soft  eye  of  blue. 

Nights  of  music,  nights  of  loving. 

Lost  too  soon,  remember'd  long, 

Though  it  scatter  wounds  too. 

When  we  went  by  moonlight  roving. 

Is  much  better  pleas'd  when  it  heals  'em. 

Hearts  all  love  and  lips  all  song. 

When  this  faithful  lute  recorded 

The  black  eye  may  say. 

All  my  spirit  felt  to  thee ; 

"  Come  and  worship  my  ray  — 

And  that  smile  the  song  rewarded  — 

"  By  adoring,  perhaps,  you  may  move  me  !  " 

Worth  whole  years  of  fame  to  me  I 

But  the  blue  eye,  half  hid. 

Says,  from  under  its  lid. 

Nights  of  song,  and  nights  of  splendour, 

"  I  love,  and  am  yours,  if  you  love  mc  1 " 

Fill'd  with  joys  too  sweet  to  last  — 

Yes,  Fanny ! 

Joys  that,  like  the  star-light,  tender. 

The  blue  eye,  half  hid. 

While  they  shone,  no  shadow  cast. 

Says,  from  under  its  lid. 

Though  all  other  happy  hours 

"  I  love,  and  am  yours,  if  you  love  me  ! " 

From  my  fading  mem*ry  fly. 

Of  that  star-light,  of  those  bowers, 

Come  tell  me,  then,  why. 

Not  a  beam,  a  leaf  shall  die  1 

In  that  lovely  blue  eye. 

Not  a  charm  of  its  tint  I  discover  ; 

Oh  why  should  you  wear 

The  only  blue  pair 

That  ever  said  *♦  No  **  to  a  lover  ? 

OUR  FIRST  YOUNG  LOVE. 

Dear  Fanny  I 

Oh,  why  should  yon  wear 

OuB^first  young  love  resembles 

The  only  blue  pair 
That  ever  said  »*  No  "  to  a  lover  ? 

That  short  but  brilliant  ray. 

Which  smiles,  and  weeps,  and  trembles 

• 

Through  April's  earliest  day. 

And  not  all  life  before  us, 

However  its  lights  may  play, 

Can  shed  a  lustre  o'er  us 

DEAR  FANNY. 

Like  that  first  April  ray. 

"  She  has  beauty,  but  still  you  must  keep  your 

Our  summed  sun  may  squander 

heart  cool ; 

A  blaze  sercner,  grander ; 

*«  She  has  wit,  but  you  mustn't  be  caught  so : " 

Our  autumn  beam 

Thus  Reason  advises,  but  Reason's  a  fool, 

May,  like  a  dream 

And  'tis  not  the  first  time  I  have  thought  so, 

Of  heav'n,  die  calm  away ; 

Dear  Fanny, 

But,  no  — let  life  before  us 

'Tis  not  the  first  time  I  have  thought  so. 

Bring  all  the  light  it  may. 

Twill  ne'er  shed  lustre  o'er  us 

"  She  is  lovely ;  then  love  her,  nor  let  the  bliss  fly  ; 

Like  that  first  youthful  ray. 

"  'Tis  the  charm  of  youth's  vanishing  season  : " 

Thus  Love  has  advis'd  me,  and  who  will  deny 

That  Love  reasons  much  better  than  Reason, 

Dear  Fanny  ? 

Love  reasons  much  better  than  Reaaon. 

p 
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The  gloom  that  w  inter  cast 

FROM  LIFE  WITHOUT  FREEDOM. 

How  80<m  the  heart  forgets, 
When  Summer  brings,  at  last. 

Her  sun  that  never  sets ! 
So  dawii*d  my  love  for  you  ; 

So,  fijt'd  through  joy  and  pain, 

Fno^  life  without  freedom,  say,  who  would  not  fly  ? 
For  one  day  of  freedom,  oh  I  who  would  not  die  ? 
Hark  I  —  hark  !  'tis  the  trumpet!   the  call  of  the 

brave. 
The  death-song  of  ty  ranta^  the  dirg«  of  Ihe  stave. 

Than  summer  sun  more  true, 
*Twill  never  set  again. 

Our  country  lies  hkn^diiig  —  baste,  huste  to  her  aid  j 

One  arm  that  defends  is  worth  hosts  that  invade. 
In  deatliV  kindly  hosom  our  last  hope  remains  — 

The  dead  fear  no  tyrants,  the  grave  bas  no  chains. 

1 

On»  on  to  the  combat ;  the  hero^?a  that  bleed 

LOVE  AND  THE  SUN-DIAL. 

1 

For  virtue  and  mankind  ore  heroes  indeed. 

■ 

And  oh»  ev'n  if  Freedom  from  ihix  world  be  driven. 

YocTMO  Love  foand  a  Dial  once,  in  a  dark  ^hade, 

■ 

Despair  not — at  least  we  shall  find  her  in  heaven. 

Where  man   ne'er   had  wander'd  nor   s«ntH.nim 

play'd  J 
"  Why  thtis  in   darkness  lie,"  whisper'd  young 

1 

I<K)ve ; 

HERE'S  THE  BOWER, 

**  Thou,   whose    gay  hours    in  sunshine  should 
move  ?  " 

Herk's  the  bower  she  lov*d  so  much. 

*^  I  ne'er,"  said  the  Dial,  *'haTeseea  the  warm  eun. 

And  the  tree  she  planted  *, 

^^  So  noonday  and  midnight  to  me,  Love,  arc  one." 

Here's  the  harp  she  used  to  touch  — 

Ob,  how  that  touch  enchanted  1 

Then  Love  took  the  Dial  away  from  the  shade, 

Roses  now  unheeded  sigh  j 

And  placed  her   where  Heav*n*s   beam  warmly 

Where*8  the  hand  to  wreathe  them  ? 

play*d- 

1 

Songs  around  neglected  lie  ; 

There  she  reclin'd,  beneath  Love*s  gating  eye. 

Where's  the  lip  to  breathe  them  ?                 1 

While,  mark'd  all  with  sunshine,  her  hours  flew  by. 

Here's  the  bower,  &c. 

'*  Oh,  how,"  Siiid  the  Dial,  "can  any  fair  moid, 
"  Thttf  a  born  to  be  shone  upon,  rest  in  the  shade?** 

Spring  may  bloom,  but  she  we  lov'd 

Ne  er  shall  feel  its  sweetness  j 

But  night  now  comes  on,  and  the  sunbeam's  oVr, 

Time»  that  once  so  fleetly  mov'd, 

And  Love  stops  to  gaste  on  tbe  Dial  no  more. 

Now  hath  lost  its  fleetness. 

Alone  and  neglected,  while  bleak  rain  and  wind» 

Years  were  days,  when  here  she  stiay'd. 

Are  storming  around  her,  with  sorrow  she  finds 

Oays  were  moments  near  her ; 

That  Love  had  but  number'd  a  few  sunny  hours,— 

. 

Heaven  ne*er  form'd  a  brighter  maid, 

Then  left  tbe  remaiuder  to  darkness  and  showers! 

H 

Nor  Pity  wepi  a  dearer  I 

Here's  the  bower,  &c 

LOVE  AND  TIME. 

I  SAW  THE  MOON  BISE  CLEAR. 

A    FINLANI>   LOVE   SOKC. 

*Tis  said  — but  whether  true  or  not 
I^t  bards  declare  wboVe  seen  *em— 

I  SAW  the  moon  rise  clear 

That  L«>ve  nnd  Time  have  only  gof 

0*er  hills  and  vales  of  snow, 

One  pair  of  wings  between  *em. 

Nor  told  my  fleet  reiu-dter 

In  courtship's  first  delicious  hour, 

The  track  I  wish'd  to  go. 

The  boy  full  oft  can  spare  'em  ? 

Yet  quick  h<?  hounded  forth  ; 

So,  ioitVing  in  his  lady's  bower, 

For  well  my  rein-df  cr  know 

He  lets  the  grey-beard  wear  'cm. 

1 

i 

Fve  hut  one  path  on  earth  — 

Then  is  Time's  hour  of  phiy  ; 

The  path  which  leads  to  yotu 

Oh,  how  he  fiies,  flies  away  ! 

1 

♦ 

1 
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Bat  short  the  moments,  short  as  bright, 

When  he  the  wings  can  borrow ; 

LOVE,  WAND'RING  THROUGH  THE 

If  Time  to-day  has  had  his  flight. 

GOLDEN  MAZE, 

Love  takes  his  turn  to-morrow. 

Ah  I  Time  and  Love,  your  change  is  then 

Love,  wand'ring  through  the  golden  maxe 

The  saddest  and  most  trying, 

Of  my  beloved's  hair. 

When  one  begins  to  limp  again, 

Trac'd  every  lock  with  fond  delays. 

Ajid  t'other  takes  to  flying. 

And,  doting,  linger'd  there. 

Then  is  Love's  hour  to  stray  ; 

And  soon  he  found  'twere  vain  to  fly  ; 

Oh,  how  he  flies,  flies  away ! 

His  heart  was  close  confin'd. 

For,  every  ringlet  was  a  tie  — 

But  there's  a  nymph,  whose  chains  I  feel, 

A  chain  by  beauty  twin'd. 

And  bless  the  silken  fetter. 

Who  knows,  the  dear  one,  how  to  deal 

With  Love  and  Time  much  better. 
So  well  she  checks  their  wanderings. 

So  peacefully  she  pairs  'em. 

That  Love  with  her  ne'er  thinks  of  wings. 

MERRILY  EVERY  BOSOM  BOUNDETH. 

And  Time  for  ever  wears  'em. 

This  is  Time's  holiday  ; 

THE  TYR0LE8E   SONG   OF  LIBERTY. 

Oh,  how  he  flies,  flies  away  I 

Merrily  every  bosom  boundeth. 

Merrily,  oh  I 

Where  the  song  of  Freedom  soundeth. 
Merrily,  oh  ! 

There  the  warrior's  arms 

LOVE'S  LIGHT  SUMMER-CLOUD. 

Shed  more  splendour  ; 

There  the  maiden's  charms 

Pain  and  sorrow  shall  vanish  before  us— 

Shine  more  tender  ; 

Youth  may  wither,  but  feeling  will  last ; 

Ev'ry  joy  the  land  surroundeth. 

All  the  shadow  that  e'er  shall  fall  o'er  us. 

Merrily,  oh  1  merrily,  oh  I 

Love's  light  summer-cloud  only  shall  cast 

Oh,  if  to  love  thee  more 

^Vearily  every  bosom  pineth. 

Each  hour  I  number  o'er 

Wearily,  oh  I 

If  this  a  passion  be 

AVhere  the  bond  of  slavery  twincth 

Worthy  of  thee, 

Wearily,  oh  1 

Then  be  happy,  for  thus  I  adore  thee. 

There  the  warrior's  dart 

Charms  may  wither,  but  feeling  shall  last  : 

Hath  no  fleetness ; 

All  the  shadow  that  e'er  shall  fall  o'er  thee, 

There  the  maiden's  heart 

Love's  light  summer-cloud  sweetly  shall  cast 

Hath  no  sweetness  — 

Ev'ry  flow'r  of  life  declineth, 

Rest,  dear  bosom,  no  sorrows  shall  pain  thee. 

Wearily,  oh  !  wearily,  oh  ! 

Sighs  of  pleasure  alone  shalt  thou  steal ; 

Beam,  bright  eyelid,  no  weeping  shall  stain  thee, 

Cheerily  then  from  hill  and  valley. 

Tears  of  rapture  alone  shalt  thou  feel. 

Cheerily,  oh ! 

Oh,  if  there  be  a  charm 

Like  your  native  fountains  sally. 

In  love,  to  banbh  harm  — 

Cheerily,  oh  I 

If  pleasure's  truest  spell 

If  a  glorious  death. 

Be  to  love  well, 

Won  by  bravery, 

Then  be  happy,  for  thus  I  adore  thee. 

Sweeter  be  than  breath 

Charms  may  wither,  but  feeling  shall  last  : 

Sigh'd  in  slavery, 

All  the  shadow  that  e'er  shall  fall  o'er  thee. 

Round  the  flag  of  Freedom  rally. 

Love's  light  summer-cloud  sweetly  shall  cast 

Cheerily,  oh  1  cheerily,  oh  I 

' 
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REMEMBER  THE  TIME, 

TS&  CAflTILIAK   MA  to, 

REitRMBEa  the  time,  in  La  Blaneha's  ihades. 

When  oar  moments  so  blissfully  flew  ; 
When  you  coird  m«  the  flower  of  Castilian  maidB, 

And  I  btusli'd  to  be  cuU'd  so  by  yoii ; 
When  I  taught  yoo  to  witrble  the  gtiy  so^uadille. 

And  to  djinc^  to  the  light  cnstaiiet  ; 
Oh,  never,  dear  youth,  let  you  roam  where  you  will. 

The  delight  of  those  momenta  forget. 

They  tell  me,  yon  Iotits  from  Erin^s  gi^n  isle, 

Erei^  hour  a  new  passion  csta  feel ; 
And  that  soon,  in  the  light  of  Aouie  lowlier  smile, 

You*ll  forget  the  pfK>r  maid  of  Castile^ 
But  they  know  not  how  brave  in  the  battle  you  are, 

Or  they  never  could  think  you  would  rove  j 
For  'tii  always  the  spirit  most  gallant  ia  war 

That  15  fondest  and  truest  in  1ot& 


OH,  SOON  RETURN. 

OtJB  white  sail  caught  the  ev*iijng  ray. 

The  wave  beneath  us  seeni'd  to  bum, 
When  all  the  weeping  maid  could  lay 

Was,.  "  Oh,  soon  return  ! " 
Tlirough  many  a  clime  our  sliip  was  driven, 

O'er  many  a  billow  rudely  thrown  j 
Now  ehill'd  hen<?ath  a  northern  heavent 

Now  sunuM  in  summer^a  zooe  ; 
And  still,  where'er  we  bent  our  way, 

When  evening  bid  the  west  wave  bum, 
I  fancied  still  I  heard  her  say, 

'*  Oh^  soon  return  I  " 

If  erer  yet  iny  bosom  found 

lU  thoughts  one  moment  tumM  from  thee, 
'Twaa  when  the  combat  rag'd  around, 

■  And  brave  men  look'd  to  me. 

H  But  though  the  war-l3,etd's  wild  alarm 

I  For  gentle  Love  was  oli  nnmeet, 

H  I(c  lent  to  Glory  fi  brow  the  charm, 

H  Which  made  even  danger  sweet. 

H  And  still,  when  victVy*s  calm  came  o'er 

H  The  hearts  where  rage  hod  eeas'd  to  bum, 

■  Those  parting  words  I  heard  once  more, 
I  **  Oh,  toon  return  1  —  Oh,  soon  retom  !" 


LOVE  THEE  ? 

LovK  thee?  —  so  well,  so  tenderly 

Thou'rt  Icrr'dt  ador'd  by  me. 
Fame,  fortime,  wealth,  and  liberty, 

Were  worthless  without  thee. 
Though  brimm'd  with  bles&iugs,  ptire  and  rare, 

Lifers  cup  before  lue  lay, 
Unless  thy  love  were  mingled  there, 

I'd  spurn  the  draught  away. 
Love  thee  ?  —  »o  well,  so  tenderly 

Thou'rt  lov'd,  udor'd  by  me* 
Fame,  fortune,  wealth,  and  liberty, 

Are  worthless  without  thee. 

Without  thy  I'm  lie,  the  monarches  lot 

To  me  were  dark  and  lone. 
While.  tcUh  iU  ev'n  the  humblest  cot 

Were  brighter  than  his  throoe. 
Those  worlds,  for  which  the  eonqa*ror  sighs. 

For  me  would  have  no  charms; 
My  only  world  thy  gentle  eyes — 

My  throne  thy  circling  arms  I 
Oh,  yes,  so  well,  so  tenderly 

Thou'rt  lov*d,  adorM  by  me, 
TMioie  realms  of  light  and  liberty 

Were  worthless  without  thee. 


1 


ONE  DEAR  SMILE. 

CoiiLDS^T  thou  look  as  dear  as  when 

First  t  sigh'd  for  thee  ; 
Couldst  thou  make  mv  feel  again 
Every  wish  I  hreath'd  thee  then, 

Oh,  how  bliRsfol  life  would  be! 
Hopes,  that  now  beguiling  leave  me, 

Joys,  tlmt  lie  in  slumber  cold — 
All  would  wake,  couldst  thou  but  give  me 

One  dear  mnile  like  those  of  old. 

No — there's  nothing  left  us  now, 

Bat  to  mourn  the  past ; 
Vain  was  every  anient  vow—* 
Never  yet  did  heaveti  allow 

Love  so  warm,  so  wild,  to  lost* 
Not  even  hnpe  could  now  deceive  me^ 

Life  itself  louks  dark  and  cold  ; 
Oh,  thou  never  more  canst  ^ve  me 

One  dear  smile  like  those  of  old. 
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The  song  of  war  shall  echo  through  our  mountains. 

YES,  YES,  WHEN  THE  BLOOM. 

Till  Victory's  self  shall,  smiling,  say. 

"  Your  cloud  of  foes  hath  pass'd  away. 

Ym,  ye«,  when  the  bloom  of  Love*8  boyhood  is 

•*  And  Freedom  comes,  with  new-bom  ray. 

o'er. 

•*  To  gild  your  vines  and  light  your  fbontains." 

He*ll  turn  into  fHendship  that  feels  no  decay  ; 

Oh,  never  till  that  glorious  day 

And,  though  Time  may  take  from  him  the  wings 

Shall  Lusitania's  sous  be  gay. 

he  once  wore. 

Or  hear,  sweet  Peace,  thy  welcome  Uy 

The  charms  that  remain  will  be  bright  as  before. 

Resounding  through  her  sunny  mountains. 

And  he^ll  lose  but  his  young  trick  of  flying 

away. 
Then  let  it  console  thee,  if  Love  should  not  stay. 

That  Friendship  our  last  happy  moments  will 

THE  YOUNG  ROSE. 

crown: 

Like  the  shadows  of  morning,  Love  lessens  away. 

The  young  rose  I  give  thee^  so  dewy  and  bright. 

While  Friendship,  like  those  at  the  closing  of  day. 

Was  the  flow'ret  most  dear  to  the  sweet  bird  of 

Will  linger  and  lengthen  as  life's  sun  goes  down. 

night. 

Who  oft,  by  the  moon,  o'er  her  blushes  hath  hung. 

And  thrill'd  every  leaf  with  the  wild  lay  he  sung. 
Oh,  take  thou  this  young  rose,  and  let  her  life  be 

THE  DAY  OF  LOVE. 

Prolong'd  by  the  breath  she  will  borrow  from  thee ; 

For,  while  o'er  her  bosom  thy  soft  notes  shall  thrill. 

The  beam  of  morning  trembling 

She'll  think  the  sweet  night-bird  is  courting  her  still. 

Stole  o*er  the  mountain  brook. 

With  timid  ray  resembling 
Affection's  early  look. 

Thus  love  begins—  sweet  mom  of  love ! 

WHEN  MIDST  THE  GAY  I  MEET. 

The  noon-tide  ray  ascended. 

And  o'er  the  valley's  stream 

When  midst  the  gay  I  meet 

Diffus'd  a  glow  as  splendid 

That  gentle  smile  of  thine. 

As  passion's  riper  dream. 

Though  still  on  me  it  tums  most  sweet. 

Thus  love  expands — warm  noon  of  love! 

I  scarce  can  call  it  mine  : 

But  when  to  me  alone 

But  evening  came,  o'ershading 

Your  secret  tears  you  show. 

The  glories  of  the  sky. 

Oh,  then  I  feel  those  tears  my  own. 

Like  faith  and  fondness  fading 

And  claim  them  while  they  flow. 

From  passion's  alter'd  eye. 

Then  still  with  bright  looks  bless 

Thus  love  declines — cold  eve  of  love  ! 

The  gay,  the  cold,  the  free  ; 

Give  smiles  to  those  who  love  you  less. 



But  keep  your  tears  for  me. 

The  snow  on  Jura's  steep 

LUSITANIAN  WAR-SONG. 

Can  smile  in  many  a  beam. 

Yet  still  in  chains  of  coldness  sleep. 

The  song  of  war  shall  echo  through  our  mountains, 

How  bright  soe'er  it  seem. 

Till  not  one  hateful  link  remains 

But,  when  some  deep-felt  ray, 

Of  slavery's  lingering  chains ; 

Whose  touch  is  fire,  appears. 

Till  not  one  tyrant  tread  our  plains. 

Oil,  then  the  smile  is  wann'd  away. 

Nor  traitor  lip  pollute  our  fountains. 

And,  melting,  tums  to  tears. 

No  1  never  till  that  glorious  day 

Then  still  with  bright  looks  bless 

Shall  Lusitania's  sons  be  gay, 

The  gay,  the  cold,  the  free ; 

Or  hear,  oh  Peace,  thy  welcome  lay 

Give  smiles  to  those  who  love  you  less. 

Resounding  through  her  sunny  mountains. 

But  keep  your  tears  for  me. 

^^^■■l^^^^^^ 
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WHEN  TWILIGHT  DEWS. 

HOW  HAPPY,  ONCE. 

1 

Whek  twilight  dews  are  falling  sofl 

How  happy,  once,  though  wing*d  with  sighs, 

1 

Upon  the  rosy  sea,  love^ 

My  moments  flew  along. 

I  watch  the  star,  whosi?  beam  so  ofl 

While  looking  on  those  smiling  eyes, 

Has  lighted  me  to  thee,  love. 

And  list'ning  to  thy  magic  song! 

Aod  thou  too,  on  that  orb  so  dear, 

But  vanish'd  now,  like  summer  dreams, 

Dofit  often  gaze  at  even, 

Those  moments  smik  uo  wore ; 

1 

And  think,  though  lost  for  ever  here. 

For  me  that  eye  no  longer  beams. 

Tbon'Jt  yet  be  mine  in  heaven* 

That  song  for  me  Jfl  o*er 
Mine  the  cold  brow. 

There's  not  a  garden  walk  I  tread, 

That  speaks  thy  alter'd  vow. 

There's  nor  a  tlowV  1  see,  love, 

While  others  feel  thy  sunshine  now. 

( 

But  bringi^  to  mind  some  hope  thars  t!ed, 

Same  joj  that's  gone  with  ihee,  love» 

Oh,  could  1  change  my  love  like  thee. 

And  still  I  wish  that  hour  was  ntar, 

One  hope  might  yet  be  mine  — 

Wlien,  friends  and  foes  forgiven. 

Some  other  eyes  as  bright  to  see, 

The  poinSt  the  ills  we've  wept  through  here, 

'And  hear  a  voice  as  sweet  as  thine  i 

May  turn  to  smiles  in  heaven. 

But  never,  never  can  this  heart 
Be  wak'd  to  life  again  ; 

With  thee  it  lost  its  vital  part. 
And  wither'd  then ! 

Cold  its  pulse  lies, 

YOUNG  JESSICA* 

And  mute  are  ev'n  its  sighs. 
All  other  grief  it  now  defieN* 

Yomto  Jessica  sat  all  the  day. 

With  heart  o'er  idle  love-thoughts  pining  j 

lltT  needle  bright  beside  her  lay. 

So  active  once  I  ^  now  idly  shining. 

I  LOVE  BUT  THEE. 

Ah»  Jessy,  'lis  in  idle  hearts 

Thai  love  and  mischief  arc  most  uimbk ; 

If,  after  all,  you  still  will  doubt  and  fear  me. 

The  safest  shield  against  the  darts 

And  think  this  heart  to  other  loves  will  stray. 

Of  Cupid,  is  Minerva's  thimble. 

If  I  must  swear,  then,  lovely  doubter,  hear  me  ; 
By  ev'ry  dream  I  have  when  thou'rt  away, 

The  child,  who  with  a  magnet  plays, 

By  ev*ry  throb  I  ft^el  when  thou  art  near  me, 

Well  knowing  all  its  arts,  so  wily, 

I  love  but  thee —  I  love  but  theel 

The  teitiplcr  near  a  needle  lays, 

And  laughing  says,  "  We'll  steal  it  slily/' 

By  those  dark  eyes,  where  light  is  ever  playing. 

The  needle,  having  no  eight  tft  do, 

Where  Love,  in  depth  of  shadow,  holds   his 

Is  pleas'd  to  let  the  magnet  wheedle ; 

throne. 

Till  closer,  closer  come  ihe  two, 

And  by  those  lips,  which  give  whate'cr  thou'rt 

And  —  off,  at  length,  elopes  the  needle* 

saying, 
Or  grave  or  gay,  a  music  of  its  own. 

Now,  had  this  needle  Inm'd  its  eye 

A  music  far  beyond  all  minstrers  playing. 

To  some  gay  reticule's  const njciion, 

I  love  but  ihee  —  I  love  but  thee! 

It  ne'er  had  stray 'd  from  duty's  lie. 

Nor  felt  the  magnet's  sly  si'dticlion. 

By  that  fair  brow,  where  Innocence  reposes 

Thus,  girls,  would  you  keep  t^uiet  hearts. 

As  pure  as  moonlight  sleeping  upon  snow, 

Your  snowy  fingers  must  be  nimble ; 

And  by  that  cheek,  whose  fleeting  bhish  discloses 

J 

The  safest  shield  again^^t  the  darts 

A  hue  too  bright  to  bless  this  world  below, 

1 

1 

Of  Cupid,  is  Minerva's  thimble. 

And  only  ilt  to  dwell  on  Eden's  roses, 
I  love  but  thee  — 1  love  but  thee  1 

1 

1 

. 

L 
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LET  JOY  ALONE  BE  REMEMBER'D  NOW. 

MY  HEART  AND  LUTE. 

Let  thy  joys  alone  be  remember'd  now. 

I  GiYS  thee  an— I  can  no  more — 

Let  thy  sorrows  go  sleep  awhile ; 

Though  poor  the  oflTring  be ; 

Or  if  thought's  dark  cloud  come  o'er  thy  brow, 

My  heart  and  late  are  all  the  store 

Let  Love  light  it  ap  with  his  smile. 

That  I  can  bring  to  thee. 

For  thus  to  meet,  and  thus  to  find. 

A  lute  whose  gentle  song  reveals 

That  Time,  whose  touch  can  chill 

The  soul  of  love  full  well ; 

Each  flower  of  form,  each  grace  of  mind. 

And,  better  £u>,  a  heart  that  feels 

Hath  left  thee  blooming  still,— 

Much  more  than  lute  could  telL 

Oh,  joy  alone  should  be  thought  of  now. 

Let  our  sorrows  go  sleep  awhile ; 

Though  love  and  song  may  fail,  alas  I 

Or,  should  thought's  dark  cloud  come  o'er  thy  brow. 

To  keep  life's  clouds  away, 

Let  Love  light  it  up  with  his  smile. 

At  least  twill  make  them  lighter  pass 

Or  gild  them  if  they  stay. 

When  the  flowers  of  life's  sweet  garden  fade. 

And  ev'n  if  Care,  at  moments,  flings 

If  but  one  bright  leaf  remain, 

Of  the  many  that  once  its  glory  made. 

Let  love  but  gently  touch  the  strings. 

It  is  not  for  us  to  complain. 

'Twill  aU  be  sweet  again! 

But  thus  to  meet  and  thus  to  wake 

In  all  Love's  early  bliss ; 
Oh,  Tune  all  other  gifts  may  take. 

So  he  but  leaves  us  this ! 

Then  let  joy  alone  be  remember'd  now. 

PEACE,  PEACE  TO  HIM  THAT'S  GONE  I 

Let  our  sorrows  go  sleep  awhile ; 

Or  if  thoughts  dark  cloud  come  o'er  thy  brow, 

When  I  am  dead 

Let  Love  light  it  up  with  his  smile! 

Then  hiy  my  head 

In  some  lone,  distant  dell. 

Where  voices  ne'er 
Shall  stir  the  air. 

Or  break  its  silent  spelL 

LOVE  THEE,  DEAREST  ?  LOVE  THEE  ? 

If  any  sound 

Love  thee,  dearest  ?  love  thee  ? 

Be  heard  around. 

Yes,  by  yonder  star  I  swear. 

Let  the  sweet  bird  alone. 

Which  through  tears  above  thee 

That  weeps  in  song 

Shines  so  sadly  fair; 

Sing  all  night  long. 

Though  often  dim, 

"  Peace,  peace,  to  him  that's  gone  l" 

With  tears,  like  him, 

Like  him  my  truth  will  shine, 

Yet,  oh,  were  mine 

And — love  thee,  dearest  ?  love  thee  ? 

One  sigh  of  thine. 

Yes,  till  death  Fm  thine. 

One  pitying  word  from  thee, 

Like  gleams  of  heav'n. 

Leave  thee,  dearest  ?  leave  thee  ? 

To  sinners  giv'n, 

No,  tliat  star  is  not  more  true ; 

Would  be  that  word  to  me. 

When  my  vows  deceive  thee. 

He  will  wander  too. 

Howe'er  unblest. 

A  cloud  of  night 

My  shade  would  rest 

May  veil  his  light. 

While  list'ning  to  that  tone ;  — 

And  death  shall  darken  mine — 

Enough  'twould  be 

But — leave  thee,  dearest?  leave  thee? 

To  hear  from  thee. 

No,  till  death  I'm  thine. 

"  Peace,  peace,  to  him  that's  gone  I" 

I^HJ^^^^^^^^ 
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ROSE  OF  THE  DESERT. 

THE  SONG  OF  THE  OLDEN  TIME.' 

RoB£  of  the  Desert!  thoQ,  whose  bloshiug  ray» 

Ttie:be*s  a  song  of  the  olden  time, 

Lonely  and  lovely^  fleets  unseen  away  ; 

Falling  sad  o'er  the  ear. 

No  hand  to  cull  thee,  none  to  woo  thy  sigh,— 

Like  the  dream  of  some  Tillage  ehime, 

lo  vestal  silence  left  to  live  iind  die, — 

Which  in  youth  we  lov'd  to  he*r. 

Rose  of  the  Desert !  thus  should  woman  he, 

And  ev'^n  amidst  tlie  grand  and  gay, 

Shmmg  nucaurted,  lone  and  safe,  like  thee. 

W^heo  Music  tries  her  gentlest  art, 
I  never  hear  so  sweet  a  lay, 

Ro«c  of  the  Ganlen,  how  unlike  thy  doom  1 

Or  one  that  hangs  so  round  my  heart, 

Destin'd  for  others,  not  thyself,  to  hlonm 

Aft  that  song  of  the  olden  time, 

€uU*d  ere  thy  heauty  lives  through  half  its  day  \ 

Falling  sad  o'er  the  ear. 

A  moment  cherished*  and  then  cast  away  j 

Like  the  dream  of  some  village  chime, 

Rose  of  the  CSardeii  1  such  is  woman 'g  lot, — 

WEich  in  youth  we  lov'd  to  hear. 

Worshipp'd,  while  blooming — when  she  fades,  for- 

f    1^        «f- 

And  when  all  of  this  life  is  gone,— 

Ev*n  the  hope,  ling 'ring  now. 

Like  the  last  of  the  leaver  left  on 

Autumn's  sere  and  faded  bough,  — 
'Twill  seem  as  still  those  friends  were  near, 

Who  lov'd  me  in  youth's  early  day,                   i 

If  in  that  parting  hour  I  hear 

TIS  ALL  FOR  THEE. 

The  same  sweet  notes,  and  die  away^ — 
To  that  song  of  the  olden  time. 

Ir  life  for  me  hath  joy  or  light, 

Breath 'd,  like  Hope's  farewell  strain, 

< 

'Tis  all  from  lhee» 

To  say,  in  some  brighter  clime, 

My  thoughts  by  day,  my  dreams  by  night. 

Life  and  youth  will  shine  again  1 

Are  but  of  thee,  of  only  thee. 

Whatever  of  hope  or  peace  I  know, 
,         i^Iy  zest  in  joy,  my  balm  in  woCii 

To  those  dear  eyes  of  thine  I  owe, 

Tis  all  from  thee. 

WAKE  THEE,  MY  DEAR. 

My  heart,  ev'n  ere  I  saw  those  eyes, 

SeemM  doomed  to  thee  ; 

Wa-KK  thee,  my  dear  —  thy  dreaming 

Kept  pure  til!  then  from  other  tie*!, 

Twas  all  for  thee,  for  only  thee. 
Like  plants  that  sleep,  till  snnny  Jlay 

Till  darker  hours  will  keep ; 

While  such  a  moon  is  beaming. 

*Ti»  wrong  tow*rds  Hcav*n  to  sleep. 

Calls  forth  their  life,  my  spirit  lay. 

Till,  touchM  by  I^>ve  s  awuk^ning  ray. 

Sloments  there  are  we  naniber. 

It  liv'd  for  thee,  it  liv'd  for  thee. 

j^Iomcnts  of  pain  and  care, 
Which  to  oblivious  slumber 

When  Fame  would  call  me  to  her  heigh  tit, 

Gladly  the  wreteh  would  spare. 

1                She  speaks  by  thee  ; 

And  dim  would  shine  her  proudest  lights, 

Btit  now  —  who'ti  think  of  dreaming 

WThen  l^ve  his  wateh  should  keep  ? 

Unshar'd  by  thee,  imshar'd  by  thee. 

While  such  a  moon  is  beaming, 

Whene'er  I  leek  the  Muse's  shrine, 

'Tis  wrong  towards  Heav*n  to  sleep. 

\Miere  Bards  haTe  hung  their  wreaths  divine. 
And  wish  those  wreaths  of  glory  mine, 
'Tig  all  for  thee,  for  only  thee. 

If  eVr  the  Fates  shonkl  sever 

:My  life  and  hopes  fVom  thee,  love. 

The  sleep  that  lasts  for  ever 

Would  then  be  sweet  to  me^  love ; 

»  In  thii  iong.  which  U  one  of  the  manf  *ct  to  latuk  by 
njMlf,  the  occaf tonal  lawleuneii  «r  the  metre  arl4«i,  1  need 

J 

hardly  utj,  from  ttic  T*ec«llkr  »tri4cturo  of  Lh,o  aJr. 

M. 
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But  now, — away  with  dreaming  ! 

Till  darker  hours  'twill  keep  ; 
While  such  a  moon  is  beaming, 

'Tis  wrong  tow'rds  Heav*n  to  sleep. 


THE  BOY  OF  THE  ALPS.* 

LioHTLT,  Alpine  rover, 

Tread  the  mountains  over ; 

Rude  is  the  path  thou*8t  yet  to  go  ; 

Snow  cliflfs  hanging  o'er  thee, 

Fields  of  ice  before  thee, 
While  the  hid  torrent  moans  below. 
Hark,  the  deep  thunder, 
Through  the  vales  yonder  1 
'Tis  the  huge  av'lanche  downward  cast ; 

From  rock  to  rock 

Rebounds  the  shock. 
But  courage,  boy  I  the  danger's  past 
,  Onward,  youthful  rover. 

Tread  the  glacier  over. 
Safe  shalt  thou  reach  thy  home  at  last 
On,  ere  light  forsake  thee,     * 
Soon  will  dusk  o*ertake  thee  : 
O'er  yon  ice -bridge  lies  thy  way  ! 

Now,  for  the  risk  prepare  thee ; 

Safe  it  yet  may  bear  thee. 
Though  'twill  melt  in  morning's  ray. 

Hark,  that  dread  howling  I 
'Tis  the  wolf  prowling,  — 
Scent  of  thy  track  the  foe  hath  got  ; 

And  cliff  and  shore 

Resound  his  roar. 
But  courage,  boy,  —  the  danger's  past ! 

Watching  eyes  have  found  thee. 

Loving  arms  are  round  thee. 
Safe  hast  thou  reach'd  thy  father's  cot 


FOR  THEE  ALONE. 

For  thee  alone  I  brave  the  boundless  deep, 

Those  eyes  my  liglit  through  ev'ry  distant  sea  ; 

My  waking  thoughts,  the  dream  that  gilds  my  sleep. 
The  noon-tide  rev'rie,  all  are  giv'n  to  thee, 
To  thee  alone,  to  thee  alone. 


1  This  and  the  Songs  that  follow  (as  far  as  page  310.)  have 
been  publishi^.  with  music,  by  Messrs.  Addison  and  B«ile, 
Regent  Street. 


Though  future  scenes  present  to  Fancy's  eye 
Fair  forms  of  light  that  crowd  the  distant  air. 

When  nearer  view'd,  the  fairy  phantoms  fly. 
The  crowds  dissolve,  and  thou  alone  art  there, 
Thoa,  thou  alone. 

To  win  thy  smile,  I  speed  from  shore  to  shore. 
While  Hope's  sweet  voice  is  heard  in  every  blast. 

Still  whisp'ring  on,  that  when  some  years  are  o'er. 
One  bright  reward  shall  crown  my  toil  at  last. 
Thy  smile  alone,  thy  smile  alone. 

Oh  place  beside  the  transport  of  that  hour 

All  earth  can  boast  of  fair,  of  rich,  and  bright, 
Wealth*s   radiant   mines,  the    lofty    thrones    of 
power,  — 
Then  ask  where  first  thy  lover's  choice  would 
Ught? 
On  thee  alone,  on  thee  alone. 


HER  LAST  WORDS,  AT  PARTING. 

Her  last  words,  at  parting,  how  can  I  forget  ? 
Deep  treasur'd  through  life,  in  my  heart  they 
shall  stay ; 
Like  music,  whose  charm  in  the  soul  lingers  yet, 
When  its  sounds  fh)m  the  ear  have  long  melted 
away. 
Let  Fortune  assail  me,  her  threat'nings  are  vain  ; 
Those  still-breathing  words  shall  my  talisman 
be,— 
**  Remember,  in  absence,  in  sorrow,  and  pain, 
**  There's  one  heart,  unchanging,  that  beats  but 
for  thee." 

From  the  desert's  sweet  well  tho'  the  pilgrim  must 
hie. 
Never  more  of  that  fresh-springing  fountain  to 
taste. 
He  hath  still  of  its  bright  drops  a  treasur'd  supply, 
Whose  sweetness  lends  life  to  his  lips  through  the 
waste. 
So,  dark  as  my  fate  is  still  doom'd  to  remain. 
These  words  shall  my  well  in  the  wilderness 
be,- 
'*  Remember,  in  absence,  in  sorrow,  and  pain, 
"  There's  one  heart,  unchanging,  that  beats  but 
for  thee." 
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LETS  TAKE  THIS  WORLD  AS  SOME 
WIDE  SCENE. 

Let's  take  this  world  as  some  wide  scene, 

Through  which,  in  fml,  bat  buoyant  boat, 
With  skies  now  dark  and  now  serene, 

Together  thon  and  I  most  float ; 
Beholding  oft,  on  either  shore. 

Bright  spots  where  we  should  loye  to  stay ; 
But  Time  plies  swift  his  flying  oar. 

And  away  we  speed,  away,  away. 

Should  chilling  winds  and  rains  come  on, 

We'll  nuse  our  awning  *gainst  the  show*r  ; 
Sit  closer  till  the  storm  is  gone. 

And,  smiling,  wait  a  sunnier  hour. 
And  if  that  sunnier  hour  should  shine. 

Well  know  its  brightness  cannot  stay. 
But  happy,  while  'tis  thine  and  mine. 

Complain  not  when  it  fades  away. 

So  shall  we  reach  at  last  that  Fall 

Down  which  life's  currents  all  must  go, — 
The  dark,  the  brilliant,  destin'd  all 

To  sink  into  the  void  below. 
Nor  ev*n  that  hour  shall  want  its  charms, 

If^  side  by  side,  still  fond  we  keep, 
And  calmly,  in  each  other's  arms 

Together  link'd,  go  down  the  steep. 


LOVE'S  VICTORY. 

Sing  to  Love  —  for,  oh,  'twas  he 

Who  won  the  glorious  day ; 
Strew  the  wreaths  of  victory 

Along  the  conqu'ror's  way. 
Yoke  the  Muses  to  his  car, 

Let  them  sing  each  trophy  won  ; 
While  his  mother's  joyous  star 

Shall  light  the  triumph  on. 

Hail  to  Love,  to  mighty  Love, 

Let  spirits  sing  around ; 
While  the  hill,  the  dale,  and  grove. 

With  **  mighty  Love  "  resound  ; 
Or,  should  a  sigh  of  sorrow  steal 

Amid  the  sounds  thus  echo'd  o'er, 
'Twill  but  teach  the  god  to  feel 

His  victories  the  more. 

See  his  wings,  like  amethyst 
Of  sunny  Ind  their  hoe ; 


Bright  as  when,  by  Psyche  kist. 
They  trembled  through  and  through. 

Flowers  spring  beneath  his  feet ; 
Angel  forms  beside  him  run ; 

While  unnumber'd  lips  repeat 
•*  Love's  victory  is  won  I  ** 

Hail  to  Love,  to  mighty  Love,  &c. 


SONG  OF  HERCULES  TO  HIS  DAUGHTER.! 

**  I've  been,  oh,  sweet  daughter, 

**  To  fountain  and  sea, 
"  To  seek  in  their  water 

"  Some  bright  gem  for  thee. 
"  Where  diamonds  were  sleeping, 

**  Their  sparkle  I  sought, 
"  Where  crystal  was  weeping, 

"  Its  tears  I  have  caught 

**  The  sea-nymph  I've  courted 

^  In  rich  coral  halls ; 
"*  With  Naiads  have  sported 

"  By  bright  waterfalls. 
**  But  sportive  or  tender, 

**  Still  sought  I,  around, 
**  That  gem,  with  whose  splendour 

*«  Thou  yet  shalt  be  crown'd. 

**  And  see,  while  I'm  speaking, 

^  Yon  soft  light  afar ;  — 
**  The  pearl  I've  been  seeking 

**  There  floats  like  a  star ! 
^  In  the  deep  Indian  Ocean 

**  I  see  the  gem  shine, 
"  And  quick  as  light's  motion 

**  Its  wealth  shall  be  thine." 

Then  eastward,  like  lightning. 

The  hero-god  flew. 
His  sunny  looks  brigbfuing 

The  air  he  went  through. 
And  sweet  was  the  duty. 

And  hallow'd  the  hour. 
Which  saw  thus  young  Beauty 

Embellish'd  by  Power. 


1  Foanded  on  tb«  (kble  reportad  bf  Arrlan  (la  Indieit)  of 
Hereulet  having  Mucbed  tb«  Indian  Ocmd.  to  And  tto  pMri 
wlthwhlefabaadornadl  -     - 
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THE  DREAM  OF  HOME. 

Who  has  not  felt  how  sadly  sweet 

The  dream  of  home,  the  dream  of  home. 
Steals  o*er  the  heart,  too  soon  to  fleet. 

When  far  o*er  sea  or  land  we  roam  ? 
Sunlight  more  soft  may  o'er  ns  fall. 

To  greener  shores  our  bark  may  come ; 
But  far  more  bright,  more  dear  than  all. 

That  dream  of  home,  that  dream  of  home. 

Ask  of  the  sailor  yoath  when  fiir 

His  light  bark  bounds  o'er  ocean*s  foam. 
What  charms  him  most,  when  ev*ning*s  star 

Smiles  o'er  the  wave  ?  to  dream  of  home. 
Fond  thoughts  of  absent  friends  and  loves 

At  that  sweet  hour  around  him  come ; 
His  heart's  best  joy  wherever  he  roves. 

That  dream  of  home,  that  dream  of  home. 


THEY  TELL  ME  THOU'RT  THE 
FAVOURED  GUEST." 

Thet  tell  me  thou*rt  the  fiivourM  gnest 
Of  every  foir  and  brilliant  throng ; 

No  wit  like  thine  to  wake  the  jest. 

No  voice  like  thine  to  breathe  the  song ; 

And  none  could  guess,  so  gay  thou  art. 

That  thou  and  I  are  far  apart. 

Alas !  alas  I  how  diflTrent  flows 
With  thee  and  me  the  time  away  1 

Not  that  I  wish  thee  sad — beav*n  knows — 
Still  if  thou  can'st,  be  light  and  gay ; 

I  only  know,  that  without  thee 

The  sun  himself  is  dark  to  me. 

Do  I  thus  haste  to  hall  and  bower. 
Among  the  proud  and  gay  to  shine  ? 

Or  deck  my  hair  with  gem  and  flower, 
To  flatter  other  eyes  than  thine  ? 

Ah,  no,  with  me  love's  smiles  are  past, 

Thou  hadst  the  first,  thou  hadst  the  last 


Her  eye  a  light  ghmdog 

Like  the  Uoe  tea; 
And  while  all  this  gladness 

Aroond  her  steps  hung. 
Such  sweet  notes  of  sadness 
Her  gentle  lips  song. 
That  ne'er  while  I  live  from  my  mem'ry  shall  fiuie 
The  song,  or  the  look,  of  that  yoong  Indian  maid. 

Her  zone  of  bells  ringing 

Cheerily,  cheerily. 
Chimed  to  her  singing 
Light  echos  of  glee ; 
But  in  vain  did  she  borrow 
Of  mirth  the  gay  tone, 
-    Her  voice  spoke  of  sorrow, 
And  sorrow  alone. 
Nor  e*er  while  I  live  fh>m  my  mem'ry  shall  fade 
The  song,  or  the  look,  of  that  young  Indian  maid. 


THE  YOUNG  INDIAN  MAID. 

Th£Re  came  a  nymph  dancing 
Gracefully,  gracefully, 

<  Part  of  a  tnmtUtioo  of  •ome  Latin  vertet,  cupposed  to 
have  boOTi  addretsed  bj  Ilippoljrta  Tauralla  to  her  husband. 


THE  HOMEWARD  MARCH. 

Be  still,  my  heart :  I  hear  them  come : 
Those  sounds  announce  my  lover  near: 

The  march  that  brings  our  warriors  home 
Proclaims  hell  soon  be  here. 

Hark,  the  distant  tread. 

O'er  the  mountain's  head. 
While  hills  and  dales  repeat  the  sound ; 

And  the  forest  deer 

Stand  still  to  hear. 
As  those  echoing  steps  ring  round. 

Be  still,  my  heart,  I  hear  them  come. 
Those  sounds  that  speak  my  soldier  near ; 

Those  joyous  steps  seem  wing'd  for  home, — 
Rest,  rest,  he'll  soon  be  here. 

But  hark,  more  faint  the  footsteps  grow. 
And  now  they  wind  to  distant  glades ; 

Not  here  their  home, — alas,  they  go 
To  gladden  happier  maids  I 

Like  sounds  in  a  dream. 

The  footsteps  seem, 
As  down  the  hills  they  die  away  ; 

And  the  march,  whose  song 

So  peal'd  along, 
Now  fades  like  a  funeral  lay. 

during  his  absence  at  the  gay  court  of  Leo  the  Tenth.    The 
verses  maj  be  found  tn  the  Appmidlx  to  Roseoe*i  Work. 
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Til  p«t.  Vi  o  ov-lnik,  b«,  Aj  p«. ! 

ABd  tk»gh  Ml  hoe,  ab.,  dKj  co^. 

THE  EXILE. 

B^i<Mee  te  tkoK^  to  vkoB  tkM  foaa 

Brings  •GvaadlovcnlM^ 

Night  waaeth  £ut.  the  morning  star 

Saddens  widi  li^  the  gtimm^ing  sea. 

Waft  Be  uTOiB  hope,  utoib  lore,  and  vbccl 

Coldly  the  beam  from  yonder  sky 

Looks  o*er  the  waves  dat  oowaid  stny  t 
But  coUer  stiD  the  stranger  s  eye 

WAKE  UP,  SWEET  MELODY. 

To  him  whose  hone  is  fitf*  away. 

WAUnmtvectmdody! 

Now  is  the  boor 

Oh,  not  at  hoar  so  chin  and  bleak. 

Wboi  youg  and  loring  hesru 

Let  thonghts  ofsae  cone  o*er  thy  brast  s 

Fed  most  thj  pav>. 

But  of  the  kst  one  diink  and  speak. 

One  note  ofmnsie,  hj  moooliglit's  soft  nj — 

When  saminer  suK  sink  caha  to  rest 

Sq»  as  I  wander,  Faney^  dream 

Then  wake  op,  sweet  melody ! 

Shan  bring  me  o'er  the  saaset  mm. 

Now  is  the  boor 

Thy  kwk,  in  er^  mehmg  bcasa, 

When  young  and  kmng  hearu 

Thy  whisper,  in  each  dying  breeae. 

Feel  most  thy  pow'r. 

Ask  the  fond  nightingale. 
When  his  sweet  flow'r 

Lores  most  to  hear  his  song. 

In  her  green  bow>? 

THE  FANCY  FAIR. 

Ob,  he  win  ten  thee,  through  snmmer-nightslong. 

Fondest  she  lends  her  whole  soul  to  his  song. 

CoMS,  maids  and  yonths,  for  here  we  sell 

Then  wake  op,  sweet  melody ! 

AU  wondnns  things  of  earth  and  air  i 

Now  is  the  boor 

Whatever  wild  romaneers  ten. 

When  yoong  and  loring  hearts 

Or  poets  sing,  or  lovers  swear. 

Feel  most  thy  pow*r. 

You'U  find  at  this  oar  Fancy  Fkir. 

Here  eyes  are  made  like  stars  to  shme. 

That  evil  when  tum'd  of  thirty-nine^ 

TbeyTl  hardly  look  the  wofse  for  wear. 

CALM  BE  THY  SLEEP. 

If  bought  at  this  oor  Fancy  Fkir. 

C AT.W  be  thy  sleep  as  infimts*  slombers  I 

We've  loto  of  tears  for  bards  to  showV, 

Pore  as  angel  thoughts  thy  dreams ! 

And  hearts  that  such  iU  usage  bear. 

May  cr'ry  joy  this  bright  world  numbers 

That,  though  they're  broken  ev*ry  hoar. 

Shed  o'er  thee  their  mingled  beams  I 

They'U  stfll  in  rhyme  fresh  breaking  bear. 

Or  a,  where  Pleasure's  wing  bath  glided. 

If  purchas'd  at  our  FSncy  Fair.      . 

There  erer  must  some  pang  remain. 

Still  be  thy  lot  with  me  divided,— 

As  foshions  change  in  ev'ry  thing. 

Thine  aU  the  bliss,  and  mine  the  pain  ! 

We've  goods  to  suit  each  season's  air. 

Eternal  friendships  for  the  spring. 

Day  and  ni^t  my  thoughts  shaU  borer 

And  endless  loves  for  summer  wear,— 

Round  thy  steps  where'er  they  stray ; 

AU  sold  at  this  our  Fancy  Fair. 

As,  er'n  when  clouds  his  idol  coyer, 

Fondly  the  Persian  tracks  its  ray. 

We've  reputations  white  as  snow, 

If  this  be  wrong,  if  HeaVn  offended 

That  long  wUl  last,  if  us'd  with  eare, 

By  worship  to  its  creature  be. 

Nay,  safe  through  aU  Ufo's  journey  go» 

Then  let  my  tows  to  both  be  blended. 

If  pack'd  and  mark'd  as  -brittle  wan."— 

Half  breathM  to  Hea^'n  and  half  to  thee. 

Just  poichas'd  at  the  Fbney  Fkb. 
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IF,  THOU  WOULD'ST  HAVE  ME  SING 
AND  PLAY. 

If  thou  wouldst  have  me  sing  and  play, 

As  once  I  play'd  and  song, 
First  take  this  time-worn  lute  away. 

And  bring  one  freshly  strung. 
Call  back  the  time  when  pleasure*8  sigh 

First  breath'd  among  the  strings ; 
And  Time  himself,  in  flitting  by, 

Made  music  with  his  wings. 

But  how  is  this  ?  though  new  the  lute. 

And  shining  fresh  the  chords, 
Beneath  this  hand  they  slumber  mute. 

Or  speak  but  dreamy  words. 
In  vain  I  seek  the  soul  that  dwelt 

Within  that  once  sweet  shell. 
Which  told  so  warmly  what  it  felt. 

And  felt  what  nought  could  telL 

Oh,  ask  not  then  for  passion's  lay. 

From  l3rre  so  coldly  strung ; 
With  this  I  ne'er  can  sing  or  play. 

As  once  I  play*d  and  sung. 
No,  bring  that  long-lov'd  lute  again, — 

Though  chill'd  by  years  it  be. 
If  thou  wilt  call  the  slumb'ring  strain, 

'Twill  wake  again  for  thee. 

Though  time  have  froz'n  the  tuneful  stream 

pf  thoughts  that  gush'd  along, 
One  look  from  thee,  like  summer's  beam. 

Will  thaw  them  into  song. 
Then  give,  oh  give,  that  wak'ning  ray, 

And  once  more  blithe  and  young. 
Thy  bard  again  will  sing  and  play. 

As  once  he  play'd  and  sung. 


STILL  WHEN  DAYLIGHT. 

Still  when  daylight  o'er  the  wave 
Bright  and  soft  its  farewell  gave, 
I  us'd  to  hear,  while  light  was  falling, 
O'er  the  wave  a  sweet  voice  calling, 
Mournfully  at  distance  calling. 

Ah  I  once  how  blest  that  maid  would  come. 
To  meet  her  sea-boy  hast'ning  home  ; 
And  through  the  night  those  sounds  repeating 
Hail  his  bark  with  joyous  greeting, 
Joyously  his  light  bark  greeting. 


But,  one  sad  night,  when  winds  were  high, 
Nor  earth,  nor  heaven,  could  hear  her  cry, 
She  saw  his  boat  come  tossing  over 
Midnight's  wave, — but  not  her  lover! 
No,  never  more  her  lover. 

And  still  that  sad  dream  loth  to  leave. 
She  comes  with  wand'ring  mind  at  eve. 
And  oft  we  hear,  when  night  is  falling. 
Faint  her  voice  through  twilight  calling. 
Mournfully  at  twilight  calling. 


THE  SUMMER  WEBS. 

The  summer  webs  that  float  and  shine, 

The  summer  dews  that  fall. 
Though  light  they  be,  this  heart  of  mine 

Is  lighter  still  than  all. 
It  tells  me  every  cloud  is  past 

Which  lately  seem'd  to  lour ; 
That  Hope  hath  wed  young  Joy  at  last. 

And  now's  their  nuptial  hour  I 

With  light  thus  round,  within,  above, 

With  nought  to  wake  one  sigh. 
Except  the  wish,  that  all  we  love 

Were  at  this  moment  nigh, — 
It  seems  as  if  life's  brilliant  sun 

Had  stopp'd  in  full  career. 
To  make  Uiis  hour  its  brightest  one. 

And  rest  in  radiance  here. 


MIND  NOT  THOUGH  DAYIJGHT. 

Mind  not  though  daylight  around  us  is  breaking, — 
Who'd  think  now  of  sleeping  when  mom's  but 

just  waking  ? 
Sound  the  merry  viol,  and  daylight  or  not. 
Be  all  for  one  hour  in  the  gay  dance  forgot 

See  young  Aurora,  up  heaven's  hill  advancing, 
Though  fresh  from  her  pillow,  ev'n  she  too  is 

dancing : 
While  thus  all  creation,  earth,  heaven,  and  sea. 
Are  dancing  around  ua,  oh,  why  should  not  we  ? 
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Wholl  ny  that  momeatt  we  use  thas  are  wasted  ? 
Such  sweet  drops  of  time  only  dow  to  be  tasted : 
While  hearts  are  high  beating,  and  harps  foil  in 

tone, 
The  dolt  is  all  morning's  for  coming  so  soon. 


THEY  MET  BUT  ONCE. 

TuET  met  bat  once,  in  yonth's  sweet  hoar, 

And  Dever  since  that  day 
Hath  absence,  time,  or  grief  had  pow*r 

To  chase  that  dream  away. 
They've  seen  the  sons  of  other  skies. 

On  other  shores  have  loaght  delight ; 
But  never  more,  to  bless  their  eyes. 

Can  come  a  dream  so  bright ! 
They  met  bat  onco, — a  day  was  all 

Of  Love's  yoang  hopes  they  knew  ; 
And  still  their  hearts  that  day  recall. 

As  fresh  as  then  it  flew. 

Sweet  dream  of  youth  !  oh,  ne*er  again 

Let  either  meet  the  brow 
They  left  so  smooth  and  smiling  then. 

Or  see  what  it  is  now. 
For,  Yonth,  the  spell  was  only  thine ; 

From  thee  alone  th'  enchantment  flows. 
That  makes  the  world  around  thee  shine 

With  light  thyself  bestows. 
They  met  but  once, — oh,  nc*er  again 

Let  either  meet  the  brow 
They  left  so  smooth  and  smiling  then, 

Or  see  what  it  is  now. 


WITH  MOONLIGHT  BEAMING. 

With  moonlight  beaming 

Thus  o*er  the  deep. 
Who'd  linger  dreaming 

In  idle  sleep  ? 
Leave  joyless  souls  to  live  by  day, — 
Our  life  begins  with  yonder  ray  ; 
And  while  thus  brightly 

The  moments  flee. 
Our  barks  skim  lightly 

The  shining  sea. 

To  halls  of  splendour 

I^t  great  ones  hie ; 
Through  light  more  tender 

Our  pathways  lie. 


While  round,  from  banks  of  brook  or  lake. 
Our  company  blithe  echoes  make ; 
And.  as  we  lend  *em 

Sweet  word  or  strain, 
Sdll  back  they  send  'em. 

More  sweet,  again. 


CHILD'S  SONG.     FROM  A  MASQUE. 

I  HAVE  a  garden  of  my  own. 

Shining  with  flow'rs  of  er'ry  hoe ; 
I  lov'd  it  dearly  while  alone. 

But  I  shall  love  it  more  with  yoa: 
And  there  the  golden  bees  shall  come. 

In  summer-time  at  break  of  mom. 
And  wake  us  with  their  busy  horn 

Around  the  Siha's  fragrant  thorn. 

I  have  a  fawn  fh>m  Aden's  land. 

On  leafy  buds  and  berries  nurst ; 
And  you  shall  feed  him  from  your  hand. 

Though  he  may  start  with  f^ar  at  first. 
And  I  will  lead  yoa  where  he  lies 

For  shelter  in  the  noontide  heat ; 
And  you  may  touch  his  sleeping  eyes. 

And  feel  his  little  silv'ry  feeL 


THE  H.\LCYON  HANGS  O'ER  OCEAN 

The  halcyon  hangs  o*er  ocean. 
The  sea-lark  skims  the  briw^ ; 

This  bright  world's  all  in  motion. 
No  heart  seems  sad  but  mine. 

To  walk  through  sun-bright  places. 
With  heart  all  cold  the  while ; 

To  look  in  smiling  faces. 

When  we  no  more  can  smile  $ 

To  feel,  while  eanh  and  heaven 
Around  thee  shine  with  bliss. 

To  thee  no  light  is  given,  — 
Oh,  what  a  doom  is  this ! 


THE  WORLD  WAS  HUSITD. 

The  world  was  husVd,  the  moon  abovo 
Sail'd  through  ether  slowly. 


SOG 
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When,  near  the  casement  of  my  love, 

Thus  I  whispered  lowly,  — 
**  Awake,  awake,  how  canst  thoa  sleep  ? 

"  The  field  I  seek  to-morrow 
^  Is  one  where  man  hath  fame  to  reap, 

**  And  woman  gleans  hut  sorrow." 

*♦  Let  hattle*s  field  he  what  it  may,** 

Thus  spoke  a  voice  replying, 
"  Think  not  thy  love,  while  thou'rt  away, 

•♦  Will  here  sit  idly  sighing. 
•*  No —  woman's  soul,  if  not  for  fame, 

"  For  love  can  hrave  all  danger ! " 
Then  forth  from  out  the  casement  came 

A  plum*d  and  armed  stranger. 

A  stranger  ?  No  ;  'twas  she,  the  maid. 

Herself  before  me  beaming, 
With  casque  array*d,  and  falchion  blade 

Beneath  her  girdle  gleaming  ! 
Close  side  by  side,  in  freedom's  figlit. 

That  blessed  morning  found  us  ; 
In  Vict'ry's  light  we  stood  ere  night. 

And  Love,  the  morrow,  crown'd  us ! 


THE  TWO  LOVES. 

There  are  two  Loves,  the  poet  sings. 

Both  born  of  Beauty  at  a  birth  : 
The  one,  akin  to  heaven,  hath  wings. 

The  other,  earthly,  walks  on  earth. 
With  this  through  bowers  below  we  play, 

With  that  through  clouds  above  we  soar ; 
With  both,  perchance,  may  lose  our  way  :  — 
Then,  tell  me  which. 

Tell  me  which  shall  we  adore  ? 

The  one,  when  tempted  down  from  air. 

At  Pleasure's  fount  to  lave  his  lip. 
Nor  lingers  long,  nor  oft  will  dare 

His  wmg  within  the  wave  to  dip. 
While,  plunging  deep  and  long  beneath. 

The  other  bathes  him  o'er  and  o'er 

In  that  sweet  current,  ev'n  to  death  :  — 

Then,  tell  me  which. 

Tell  me  which  shall  we  adore  ? 

The  boy  of  heav'n,  even  while  he  lies 
In  Beauty's  lap,  recalls  his  home  ; 

And  when  most  happy,  inly  sighs 
For  something  happier  still  to  come. 


While  he  of  earth,  too  fully  blest 
With  this  bright  world  to  dream  of  more. 

Sees  all  his  heav*n  on  Beauty's  breast :  — 
Then,  tell  me  which. 
Tell  me  which  shall  we  adore  ? 

The  maid  who  heard  the  poet  sing 

These  twin-desires  of  earth  and  sky, 
And  saw,  while  one  inspir'd  his  string. 

The  other  gUsten'd  in  his  eye,  — 
To  name  the  earthlicr  boy  asham'd. 

To  choose  the  other  fondly  loath, 
At  length,  all  blushing,  she  exclaiiu'd,  — 
"  Ask  not  which, 

"  Oh,  ask  not  which  —  we'll  worship  botlu 

**  Th*  extremes  of  each  thus  taught  to  shun, 

"  With  hearts  and  souls  between  them  given, 
"  When  weary  of  this  earth  with  one, 

"  We'll  with  the  other  wing  to  heaven." 
Thus  pledg'd  the  maid  her  vow  of  bliss  ; 

And  while  one  Love  wrote  down  the  oath. 
The  other  seal'd  it  with  a  kiss ; 
And  Heav'n  look'd  on, 

Heav'n  look'd  on,  and  hallow'd  both. 


THE  LEGEND  OF  PUCK  THE  FAIRY. 

Woui.Dsrknow  what  tricks,  by  the  pale  moonlight. 
Are  play'd  by  me,  the  merry  little  Sprite, 
Who  wing  through  air  from  the  camp  to  the  court. 
From  king  to  clown,  and  of  all  make  sport ; 
Singing,  I  am  the  Sprite 
Of  the  merry  midnight. 
Who  laugh  at  weak  mortals,  and  love  the  moon- 
light. 

To  a  miser's  bed,  where  he  snoring  slept 
And  dreamt  of  his  cash,  I  slily  crept ; 
Chink,  chink  o'er  his  pillow  like  money  I  rang. 
And  he  waked  to  catch  —  but  away  I  sprang. 
Singing,  I  am  the  Sprite,  &c 

I  saw  through  the  leaves,  in  a  damsel's  bower. 
She  was  waiting  her  love  at  that  starlight  hour : 
"  Hist  —  hist !"  quoth  I,  with  an  amorous  sigh. 
And  she  flew  to  the  door,  but  away  flew  I, 
Singing,  I  am  the  Sprite,  &c. 

While  a  bard  sat  inditing  an  ode  to  his  lovcy 
Like  a  pair  of  bine  meteors  I  star'd  fhmi  abore. 
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And  he  «wooii*d  — for  he  thought  'twas  the  ghost, 

I  only  think  —  could  aught 

poor  man  1 

But  joy  be  where  thou  art? 

Of  his  lady's  eyes,  while  away  I  ran. 

Life  seems  a  waste  of  breath. 

Singing,  I  am  the  Sprite,  &c 

When  far  from  thee  I  sigh ; 

And  death — ay,  eren  death 

Were  sweet,  if  thou  wert  nigh. 

BEAUTY  AND  SONG. 
Down  in  yon  summer  vale, 

Where  the  rill  flows, 

SONG  OF  A  HYPERBOREAN. 

Thus  said  a  Nightingale 

Tohislov'dRose:  — 

I  COME  from  a  land  in  the  sun-bright  deep. 

"  Though  rich  the  pleasures 

Where  golden  gardens  grow ; 

"  Of  song's  sweet  measures, 

Where  the  winds  of  the  north,  becdm'd  in  sleep, 

"  Vain  were  its  melody, 

Their  conch-shells  never  blow.* 

**  Rose,  without  thee." 

Haste  to  that  holy  Isle  with  me, 

Haste  — hastel 

Then  from  the  green  recess 

Of  her  night-bow'r, 

So  near  the  track  of  the  stars  are  we,« 

Beaming  with  bashfulness. 

That  oft,  on  night's  pale  beams. 

Spoke  the  bright  flow'r :  — - 

The  distant  sounds  of  their  harmony 

**  Though  mom  should  lend  her 

Come  to  our  ears,  like  dreams. 

"  Its  sunniest  splendour, 

Then,  haste  to  that  holy  Isle  with  me,  &c.  &c. 

"  What  would  the  Rose  be. 

"Unsung  by  thee?" 

The  Moon,  too,  brings  her  world  so  nigh,) 

That  when  the  night-seer  looks 

Thus  still  let  Song  attend 

To  that  shadowless  orb,  in  a  yenud  sky. 

Woman's  bright  way ; 

He  can  number  its  hills  and  brooks. 

Thus  still  let  woman  lend 

Light  to  the  lay. 
Like  stars,  through  heaven's  sea. 

Then,  haste,  &c.  &c. 

To  the  Sun-god  all  our  hearts  and  lyres  < 

Floating  in  harmony, 

By  day,  by  night,  belong ;    , 

Beauty  shall  glide  along, 

Aud  the  breath  we  draw  from  his  liring  fires. 

Circled  by  Song. 

We  give  him  back  in  song. 

Then,  haste,  &c  &c 
From  us  descends  the  maid  who  brings 

To  Delos  gifts  divine  ; 

WHEN  THOU  ART  NIGH. 

And  our  wild  bees  lend  their  rainbow  wings 

To  glitter  on  Delphi's  shrine.* 

When  thou  art  nigh,  it  seems 
A  new  creation  round ; 

Then,  haste  to  that  holy  Isle  with  me. 
Haste— -haste ! 

The  sun  hath  fairer  beams. 

The  lute  a  softer  sound. 

Though  thee  alone  I  see. 
And  hear  alone  thy  sigh. 

*Tis  light,  'tis  song  to  me, 

'Tis  all — when  thou  art  nigh. 

THOU  BIDST  ME  SING. 

When  thou  art  nigh,  no  thought 

Thou  bidst  me  sing  the  lay  I  song  to  thee 

Of  grief  comes  o'er  my  heart ; 

In  other  days,  ere  joy  had  left  this  brow ; 

•  On  Uh)  Tower  of  th©  Winds,  at  Athens,  there  U  a  conch- 

s  ••  They  can  shew  the  moon  very  n«ar.'*-.Dioi»oa||i0pL. 

shell  placed  In  the  hands  of  Boreas.— See  Stiutri*»  Antiquitiet. 

dlcated  to  Apollo ;  and  most  of  the  faihabltanto  f            ^ 

pertioreans,  **  never  blows  with  them.** 

priesu  or  songsters.                                            / 
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Bat  think,  though  still  unchanged  the  notes  may 

Round,  round,  while  thus  we  go  round, 

be. 

The  best  thing  a  man  can  do, 

How  diffrent  feels  the  heart  that  breathes  them 

Is  to  make  it,  at  least,  a  m^rry-go-round. 

now! 

By — sending  the  wine  round  too. 

The  rose  thoa  wear*st  to-night  is  still  the  same 

We  saw  this  morning  on  its  stem  so  gay ; 

Our  first  gay  stage  of  life  is  when 

Bat,  ah!  that  dew  of  dawn,  that  breaUi  which 

Youth,  in  its  dawn,  salutes  the  eye  — 

came 

Season  of  bliss  I  Oh,  who  wouldn't  then 

Like  life  o*er  all  its  leaves,  hath  passed  away. 

Wish  to  cry,  "  Stop  !"  to  earth  and  sky? 

But,  round,  round;  both  boy  and  girl 

Since  first  that  music  touched  thy  heart  and  mine, 

Are  whisk'd  through  that  sky  of  blue ; 

How  many  a  joy  and  pain  o*er  both  have  past,  — 

And  much  would  their  hearts  enjoy  the  whirl, 

The  joy,  a  light  too  precious  long  to  shine. 

If — their  heads  didn't  whirl  round  too. 

The  pain,  a  cloud  whose  shadows  always  lasc 

And  though  that  lay  would  like  the  voice  of  home 

Next,  we  eiyoy  our  glorious  noon. 

Breathe  o*er  our  ear,  'twould  waken  now  a  sigh — 

Thinking  all  life  a  life  of  light ; 

Ah !  not,  as  then,  for  fancied  woes  to  come, 

But  shadows  come  on,  'tis  evening  soon. 

But,  sadder  far,  for  real  bliss  gone  by. 

And,  ere  we  can  say,  •*  How  short !  "—'tis  night. 

Round,  round,  still  all  goes  round. 

£v*n  while  I'm  thus  singing  to  you  ; 
And  the  best  way  to  make  it  a  merry-go-round. 

Is  to — chorus  my  song  round  too. 

CUPID  ARMED. 
Pjlace  the  helm  on  thy  brow. 

In  thy  hand  take  the  spear ; 

OH,  DO  NOT  LOOK  SO  BRIGHT  AND 

Thou  art  arm'd,  Cupid,  now. 

BLEST. 

And  thy  battle-hour  is  near. 

March  on !  march  on  !  thy  shaft  and  bow 

Oh,  do  not  look  so  bright  and  blest. 

Were  weak  against  such  charms ; 

For  still  there  comes  a  fear, 

March  on  !  march  on  I  so  proud  a  foe 

When  brow  like  thine  looks  happiest. 

Scorns  all  but  martial  arms. 

That  grief  is  then  most  near. 

There  lurks  a  dread  in  all  delight, 

See  the  darts  in  her  eyes. 

A  shadow  near  each  ray. 

Tipt  with  scorn,  how  they  shine ! 

That  warns  us  then  to  fear  their  flight. 

Ev'ry  shaft,  as  it  flies. 

When  most  we  wish  their  stay. 

Mocking  proudly  at  thine. 

Then  look  not  thou  so  bright  and  blest, 

March  on !  march  on  I  thy  feathered  darts 

For  ah !  there  comes  a  fear, 

Soft  bosoms  soon  might  move ; 

When  brow  like  thine  looks  happiest. 

But  ruder  arms  to  ruder  hearts 

That  grief  is  then  most  near. 

Must  teach  what  'tis  to  love. 

Place  the  helm  on  thy  brow  ; 

Why  is  it  thus  that  fairest  things 

In  thy  hand  take  the  spear,— 

The  soonest  fleet  and  die  ?  — 

Thou  art  arm'd  Cupid,  now, 

That  when  most  light  is  on  their  wings. 

And  thy  battle-hour  is  near. 

They're  then  but  spread  to  fly  ! 

And,  sadder  still,  the  pain  will  stay  — 

The  bliss  no  more  appears ; 

As  rainbows  take  their  light  away. 

And  leave  us  but  the  tears  ! 

BOUND  THE  WORLD  GOES. 

Then  look  not  thou  so  bright  and  blest. 
For  ah  !  tliere  comes  a  fear. 

Round  the  world  goes,  by  day  and  night. 
While  with  it  also  round  go  wc ; 

When  brow  like  thine  looks  happiest. 

That  grief  is  then  most  near.                           • 

And  in  the  flight  of  one  day's  light 

An  image  of  all  life's  course  we  sec. 

■ 

^^^^^ 

I 
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THE  MUSICAL  BOX. 

THE  LANGUAGE  OF  FLOWERS 

♦*  Look  here,"  said  Ro&c,  with  Inughing  eyes. 

Fly  swift,  my  light  gazelle. 

**  Within  this  box,  by  magic  hid, 

To  her  who  now  lies  waking. 

■ 

"  A  tuneful  Sprite  imprison'd  lies, 

To  hear  thy  silver  hell 

*'■  Who  lings  to  me  whene'er  he's  bid. 

The  midnight  silence  breaking. 

**  Thongb  roving  once  his  voic*  and  wing, 

And,  when  thou  com'st,  with  gladsome  feet, 

i 

"  Hell  now  lie  still  the  whole  day  long  j 

Beneath  her  lattice  springing, 

1 

•*  Till  thus  I  touch  the  magic  spring^ — 

Ah,  well  she'll  know  how  sweet 

1 

"  Then  hark,  how  tweet  and  blithe  his  song  ! " 

The  words  of  love  tliou*rt  bring! og. 

■ 

1 

(A  jri/mp/wnv,) 

Yet,  no  —  not  words,  for  they 
But  half  can  tell  love's  feeling ; 

1 

**  Ah,  Rose,"  I  cried,  '*  the  poet's  lay 

Sweet  flowers  alone  can  say 

■ 

1 

*'  Must  ne'er  ev'n  Beauty's  slave  become  j        ' 

What  passion  fears  revealing. 

■ 

1 

**  Through  earth  and  air  his  song  may  etray, 

A  once  hright  ro«e's  withered  kaf, 

■ 

1 

"  if  all  the  while  bis  heart's  at  home. 

A  tow'ring  lily  broken, — ■ 
Ob  these  may  paint  a  grief 

1 

"  And  though  in  Frecdom*8  air  he  dwell. 

"  Kor  band  nor  chain  bis  spirit  knows,            ^ 

No  words  could  e'er  have  spoken. 

*•  Touch  but  the  spring  tbou  know'st  bo.  well, 

**  And — hark/how  sweet  the  love-song  flows  !*' 

Not  sncb,  my  gay  gazelle. 

The  wreath  thou  epecdest  over 
Yon  moonlight  dale,  to  tell 

■ 

Thus  pleaded  I  for  Freedom's  right; 

My  lady  how  I  love  her. 

■ 

But  when  young  Beauty  takes  the  field, 

And,  what  to  her  will  sweeter  he 

■ 

And  wise  men  (*eek  defence  in  flight. 

Than  gems  the  richest,  rarest. 

■ 

The  doom  of  poets  is  to  yield. 

From  Trntb*s  immortal  tree  * 

■ 

No  more  my  heart  tir  enchantress  hraresi, 

One  ^eless  leaf  thou  bearest. 

1 

I'm  DOW  in  Beauty *s  prison  hid; 

■ 

The  Sprite  and  !  are  fellow -slaves. 
And  1,  too,  sing  whene'er  I'm  bid. 

w 

THE  DAWN  IS  BREAKING  OER  Ua 

The  dawn  is  breaking  o*er  us. 

See,  heaven  hath  caught  its  hue  1 

WHEN  TO  SAD  MUSIC  SILENT  YOU 

We*ve  daj's  long  light  hefore  ns. 

LISTEN. 

What  sport  shall  we  pursue  ? 
The  hunt  o*er  hill  and  lea  ? 

Wbi:s  tjo  sad  Music  silent  yon  IL^en, 

The  sail  o'er  summer  sea  ? 

And  tears  on  those  eyelids  tremble  like  dew, 

Oh  let  not  hour  so  sweet 

Oh,  then  there  dwells  in  those  eyes  as  they  glisten 

IlnwingM  hy  pleasure  fleet. 

A  sweet  holy  charm  that  mirth  never  knew. 

The  dawn  is  breaking  o'er  ns; 

But  when  some  lively  strain  rwonnding 

See,  heaven  hath  caught  its  hue ! 

Lights  up  the  sunsliine  of  joy  on  that  hrow, 

WeVe  day's  long  light  before  us, 

Then  the  young  rein^deer  o'er  the  hills  hounding 

What  sport  shall  we  pursue  7 

Was  ne'er  in  its  mirth  so  graceful  as  thou. 

But  see,  while  we're  deciding. 

When  on  the  skies  at  midnight  thou  gazest. 

What  morning  sport  to  ptay. 

A  lustre  so  pure  thy  features  then  wear. 

The  dial's  hand  is  gliding, 

That,  when  to  Bfjme  star  that  hright   eye  thou 

And  morn  hath  pass'd  away  ! 

raisest, 

'          Ahj  who'd  have  thimght  that  naon 

We  feci  'tis  thy  home  ihouVt  looking  for  there. 

Would  o'er  us  steal  so  soon,— 

But,  when  the  word  for  the  pay  dance  is  given, 

That  morn's  sweet  hour  of  prime 

So  buoyant  thy  spirit,  go  heartfelt  thy  mirth, 

^Vould  last  80  short  a  lime  ? 

Ob  then  we  exclainii  *•  Ne'er  leave  earth  for  heaven. 

k 

**  But  linger  still  here,  to  make  heaven  of  earth." 

^  Tlic  tree.callrd  In  tlie  EmU  Amrlta.  or  tlie  ImntirtQl. 

1 

1 

I 
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But  come,  we've  day  before  us, 
Still  heayen  looks  bright  and  blue ; 

Quick,  quick,  ere  eve  comes  o*er  us, 
What  sport  shall  we  pursue  ? 

Alas !  why  thus  delaying  ? 

We're  now  at  evening's  hour ; 
Its  farewell  beam  is  playing 

O'er  hill  and  wave  and  bower. 


That  light  we  thought  would  last. 
Behold,  ev*n  now,  'tis  past ; 
And  all  our  morning  dreams 
Have  vanish'd  with  its  beams ! 
But  come !  'twere  vain  to  borrow 

Sad  lessons  from  this  lay. 
For  man  will  be  to-morrow  — 

Just  what  he's  been  to-day. 
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HERE  AT  THY  TOMB,  t 

BY   MELEAGER. 

Hebe,  at  thy  tomb,  these  tears  I  shed. 
Tears,  which  though  vainly  now  they  roll. 

Are  all  love  hath  to  give  the  dead, 

And  wept  o'er  thee  with  all  love's  soul ;  — 

Wept  in  remembrance  of  that  light, 

Which  nought  on  earth,  without  thee,  gives, 

Hope  of  my  heart !  now  quench'd  in  night. 
But  dearer,  dead,  than  aught  that  lives. 

Where  is  she  ?  where  the  blooming  bough 
That  once  my  life's  sole  lustre  made  ? 

Tom  off  by  death,  *tis  withYing  now. 
And  all  its  ilow*rs  in  dust  are  laid. 

Oh  earth  I  that  to  thy  matron  breast 
Hast  taken  all  those  angel  channs. 

Gently,  I  pray  thee,  let  her  rest, — 
Gently,  as  in  a  mother*s  arms. 


SALE  OF  CUPID.a 

BY  MELEAGER. 

Who'll  buy  a  little  boy  ?  Look,  yonder  is  he. 
Fast  asleep,  sly  rogue,  on  his  mother*s  knee  ; 

Ap.  Brunck.. 
*  llmXurO^,  meu  putT(«t  fr'  l*  m»>.T»tri  iruOivhan. 

Ap.  Bbi'mck.  Analecl.  xcr. 


So  bold  a  young  imp  'tisn't  safe  to  keep. 

So  I'll  part  with  him  now,  while  he's  sound  asleep. 

See  his  arch  little  nose,  how  sharp  'tis  curl'd. 

His  wings,  too,  ev'n  in  sleep  unfurl'd ; 

And  those  fingers,  which  still  ever  ready  are  found 

For  mirth  or  for  mischief,  to  tickle,  or  #ound. 

He'll  try  with  his  tears  your  heart  to  beguile. 
But  never  you  mind — he's  laughing  all  the  while ; 
For  little  he  cares,  so  he  has  his  own  whim. 
And  weeping  or  laughing  are  all  one  to  him. 
His  eye  is  as  keen  as  the  lightning's  flash. 
His  tongue  like  the  red  bolt  quick  and  rash  ; 
And  so  savage  is  he,  that  his  own  dear  mother 
Is  scarce  more  safe  in  his  hands  than  another. 

In  short,  to  sum  up  this  darling's  praise. 
He's  a  downright  pest  in  all  sorts  of  ways ; 
And  if  any  one  wants  such  an  imp  to  employ. 
He  shall  have  a  dead  bargain  of  this  little  boy. 
But  see,  the  boy  wakes — his  bright  tears  flow— 
His  eyes  seem  to  ask  could  I  sell  him  ?  oh  no. 
Sweet  child  no,  no — though  so  naughty  you  be. 
You  shall  live  evermore  with  my  Lesbia  and  me. 


TO  WEAVE  A  GARLAND  FOR  THE  ROSE.^ 

BY  PAUL,  THE  SILENTIARY. 

To  weave  a  garland  for  the  rose. 

And  think  thus  crown'd  'twould  lovelier  be, 

*  Own  ^t^m  mfattn  twtht/wm^  turt  «v  wtwXm. 

Ap.  BiCNCK.  xvU. 


■ 

SONGS  FEOM  THE  GREEK  ANTHOLOGY.                     311 

■ 

Were  far  lei«  tain  than  to  suppose 

1 

Tlut  silks  and  gems  add  grace  to  the«. 

TWIN'ST  THOU  WITH  LOFTY  WREATH 

■ 

Where  is  tlie  pearl  whose  orient  lustre 

THY  BROW? 4 

Would  not,  beside  thee,  look  loss  bright  ? 

What  gold  could  match  rlie  glossy  cluster 

n?  PALTI>,  THE  ^H,KNTIART. 

Of  those  yoting  ringlets  full  of  light? 

Twin'st  thou  with  lofly  wreath  thy  brow  ? 

Bring  from  the  land,  where  fresh  it  gkama, 

Such  glory  then  thy  beauty  sheds, 

The  bright  blue  gcni  of  Indians  mine. 

I  almost  think,  while  Qw*d  I  bow. 

And  gfe  how  soon,  though  bright  its  beams, 

'Tis  Rhea*s  self  before  me  treads. 

'Twill  pale  be  lb  re  one  glance  of  thine  : 

Be  what  thou  wilt,— this  heait 

Those  lips,  too,  when  their  sounds  hare  blest  us 

Adores  whatever  thoa  art ! 

■ 

With  some  di? ine,  melliiliioas  air, 

1 

Who  woatd  not  say  that  Beauty's  cestus 

Dost  thou  ihy  loosened  ringlets  leave, 

Hod  let  loose  all  its  witch  Vies  there  7  > 

Like  snnny  waves  to  wander  free  f 
Then,  such  a  chain  of  e harms  they  weave. 

f 

Here,  lo  this  conquViug  host  of  charms 

As  draws  my  inmost  soul  from  mc. 

I  now  give  up  my  spell -bound  heart. 

Do  what  thou  wilt,  —  I  must 

Nor  blush  to  yield  ev^n  Reason*s  arms^ 

Be  charm'd  by  all  thou  dost ! 

When  thou  her  bright- ey*d  conquVor  art. 

Thus  to  the  wind  all  fears  are  given  ; 

Ev'n  when,  enwrapp'd  in  siWry  veils,  > 

Henceforth  those  eyes  alone  1  ircc. 

Those  sunny  locks  elude  the  sight, — 

Where  Hope,  as  in  her  own  blue  iieareD, 

Oh,  not  ev'ii  then  their  glory  fails 

Sits  beck'ning  me  to  bliss  and  thee  I 

To  haunt  mc  with  its  unseen  light. 
Change  as  thy  beauty  may. 
It  charms  in  every  way. 

For,  thee  the  Graces  still  attend, 
Presiding  o'er  each  new  attire, 

WHY  DOES  SHE  80  LONG  DELAY ?«      | 

BT  PAUL,  THK  fflLEKTlART. 

And  lending  evVy  dart  they  send 
Some  new,  peculiar  touch  of  fire. 

Why  does  she  so  long  delay  ? 

Be  what  thoti  wilt, — this  heart 

Night  is  waning  fast  away  ; 

Adores  whate Vr  thou  art ! 

Thrice  hare  I  my  lamp  renew*d. 

Watching  here  in  solitude,                            i 
Where  can  she  so  long  delay  ? 

Where,  so  loog  delay  ? 

WHEN  THE  SAD  WORD* 

Vainly  now  have  two  lamps  shone  ; 

See  the  third  is  Dearly  gone:^ 

BY    PAUL,   THE   Sri^ENTIART. 

Oh  that  Love  would,  like  the  ray 

Of  that  weary  lamp,  decay  1 

Whew  the  sad  word,  "  Adieu,"  from  my  lip  is  nigh 

But  no,  alas,  it  burns  etill  on, 

falling, 

StilU  still,  burns  on. 

And  with  it,  Hope  posses  away, 
Ere  the  tongue  hath  half  breathed  it,  my  fond  heart 

Gods,  bow  o/t  the  traitress  dear                   i 

recalling 

Swore,  by  Venus,  she*d  be  here  I 

Thot  fatal  farewell,  bids  me  stay. 

Hut  to  one  BO  false  as  she 

For  oh  J  *tis  a  penance  so  weary 

What  IB  man  or  deity  ? 

One  hour  from  tby  presence  to  be. 

Neither  doth  this  proud  one  fear, — 

That  death  to  this  soul  were  less  dreary, 

No,  neither  doth  she  fear. 

Less  dark  than  long  absence  from  thee. 

'                mm  flf  fMXi^Ttt  is4/nf 

'  Ap.  llRfMCIt.  XKXiir. 

■ 

*                             A^Artfti  KAif^f^f . 

•           Af>4«Mur  •Amin  junft;«  fltrr^x*  ««i^*. 

■ 

A  p.  BllTKGK.  sutvQL 

*                            2»XMi  rM  fuKKiff  imrtiv. 

■ 

■                                          i  h  rpjITK  HfX^TWi  ifll 

Ap.  BacmcK.  xxxift. 

Avi^rnt  ir*'*Mkm^ut^ 
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Thy  beauty,  like  Day,  o'er  the  doll  world  breaking, 

Brings  life  to  the  heart  it  shines  o'er, 
And,  in  mine,  a  new  feeling  of  happiness  waking 

Made  light  what  was  darkness  before. 
But  mute  is  the  Day's  sunny  glory. 

While  thine  hath  a  voice  i,  on  whose  breath. 
More  sweet  than  the  Syren's  sweet  story,^ 

My  hopes  hang,  through  life  and  through  death  ! 


MY  MOPSA  IS  LITTLE.^ 

BT   PHILODEMUS. 

Mt  Mopsa  is  little,  my  Mopsa  is  brown. 

But  her  cheek  is  as  smooth  as  the  peach's  soft  down. 

And,  for  blushing,  no  rose  can  come  near  her  ; 
In  short,  she  has  woven  such  nets  round  my  heart. 
That  I  ne'er  from  my  dear  little  Mopsa  can  part, — 

Unless  I  can  find  one  that's  dearer. 

Her  voice  hath  a  music  that  dwells  on  the  ear. 
And  her  eye  from  its  orb  gives  a  daylight  so  clear. 

That  Fm  dazzled  whenever  I  meet  her ; 
Her  ringlets,  so  curly,  are  Cupid's  own  net, 
And  her  lips,  oh  their  sweetness  I  ne'er  shall 
forget  — 

Till  I  light  upon  lips  that  are  sweeter. 

But  'tis  not  her  beauty  that  charms  me  alone, 
'Tis  her  mind,  'tis  that  language  whose  eloquent 
tone 

From  the  depths  of  the  grave  could  revive  one  : 
In  short,  here  I  swear,  that  if  death  were  her  doom, 
I  would  instantly  join  my  dead  love  in  the  tomb — 

Unless  I  could  meet  with  a  live  one. 


STILL,  LIKE  DEW  IN  SILENCE 
FALLING.* 

BY   MELEAQER. 

Still,  like  dew  in  silence  falling. 
Drops  for  thee  the  nightly  tear ; 

Still  that  voice  the  past  recalling. 
Dwells,  like  echo,  on  my  ear. 
Still,  still ! 

Zi/  y  lOM  ami  T»  XtiXiif**  CifUt 
Ki<»«,  T*  2fi«i;»M'  yXv*v%fttTtf»¥. 

Ap.  Dbdnck.  X. 


Day  and  night  the  spell  hangs  o'er  me. 
Here  for  ever  fix'd  thou  art ; 

As  thy  form  first  shone  before  me. 
So  'tis  graven  on  this  heart, 
Deep,  deep  I 

Love,  oh  Love,  whose  bitter  sweetness, 
Dooms  me  to  this  lasting  pain. 

Thou  who  cam'st  with  so  much  fleetness. 
Why  so  slow  to  go  again  ?  * 
Why?  why? 


UP,  SAILOR  BOY,  'TIS  DAY. 

Up,  sailor  boy,  'tis  day  I 

The  west  wind  blowing. 

The  spring  tide  flowing. 
Summon  thee  hence  away. 
Didst  thou  not  hear  yon  soaring  swallow  sing? 
Chirp,  chirp,  —  in  every  note  he  secm'd  to  say 
'Tis  Spring,  'tis  Spring. 
Up,  boy,  away,  — 
Who'd  stay  on  land  to-day  ? 

The  very  flowers 

Would  fVom  their  bowers 
Delight  to  wing  away  I 

Leave  lang^d  youths  to  pine 

On  silken  pillows 

But  be  the  billows 
Of  the  great  deep  thine. 

Hark,  to  the  sail  the  breeze  sings,  "  Let  us  fly  ;" 
While  soft  the  sail,  replying  to  the  breeze, 
Says,  with  a  yielding  sigh, 
"  Yes,  where  you  please." 
Up,  boy  !  the  wind,  the  ray, 

The  blue  sky  o'er  thee. 

The  deep  before  thee. 
All  cry  aloud,  "  Away  ! " 


IN  MYRTLE  WREATHS. 

BT   ALCfUS. 

In  myrtle  wreaths  my  votive  sword  I'll  cover. 
Like  them  of  old  whose  one  immortal  blow 

Struck  off  the  galling  fetters  that  hung  over 
Their  own  bright  land,  and  laid  her  'tyrant  low. 

*  Atu  jmt  ivtu  /M9  If  fvarir  fix*!  E^^trn- 

Ap.  Brunck.  llil. 

*  n  rrm94i,  fjni  mm  T*r'  t^rrmfdm  /<u»,  Eftntt, 
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Yes,  lov'd  Hannodius,  thou'rt  undying ; 

Leap'd  forth  like  flame,  the  midnight  bAnqne. 

Still  midst  the  brave  and  free. 

bright'ning, 

In  isles,  o*er  ocean  lying. 

And  in  the  dust  a  despot  victim  laid. 

Thy  home  shall  ever  be. 

Blest  youths,  how  bright  in  Freedom's  story 

Your  wedded  names  shall  be ; 

In  myrtle  leaves  my  sword  shall  hide  its  lightning, 

A  tyrant's  death  your  glory. 

Like  his,  the  youth,  whose  ever-glorious  blade 

Your  meed,  a  nation  free! 

• 
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ASK  NOT  IF  STILL  I  LOVE. 

Yet  stiU,  though  false,  believe 

That  I  adore  thee,  yes,  still  adore  thee. 

Ask  not  if  still  I  love. 

Think'st  thou  that  aught  but  death  could  4 

Too  plain  these  eyes  have  told  thee ; 

A  tie  not  fidsehood's  self  can  rend? 

Too  well  their  tears  must  prove 

No,  when  alone,  far  off  I  die. 

How  near  and  dear  I  hold  thee. 

No  more  to  see,  no  more  caress  thee. 

If,  where  the  brightest  shine. 

Ev'n  then,  my  life's  last  sigh 

To  see  no  form  but  thine. 

Shall  be  to  bless  thee,  yes,  still  to  bless  t 

To  feel  that  earth  can  show 

No  bliss  above  thee, — 

If  this  be  love,  then  know 
That  thus,  that  thus,  I  love  thee. 

'TIS  not  in  pleasure's  idle  hour 

That  thou  canst  know  aflFection's  powV. 

No,  try  its  strength  in  grief  or  pain  ; 

UNBIND  THEE,  LOVE. 

Attempt,  as  now,  its  bonds  to  sever. 

Thou'lt  find  true  love's  a  chain 

Unbind  thee,  love,  unbmd  thee,  love. 

That  binds  for  ever  I 

From  those  dark  ties  unbind  thee ; 

Though  fairest  hand  the  chain  hath  wore. 

Too  long  its  links  have  twm'd  thee. 

Away  from  earth  I — thy  wings  were  made 

In  yon  mid-sky  to  hover. 

DEAR?  YES. 

With  earth  beneath  their  dove-like  shade, 

And  heav'n  all  radiant  over. 

Dear  ?  yes,  though  mine  no  more. 

£v*n  this  but  makes  thee  dearer ; 

Awake  thee,  boy,  awake  thee,  boy, 

And  love,  since  hope  is  o'er. 

Too  long  thy  soul  is  sleeping ; 

But  draws  thee  nearer. 

And  thou  may'st  from  this  minute's  i<^ 

Wake  to  eternal  weeping. 

Change  as  thou  wilt  to  me. 

Oh,  think,  this  world  is  not  for  thee  ] 

The  same  thy  charm  must  be  ; 

Though  hard  its  Unks  to  sever : 

New  loves  may  come  to  weave 

Though  sweet  and  brifrht  i 

Their  witch'ry  o'er  thee. 

Break,  or  thou'n 
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Wound  deep^tlxmlt  find  that  there. 

THERE'S  SOMETHING  STRANGE. 

In  every  pulse  thoa  art 

(A  BuFTo  Song.) 

Yes  from  thee  I'll  bear  it  all : 
If  ruin  be 

Thkrb's  something  strange,  I  know  not  what, 

The  doom  that  o'er  this  heart  must  fall, 
'Twere  sweet  from  thee 

Come  o*er  me, 

Some  phantom  IVe  for  ever  got    • 

Before  me. 
I  look  on  high,  and  in  the  sky 

'Tis  shining ; 

On  earth,  ito  light  with  all  things  bright 

GUESS,  GUESS. 

Seems  twining. 

In  vain  I  try  this  goblin's  spells 

I  LOVE  a  maid,  a  mystic  maid. 

To  sever ; 

Whose  form  no  eyes  but  mine  can  see  ; 

Go  where  I  will,  it  round  me  dwells 

She  comes  in  light,  she  comes  in  shade, 

For  ever. 

And  beaatiful  in  both  is  she. 

Her  shape  in  dreams  I  oft  behold, 

And  then  what  tricks  by  day  and  night 

And  oft  she  whispers  in  my  ear 

It  plays  me ; 

Such  words  as  when  to  others  told. 

In  ev'ry  shape  the  wicked  sprite 

Awake  the  sigh,  or  wring  the  tear ;  -^ 

Waylays  me. 

Then  guess,  guess,  who  she. 

Sometimes  like  two  bright  eyes  of  blue 

The  lady  of  my  love,  may  be. 

'Tis  glancing ; 

Sometimes  like  feet,  m  slippers  neat, 

I  find  the  lustre  of  her  brow. 

Comes  dancing. 

Come  o'er  me  in  my  darkest  ways  ; 

By  whispers  round  of  every  sort 

And  feel  as  if  her  voice,  ev'n  now. 

I'm  taunted. 

Were  echoing  flw  off  my  lays. 

Never  was  mortal  man,  in  short. 

There  is  no  scene  of  joy  or  woe 

So  haunted. 

But  she  doth  gild  with  influence  bright ; 

And  shed  o'er  all  so  rich  a  glow. 

As  makes  ev'n  tears  seem  full  of  light : 

Then  guess,  guess,  who  she. 

The  lady  of  my  love,  may  be. 

NOT  FROM  THEE. 

Not  from  thee  the  wound  should  come. 

No,  not  from  thee. 

WHEN  LOVE,  WHO  RUL'D. 

I  care  not  what,  or  whence,  my  doom. 

So  not  from  thee  ! 

When  Love,  who  rul'd  as  Admiral  o'er 

Cold  triumph !  first  to  make 

His  rosy  mother's  isles  of  light. 

This  heart  thy  own ; 

Was  cruising  off  the  Paphian  shore, 

And  then  the  mirror  break 

A  sail  at  sunset  hove  in  sight 

Where  fix'd  thou  shin'st  alone. 

"  A  chase,  a  chase  I  my  Cupids  all,'* 

Not  from  thee  the  wound  should  conio, 

Said  Love,  the  little  Admiral. 

Oh,  not  from  thee. 

I  care  not  what,  or  whence,  my  doom, 

Aloft  the  winged  sailors  sprung. 

So  not  from  thee. 

And,  swarming  up  the  mast  like  bees. 

The  snow-white  sails  expanding  flung, 

Yet  no — my  lips  that  wish  recall ; 

Like  broad  magnolias  to  the  breeze. 

From  thee,  from  thee — 

"  Yo  ho,  yo  ho,  my  Cupids  all  I " 

If  ruin  o'er  this  head  must  fall. 

Said  liove,  the  little  Admiral 

'Twill  welcome  be. 

Here  to  the  blade  I  bare 

The  chase  was  o'er — the  bark  was  canght 

This  faithful  heart ; 

The  winged  crew  her  flight  explor'd  ; 

1 
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^^And  found  H was  just  as  Love  had  thought^ 

P|P      For  uJl  w{L5  CDiitnibLiud  aboard. 

STILL  THOU  FLIEST. 

~      **  A  prize,  a  prize^  my  Cupids  all  i " 

Said  Lovct  the  little  Admiral. 

1  Stiix  thon  fiicst,  and  still  I  woo  thee, 
Lovely  phantom,  —  all  in  vain  ; 

Safe  Btow'd  in  many  a  package  there, 

Restless  ever,  my  thoughts  pursue  thee. 

And  lah«ird  sljly  o'l^r,  as  **  Glass^** 

Fleeting  ever,  thou  mock*st  their  pain. 

Were  lot*  of  all  th'  illegal  ware, 

Such  doom,  of  old,  that  youth  be  tided. 

Love's  CuBlom- House  forbids  to  pask 

Who  woo*d»  he  thouf^bt,  some  angeFs  charms, 

**  O'erhaul,  o'erhaul,  my  Cupids  all," 

But  found  a  cloud  that  from  him  glided,  — 

Said  Love,  the  little  AdmiraL 

As  thou  dost  from  these  out-streieh'd  arms. 

Falfte  curls  they  foun4  of  every  hue. 

Scarce  I've  said,  **  How  fair  thon  sbinest," 

\S  ith  rosy  bluslies  ready  made  ; 

Ere  thy  light  hath  vanish'd  by ; 

And  teeth  of  ivory,  good  as  new, 

And  *tis  when  thou  !m>k*st  divinest 

For  veterans  in  the  smiling  trade. 

Thou  art  still  more  sure  to  fiy. 

"  IIo  ho,  ho  ho,  my  Cupids  all," 

Et*ii  as  the  lightning,  that,  dividing 

Said  Love,  the  little  AdmiraL 

The  clouds  of  night,  saith,  "  Look  on  me," 
Then  flits  ngain,  its  splendour  hiding,  — 

Mock  sighs,  too,  — kept  in  bags  for  use, 

Ev*u  such  the  glimpse  I  catch  of  thee. 

Like  breezes  botif^ht  of  Lapland  seers,  ^* 

Lay  ready  here  to  he  let  loose. 

\VheB  wanted,  in  young  spinsters'  ears* 

"  Ha  ha,  ha  ha,  my  Cupids  all»"  . 

Said  Love,  tbe  little  AdmiraK 

THEN  FIRST  FROM  LOVE. 

False  papers  next  on  board  were  founds 

Then  first  from  Love,  in  Nature's  bow'ra, 

1 

Sham  invoices  of  flames  and  darts. 
Professedly  for  Paphos  bound,          » 
But  meant  for  Hymen's  golden  marts. 

Did  Painting  learn  her  fairy  skilU 
And  cull  the  hues  of  loveliest  flow*r«, 

To  picture  woman  lovelier  stilL 
For  vain  was  every  radiant  hue. 

1 

**  For  shame,  for  shame,  my  Cupids  all  I  "* 
Said  Love,  the  little  Admiral* 

Till  Passion  lent  a  soul  to  art. 

Nay,  still  to  every  fraud  awake. 

And  taught  the  painter,  ere  he  drew, 
To  fix  the  model  in  his  heart. 

Those  pirates  all  I^ove's  signals  km?w, 

And  hoisted  oft  his  flag,  to  make 

Thus  smooth  his  toil  awhile  went  on. 

Hieb  wards  and  heiresses  bring-to.  > 

Till,  lo,  one  touch  his  art  defies  i 

"  A  foe,  a  foe,  my  Cupids  all  1  ** 
Said  Love,  the  little  Admiral. 

The  brow,  the  lip,  the  blushes  shone. 

But  who  could  dare  to  paint  those  eyes  ? 

"  This  nmst  not  be^"  the  hoy  exclaims, 

"In  vain  I  rule  the  Papbian  seas, 
"  If  Lovers  and  Benuty's  sovereign  niimcs 

'Twas  all  in  vain  the  painter  strove ; 

So  turning  to  that  boy  divine, 
**  Here  take,"  he  said,  "  tbe  pencil,  Love, 

"  Are  lent  to  cover  frauds  like  these. 

"  No  hand  should  paint  such  eyes,  but  thine-" 

*•  Prepare,  prepare,  my  Cupids  all ! " 

Said  Love,  the  little  AdmiraL 

Each  Cupid  stood  with  lighted  match — 

A  broadside  struck  the  smuggling  foe. 

BUSH,  SWEET  LUTE. 

And  swept  the  whole  unballow'd  batch 

Of  falsehood  to  the  depths  l>elow. 

Hush,  sweet  Lute,  thy  songs  remind  me 

•^Huzia,  huiza!  my  Cupids  all!'* 

Of  past  joyi,  now  turn'd  to  pain  ; 

Said  Love,  the  little  AdmiraL 

Of  ties  thai  long  have  ceos'd  to  bind  me. 
But  whose  btiming  marks  remain. 

* 

In  each  tone,  some  echo  falleth 

L 

'  **  To  B«iNO-TD,  tochfcktbecoorMol  a Mp.*'— Falcone. 

On  my  ear  of  joys  gone  by  j 

i 
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Ev*ry  note  some  dream  recollcth 
Of  bright  hopes  but  bom  to  die. 

Yet,  sweet  Late,  though  pain  it  bring  me, 

Once  more  let  thy  numbers  thrill ; 
Though  death  were  in  the  strain  thej  sing  me, 

I  must  woo  its  anguish  stilL 
Since  no  time  can  e'er  recover 

Love's  sweet  light  when  once  'tis  set,  — 
Better  to  weep  such  pleasures  oyer, 

Than  smile  o'er  any  left  us  yet. 


BRIGHT  MOON. 

Brigiit  moon,  that  high  in  heay'n  art  shining. 

All  smiles,  as  if  within  thy  bower  to-night 
Thy  own  Endymion  lay  reclining. 

And  thou  would'st  wake  him  with  a  kiss  of 
light  I  — 
By  all  the  bliss  thy  beam  discovers. 

By  all  those  visions  fiu'  too  bright  for  day. 
Which  dreaming  bards  and  waking  lovers 

Behold,  this  night,  beneath  thy  ling'ring  ray, — 

I  pray  thee,  queen  of  that  bright  heaven. 

Quench  not  to-night  thy  love-lamp  in  the  sea. 
Till  Anthe,  in  this  bow'r,  hath  given 

Beneath  thy  beam,  her  long-vow'd  kiss  to  me. 
Guide  hither,  guide  her  steps  benighted, 

Ere  thou,  sweet  moon,  thy  bashful  crescent  hide ; 
Let  Love  but  in  this  bow'r  be  lighted. 

Then  shroud  in  darkness  all  the  world  beside. 


LONG  YEARS  HAVE  PASS'D. 

Long  years  have  pass'd,  old  friend,  since  we 

First  met  in  life's  young  day ; 
And  friends  long  lov'd  by  thee  and  me, 

Since  then  have  dropp'd  away ;  — 
But  enough  remain  to  cheer  us  on. 

And  sweeten,  when  thus  we're  met. 
The  glass  we  fill  to  the  many  gone, 

And  the  few  who're  left  us  yet. 

Our  locks,  old  friend,  now  thinly  grow. 
And  some  hang  white  and  chill ; 

While  some,  like  flow'rs  'mid  Autumn's  snow. 
Retain  youth's  colour  still. 

And  so,  in  our  henrU,  though  one  by  one, 
Youth's  sunny  hopes  have  set. 


Thank  heav'n,  not  all  their  light  is  gone,  - 
We've  some  to  cheer  us  yet 

Then  here's  to  thee,  old  friend,  and  long 

May  thou  and  I  thus  meet, 
To  brighten  still  with  wine  and  song 

This  short  life,  ere  it  fleet 
And  still  as  death  comes  stealing  on, 

liCt's  never,  old  friend,  forget, 
Ev'n  while  we  sigh  o'er  blessings  gone. 

How  many  are  left  us  yet 


DREAMING  FOR  EVER. 

Dbeaxino  for  ever,  vainly  dreaming. 

Life  to  the  last  pursues  its  flight ; 
Day  hath  its  visions  fairly  beaming. 

But  false  as  those  of  night 
The  one  illusion,  the  other  real. 

But  both  the  same  brief  dreams  at  last ; 
And  when  we  grasp  the  bliss  ideal. 

Soon  as  it  shines,  'tis  past 

Here,  then,  by  this  dim  lake  reposing, 

Calmly  I'll  watch,  while  light  and  gloom 
Flit  o'er  its  face  till  night  is  closing  — 

Emblem  of  life's  short  dooml 
But  though,  by  turns,  thus  dark  and  shining, 

'Tis  still  unlike  man's  changeful  day, 
Whose  light  returns  not,  once  declining, 

Whose  cloud,  once  come,  will  stay. 


THOUGH  LIGHTLY  SOUNDS  THE  SONG 
I  SING. 

A  SoNo  OF  THE  Alps. 

Though  lightly  sounds  the  song  I  sing  to  thee. 
Though  like  the  lark's  its  soaring  music  be, 
Thou'lt  find  ev'n  here  some  mournful  note  that  tells 
How  near  such  April  joy  to  weeping  dwells. 
Tis  'mong  the  gayest  scenes  that  oft'nest  steal 
Those  sadd'ning  thoughts  we  fear,  yet  love  to  feel ; 
And  music  never  half  so  sweet  appears. 
As  when  her  mirth  forgets  itself  in  tears. 

Then  say  not  thou  this  Alpine  song  is  gay  — 
It  comes  from  hearts  that,  like  their  mountain-lay. 
Mix  joy  with  pain,  and  oft  when  pleasure's  breath 
Most  warms  the  snrfiice,  fed  most  sad  beneath. 


^^^^^^^^^^^ 
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The  very  beam  in  which  the  anow-wreath  wears    ' 
Its  gayest  smile  is  that  which  wins  its  tears,  — 
And  piissionV  powV  can  neviT  lend  the  glow 
Which  wakeas  hils&,  without  »Qmc  tou4:h  of  yroe. 

Lovers,  luIUd  in  sunny  bow*rs, 

Sleeping  out  their  dream  of  time. 
Know  not  half  the  hliss  that's  oiir»| 

In  ibifi'snowy,  icy  clime. 
Like  yon  star  that  livelier  gleams 

From  the  frosty  beavens  around, 
Love  himself  the  keener  beanuft 

AVben  with  snows  of  coyness  crown'd. 

Fleet  then  od,  tny  merry  steeds 

Bonnd,  my  sledge,  o'er  hill  and  dale  j  — 
What  can  match  a  lover's  epecd  ? 

See,  'tis  daylight,  breaking  p.ilel 
Brightly  hath  the  northern  star 

Lit  us  from  you  radiant  skies ; 
But,  behold,  how  brighter  far 

Yonder  shine  my  lady's  eyesl 

THE  RUSSIAN  LOVER. 

Fleetly  o'er  the  moonlight  »nowft 

Speed  we  to  my  lady 'a  bow'r ; 
Swift  our  sledge  as  lightning  goe^» 

Nor  ahall  stop  till  morning's  hour 
Bright,  my  steed,  the  northern  slur 

Lights  u8  from  yon  Jewell'd  skies  j 
Bat,  to  greet  us,  brighter  far, 

Mom  shall  bring  my  lady's  eyes. 

LALLA  ROOKH. 

TO 

SAMUEL  ROGERS,  ESQ. 

tins    E.^ STEAM    nOMANCS    IS    lNSC]ttBED» 

By    HIS    VERY    oaATirUL    AKD    ArFEtTlOWATE    WJHX»IS 

THOMAfl  HOOBE. 
Utfg  19.  LS17. 

LALLA    KOOKH. 

oorted  with  the  same  splendour  to  Snrat,  where  he 
embarked  for  Arabia. '     During  the  slay  of  the 
Royal  Pi  1  glim  at  Delhi,  a  marriage  was  agreed 
upon  between  the  Prince,  his  son,  and  the  youngest 
daughter  of  the   Emperor,  Lalla  Rookm^^i —  a 
Princess  described  by  the   poets  of  her  time   as 
more  beautiful  than  Leila',  Sbirine^  Dewilde\  or 
any  of  those   heroines   whose   names   and   loves 
embellish    the   songs   of    Persia   and  Hindestan. 
It    was    intended   that    the    nuptials   should   be 
celebrated  at  Ca#!hmere ;  where  the  young  King, 
as  soon   as  the  cares  of  empire   would   permit, 
was  to  meet,  for  the  first  time,  bis  lovely  bride, 

with  FfrliM.  ice  D'Htrhetot,  Gibbon,  Orifntai  Coilectioni,  A  c, 
^  "  TheHifitorj  of  the  lo*c«  <if  Dewfld^  at^d  Clilsi^r.  Ihe  »t>ti 
of  the  V.fnpeTor  Alb.  U  wrlttcfi  la  an  elpgaot  pouni,  by  the 
niMv  Chuscro/'— /Vr«*W« 

In  Ihe  eleventh  year  of  the  reign  of  Aurungiehe, 
Abdalla,  King  of  the  LcMer  Bucharia,  a  lineal 
descendant  from  the  Great   Zinpris,   having  abdi- 
cated the  throne  in  favour  of  his  Kon,  set  out  oq 
ft  pilgrimage  to  tbe  Shrine  of  ihe  Prophet  j  and, 
paasing  into  India  through  the  delightful   valky 
of  Cashmere,  rested  for  a  short  time  at  Delhi  on 
his  way.     He  was  entertained  by  Aurungzebe  in 
a  style  of  magnifcent  hospitality,  worthy  alike  of 
the  visiter  and  the  host,  and  was  afterwards  os- 

1  The*©  p«rttculw»  of  rhe  viill  of  Ihe  Klo«  of  Bocharim  to 
Auruncxctw  are  found  la  Difw's  Httiory  o/HinJotttm,  vol.  Hi. 

p.m 

*  Tulip  check. 

t  The  mUtrcfci  of  MrjnonTi.  upon  whoi»  itory  m  inmy 
lUiininrei  hi  all  the  luuf  uaefii  o[  the  East  Mt  foundc<d. 
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and,  aAcr  a  few  months*  repose  Jn  that  enchant- 
ing valley,  coadiici  her  over  the  sDo\ry  Uilla  into 
Bucham. 

The  day  of  Lalla  Rookh's  departure  from 
Delhi  waa  ai  spleadid  a^  sunshine  iind  pageantry 
could  make  it  The  bazaars  and  baths  were  all 
covered  irUh  the  richest  tapestry;  hundreds  of 
gilded  barges  upoQ  the  Jumna  floated  with  their 
banners  shining  in  the  water  ;  while  through  the 
streets  gn>a|;>s  of  beautiful  children  went  strevTing 
the  most  delicious  dowers  around,  as  in  thjit  Persiati 
feiCival  called  the  Scattering  of  the  Roses ' ;  till 
every  part  of  the  city  was  as  fnigrant  a.s  if  a  cara- 
van of  niiwk  fr<jra  Khoten  had  passLnJ  through  it. 
The  Princess,  having  taken  leave  of  her  klod 
father,  who  at  parting  liung  a  cornelian  of  Yemeo 
round  her  neck,  on  which  was  iuficrihed  a  verse 
from  the  Koran,  and  having  ieat  a  considerable 
present  to  the  Fakirs,  who  kept  tip  the  Perpetual 
Lamp  in  her  sister  s  tomb,  meekly  ascended  the 
palatikeen  prepared  for  her;  and,  while  Auriing- 
lebe  stood  to  take  a  last  look  from  his  balcnnyj  the 
procession  moved  slowly  on  the  road  to  Lahore. 

Seldom  had  the  Eastern  world  seen  a  cavalcade 
so  superb.  From  the  gardens  in  the  saburbs  to 
the  Imperial  palace,  it  was  one  unbroken  line  of 
splendour.  The  gallant  appearance  of  the  Eajaha 
and  Mogul  lords,  distinguished  by  tliose  insignia 
of  the  Emperor's  favour^,  the  feathers  of  the  egret 
of  Cashmere  in  their  turbans,  and  the  small  silver* 
rimm'd  kettle  dmms  at  the  bows  of  their  saddles  ] 
—  the  costly  armour  of  their  cavaliers,  who  vied, 
OQ  this  occasion,  with  the  guards  of  the  great  Keder 


*  "  One  mark,  or  honour  or  kii^ghthoctd  bmtowed  by  tli« 
Emperor  if  tbe  ppnnifl«loD  lo  vemi  a.  vnaaAl  kettledrum  al  tb« 
bows  of  their  tAildilei,  which  at  GfU  waj  iuvenCciili  f^r  tho 
training  of  hmwks,  and;  to  call  them  to  the  lure,  and  U  worn 
In  t1ii«  Reld  by  at)  iportsmra  to  that  end.-'  —  fryer't  TrttTsli. 

**  ThoM  on  ivhonn  lh«  King  has  confer  red  tbti  prlvUiFfte 
mu»t  wear  an  ornament  of  Jrweh  on  the  right  t>\dv  or  the 
tiirUnii,  •Lirinountc.'d  bjr  n  high  plume  orthefejCLiott  of  a  kiiiJ. 
of  egret,  Thii  bird  Li  fouiid  ontj  in  Cajhtncfe,  aud  the 
fcMUfaeri  are  carefully  collected  for  ilie  Klog,  who  Iteitova 
them  on  hit  ai!yh\ei," —Etpkinstonf'B  Accmint  of  Cautml. 

>  "  Khedar  Khan,  theKhakati,  or  King  of  Turquestan,  t>e- 
yond  tbe  Glhan  {at  the  end  of  tbe  eleteiith  century},  when- 
BT«r  lie  appeared  abroad  w»<  preceded  by  fcven  hundrrd 
honHtneii  with  tU?er  battle-axn,  And  wu  followed  by  an 
•qua]  number  tMarlnff  maciM  of  guld.  He  ww  a freat  patron 
ol  p>oetry,  anJ  It  wai  he  who  uted!  to  prirtide  at  public  exer« 
divaef  xenlm,  wllh  four  bA«ini  of  guld  and  illver  by  hLra  to 
dlitrltHJte  Mtnong  the  pr^eti  who  eikcolled."  —  Richardiom't 
Diiiart.'itloci  prefixed  L<>  bit  D!ctk>n«ry. 

*  "  The  kubdeh,  a  l«rjfo  gulden  knob,  fenerMtlr  to  the 
•hnpe  of  N  plne^apple,  on  the  top  of  the  canopy  over  the  litter 
i>r  palanquin/' — Sa^Wt  Notei  on  the  tiaburdamuh, 

»  In  the  Poem  of  Ztihair,  lo  the  Modlakat,  ibero  i»  the  fol- 


Khan  "»,in  the  brightness  of  their  silver  battle-axes 
and  the  massiness  of  their  maces  of  gold  ;  — the  gltt- 
tering  of  the  gilt  pine-apples*  ou  the  tops  of  the 
palankeens; — the  embroidered  trappings  of  the 
elephants,  iM-aring  on  their  hacks  smaU  turrets,  in 
the  shape  of  little  anti<|ue  temples,  within  irhieh 
the  Ladies  of  Laujl  Rooxh  lay  as  it  were  en- 
shriued  ;  —the  rose-coloured  veils  of  the  Princess's 
mvn  sumpttioiyi  litter*,  at  the  front  of  which  a  fair 
yomig  female  slave  sat  fanning  her  through  the 
cuilains,  with  feathers  of  the  Argus  pheasant's 
wing  8; .—and  the  lovely  troop  of  Tartarian  and 
Cashmerian  maids  of  honour,  whom  the  '^oung 
King  had  sent  to  accompany  his  bride,  and  who 
rode  on  each  side  of  the  litter,  upon  small  Arabian 
horses  J — ^all  vas  brilliant,  tasleful,  and  magnifi* 
ceot,  aad  plea»ed  even  the  critical  and  fastidious 
Faolabeeh,  Great  Naxir  or  Chamberlain  of  the 
Haram,  -who  iras  borne  in  his  palankeen  imme* 
diateiy  after  the  Princess,  and  considered  himself 
not  the  least  Importiint  persoiuige  of  the  pageAnt. 

FadLjideen  was  a  judge  of  every  thing,  —  fr«m 
the  pencilling  of  a  Circassian's  eyelitU  to  the  deep* 
est  questions  of  science  and  literature ;  from  the 
inixtnre  of  a  conserve  of  rose -leaves  to  the  com- 
[XXfition  of  an  epic  poem  :  and  such  influence  had 
his  opinion  upon  the  vanotia  tastes  of  the  day, 
that  all  the  cooks  and  poets  of  Delia  stood  in  awe 
of  him.  Flis  political  conduct  and  opinions  were 
fouoded  upon  that  Line  of  Sadi,  — "  Should  ihe 
Prince  at  noon-day  say.  It  is  night,  declare  that 
you  behold  the  moon  and  stars*"  —  And  his  «eal 
for  religion,  of  which  Aurungsebe  was  a  miiaiti> 
cent  protector '^^  was  about  as  disinterested  ai  that 


lowtog  Itvely  deicription  of  a  compaoj  of  maldciu  tested  m 
cajne)««'* 

"  Thej  are  moimted  In  carrSaffei  eorered  with  coitl; 
avrobifirt*  and  with  ro^e-coloured  velh,  the  liniii|f»  nf  which 
have  the  hue  orcrlmfi>D  Andem-wtMMl. 

*'  Whc^n  thejr  atceint  from  tbo  tkOMNR  ef  the  Yn\e,  thef  lit 
farward  on  the  «aHldIe-cloth,  with  every  nuirlt  of  a  roluptuout 
galctjr. 

"  Now,  when  they  have  reached  the  brink  nf  yon  blue- 
gu^hUiir  rlTulef.  thejr  Qx  th<r  polet  of  ihelr  tenu  like  ibe  Ar^ib 
with  a  tctUed  mannoti." 

■  See  Brmier"*  deMTriptlon  of  the  atlendaiiU  on  BaiKrlianarir- 
Bcgum,  in  her  progreM  to  Cajhrnere. 

f  ThU  hjptteritlcal  Emperor  would  hare  niade  a  worthy 
aatociate  of  certain  lltdj  Lpague*.— "'  tie  held  the  cloak  ol 
rellgton  (taj*  Dow)  between  hli  action*  oud  the  vulgar ;  and 
implouilr  thanked  the  Divinity  for  a  lucceti  which  he  owed 
to  hJi  own  wlckedneij.  When  he  wai  murdeHng  and  per- 
tecnting  hi»  brother*  and  their  farahiei,  he  wai  bidhUng  a 
magnificent  mni(iuo  at  D<?lh!,  a*  an  olTerlng  to  God  for  bit 
taiUunce  !#  him  in  the  cWll  wan.  He  acted  a«  high  prtert 
at  the  con»peratlon  of  thIi  temple ;  and  made  a  practletfofal- 
te^ndlng  divine  fervire  there,  tn  the  humbJe  drea*  of  a  Fakeer. 
But  when  he  lifted  one  haud  to  tbe  Dltlnltjr.  he,  with  th* 
other,  flgne<l  warrant*  far  thea»»aarltuitlo*)  of  hU  relalhm*."— 


i 


LALLA  ROOKH, 


319 


of  ihe  goldsmith  who  feJl  in  love  with  the  diamond 
ey^s  of  the  tdol  of  Jagbermiiit 

During  the  first  day»  of  flieir  journey,  Lalla 
Rookh,  who  had  passed  all  hup  life  within  the 
shadow  of  the  Royal  Gardens  of  Di4hi^,  foand 
enough  in  the  beauty  of  the  scenery  through 
which  thry  passed  to  interest  her  mind^  and 
delight  her  imagination  ^  and  when  at  evenings 
or  in  Ihe  heat  of  the  day,,  ihcy  turned  off  from 
the  high  rood  to  those  retired  and  romantic  places 
which  hud  been  selected  for  her  cnoam|>ineuts, — 
sometinKS  on  the  baoks  of  a  small  rivulet,  as  clear 
aia  the  waters  of  the  Lake  of  Pearl  ^ ;  sonic  times 
under  the  Bacred  fiharle  of  a  Bauyaii  tree,  from 
which  the  view  opened  opon  a  glade  covered  with 
antelopes  j  and  often  in  those  hidden,  embowLrcd 
spots,  described  by  one  from  the  Isles  of  the 
West^,  ax  »*pltice»  of  melancholy,  delight,  and 
safety,  where  all  the  company  around  was  wild 
peieoeki  and  turtle-doves;" — she  felt  a  charm 
In  tlKie  scenes,  so  lovely  and  so  new  to  her, 
wlliehy  ft>r  ii  time,  made  her  indifferent  to  every 
other  imiisefncm.  But  La  tLA  HooKn  was  yo«mg, 
and  the  young  love  variety  ;  nor  could  the  COQ- 
versation  of  her  Ladies  and  the  Great  Chamber- 
hun,  Fai>ladken,  (the  only  persons,  of  course, 
adniitted  to  her  pariiionXsnfBciently  enliven  those 
many  vacant  hours,  which  were  devoted  neither 
to  the  pillow  nor  the  palankeen.  There  was  a 
little  Persian  stave  who  sung  sweetly  to  the  Vina, 
and  who,  now  and  then,  lulled  the  Princess  to 
sleep  with  the  ancient  ditties  of  her  country,  about 
the  loves  of  Wamak  and  Ezra*,  the  fair-haired 


Zal  and  his  mistress  Roduhver";  not  forgetting 
the  combat  of  Hustatii  with  the  terrible  White 
Demon.?  At  other  times  she  was  amused  by 
those  graceful  dancing-girls  of  Delhi,  who  had 
been  peroiitled  by  the  Bramins  of  the  Great 
Pagoda  to  attend  her,  much  to  the  horror  of  the 
good  Mussulman  Fadi,aj>een,  who  con  Id  see 
nothing  graceful  or  agreeable  in  idolaters,  and  to 
whom  the  very  tinkling  of  their  golden  imkleti^ 
was  an  abomination. 

But  these  and  many  other  diversions  were 
repeated  till  they  lost  all  their  charm,  and  the 
nights  and  noon -days  were  beg'mniug  to  move 
heavily,  when,  at  length,  it  was  recollected  that, 
among  the  attendants  sent  by  the  bncJegrooui, 
was  a  young  poet  of  Cashmere,  much  celebrated 
throughout  the  Valley  for  his  manner  of  reciting 
the  Stories  of  the  Ejist,  on  whom  his  Royal 
Mastt'r  had  conferred  the  privilege  of  being 
admitted  to  the  pavilion  of  the  Princeas,  that  he 
might  help  to  beguile  the  tediousnesa  of  the  journey 
by  some  of  his  most  agneeftble  recitals.  At  the 
mention  of  a  poet,  Fapladeen  elevated  his  critical 
eyebrows^  and,  having  refreshed  his  faculties  with 
a  dose  of  that  delietous  opium-*  which  is  distilled 
from  the  black  poppy  of  the  Thebais,  gave  orders 
for  the  nnnstrel  to  be  forthwith  introduced  into 
the  pretence. 

The  Princess,  who  had  once  in  her  life  seen 
a  imet  from  behind  the  screens  of  gauze  in  her 
Father*s  ball,  and  had  eoncftved  from  tliat  spe- 
cimen  no   very    favourable   ideas   of  the   Caste, 


Uittorf  <^  Hin^ttan.  toL  )li.  p.  335.  S«e  al»o  Ihe  cuHou« 
l>ettpr  of  Aumn^icbe,  gi¥en  hi  tbo  OiifnitU  CoUecUona,  ?ol>L 
|».  33D. 

»  "  The  idol  ax  jA^hcfusit  baa  two  Gne  dlamonili  fof  uyei. 
kfo  ptlditliiltb  Ia  tuiror«^l  lo  en\Pt  |h«  pAp^oda,  one  having 
•tol*  one  of  tlieif;  rye*.  hc\ug  lacked  up  alt  »kglit  «vill)  Iho 
\^^\J"  —  Tattrttier, 

*  S<«  a  decrHpUon  of  thcte  royAl  GvdMU  In  **  Alt  Aceount 
of  iJm  present  vtato  of  Delbt,  dj  L(«it.  W.  Fraakiio."  — 
Aitmi,  Haemrck.  t'oL  It.  p>  417. 

>  **  In  the  nefghboiirhaod  it  Notto  Gill,  or  tho  Ijuke  o( 
P«jir1,  which  receives  IhU  tum«  Trom  Itt  pellucid  wAtcr-"  — 
Prmmami'*  Hliidoitan. 

**  Vjutr  Jung  eiicAinp4*d  Iq  tht  tlclDltjr  of  ttie  hake  of 
Tunoor,  amused  hitni^ir  with  laJlliig  nn  ihut  clr^r  and  lieau- 
tiM  w«t«r,  and  s«te  H  the  fmieUul  nume  of  Kkiti-^  Tatati, 
*  the  I^ke  of  Fcarlt,'  mbldi  It  itill  rcuimr  —Uitia't  Soulh 
of  tmlU. 

*  Sir  Thopijii  Boe.  AnatMUkidor  frum  J.kfuei  1.  to  Jehjin> 
Ktilrc, 

*  "  Tbtf  roniAnre  WMnaJtwrnim,  writlen  In  Fertbn  Tertc, 
which  eontuU)«  tbetr^vci  of  W«timk  and  Etna^  twu  leti-bralrd 
lover*  who  tlved  before  tUn  time  of  llali«n»et/'  ^  Nutu  (n$  the 

■  Tlneir  amour  If  reeountKI  In  fhe  8h4h-Namftli  of  Fcr- 
dou«i;  «nd  thrre  ii  niurb  bcnuty  in  the  paiiAgv  wbtrb  de*^ 
■cribct  ihe  tlattm  of  ItodftbTi-r  liiUof  on  the  baak  of  tlie  rirer 


and  throwinig  ftoirert  mtta  thctti^un.  In  order  to  dr«w  the  «t- 
teatton  of  the  >otin|t  Itero  who  It  encamped  on  Ihe  OfifiofttB 
ildu.— Sm  C^mpittm'M  traiiilntlou. 

7  RuitiLin  ti  Che  tierculri  of  the  rmUMt.  Frrr  tlie  parti- 
tiilart  of  hit  f  iclor>°  over  the  ^{terd  Dpovc,  or  White  Drmoa, 
fee  Oritntat  Collfctitms,  rol.  IL  p.  4!t.  —  Near  the  citj  of 
Shlraui  if  an  Immente  qu»dr«upJit«r  rucnuiuent,  in  comme- 
rrtoratloa  of  thti  eotntiat,  called  the  Krlajtt-I-Det^r  Srpeed,  or 
CutlQ  of  the  While  Giant,  whtcb  F«ihrr  Afigdo.lm  luf  Gaso> 
pbilacluTn  T'l^tficumf  p.  Vit.,  dc^clarpf  to  have  bccu  the  moat 
memorable  moDumeut  of  aotlquitf  which  hii  bad  te&a  In 
Percia See  OuMfir^**  Ferilan  Mifcellaritff. 

*  "  Tlie  women  of  the  Idol*  or  dandinf  girli  of  the  Pagrod;!, 
ttave  little  folden  ttetk,  faftened  to  their  feet,  the  fo4t  hu.-- 
monloui  tinkling  of  which  vibrale*  in  unlfun  with  the  e»,- 
quif  ite  melody  of  their  volcet/'  -^  MauTicr'n  Indian  Antl- 
qiUtiri. 

"  Th»  Arabian  eonrKttani,  like  thtr  tndtsB  wonisii,  ban 
little  golden  belli  fajLeTied  mimd  thi<tr  li>g>,  neck,  and  slbowi, 
to  the  iourKt  of  which  thej  dance  l>rfore  the  King.  Tha 
Arabian  prinret»e«  wear  goldien  rinft*  on  thefr  flugera.  to 
which  little  biellf  are  iuipend««],  at  well  a»  In  tlie  flowing 
trcsfet  of  Iheir  hair,  that  thnir  tuperior  rank  m^f  be  known, 
find  thej  themictref  receive  in  pasting  the  hotnage  due  to 
Ih Pin.  — See  Ci$tmet't  Dictionary,  art.  Belli, 

"  "  Abou-Tlgc,  Tiile  dfr  la  ThebAul^  od  il  croil  bMUicmiti 
dc  parol  nolr*  doat  te  hit  h  neflleur  opium.**  —  D*H<rbeiot» 
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expected  but  tittle  in  tliis  new  exhibUIua  to 
iDterest  her; — ^sbe  felt  mclmed,  bowever,  to 
ftiter  her  opiuion  on  the  very  first  appearaiice 
of  FeiLAMoiiz.  lie  ^9S  a  youth  about  Laula 
Roqkm's  own  age,  and  graceful  as  that  idol  of 
women,  CrUhnaS^ — sach  as  he  appears  lo  Uieir 
joang  imaginations,  heroic,  beautiful^  brcalbiug 
roiisie  from  his  very  eyes,  and  exalling  the  religion 
of  his  worshippers  into  love.  His  dress  was 
iiiiip!e,  yet  not  without  some  marks  of  costliness  ; 
and  the  Ladies  of  ihe  Princess  were  not  long  in 
diaeovering  tliat  llie  cloth,  whicU  encircled  his 
high  Tartarian  cap,  wns  of  the  most  delicate  kind 
that  the  sliawl-goats  of  Tibet  supply;*  Here  and 
there,  too,  over  liis  vest,  which  was  confined  by  a 
flowered  girdle  of  Kiusban,  hung  strings  of  fine 
pearl,  disposed  with  an  air  of  studied  negligence; — 
nor  did  the  cxi|nisitc  embroidery  of  his  sandals 
escape  the  observiitioa  of  these  fair  critics ;  who, 
however  ihey  might  give  way  to  Fadlabeen  upon 
the  unimportant  topics  of  religion  and  government, 
had  the  spirit  of  martyrs  in  every  thing  reltiiiiig 
to  such  momenlotis  matters  as  jewels  and  embroi- 
dery. 

For  thi5  purpose  of  relieving  the  pauses  of 
recitation  by  music,  the  young  Cashmerian  held 
in  his  hand  a  khar;^ — such  as,  in  old  times^  the 
Arab  maids  of  the  West  used  to  listen  to  by 
moonlight  in  the  gardens  of  the  Alhambra — and» 
having  premised,  with  much  humility,  that  the 
story  he  was  abont  lo  relate  was  founded  on  the 
a4ventures  of  thiit  Veiled  Prophet  of  Khnrassan'', 
who,  in  the  year  of  the  Ilegira  163,  created  such 
alarm  throughout  the  Ejistem  Empire,  made  an 
obeisance  to  the  Princess^  and  thus  began  :— 


J  The  Indtiin  A|kiUo. — *'  Hv  mad  Lhe  thr««  Mm«i  «re 
dfscHtie^  A*  youth*  of  perfect  b^niity  ;  am)  the  prlnM^M-es 
orHliidiixtlii  wi'renU  vAiiiatiAtfly  Jiii  Hove  wSth  Clirliihna,  \sho 
contlnui'^i  to  thU  hour  the  iljirllng  (jo*!  or  the  Indlmi  women/* 
Sir  tV.Juiifi^  oil  tbo  God»  of  Gr<MMri»,  Italy,  and  Intlt*. 

'  S*e  THt-ner'%  Kmbatsy  frjir  a  ilefcrfptSoo  of  thii  antmalt 
"  the  moit  bcauliml  Among  the  whole  tribe  of  «oAt«."  Th*« 
matprU]  for  the  thawli  (which  !■  carried  to  Cuhmcrc|  |j 
found  naxt  tht;  »li(n. 

^  For  the  real  hlttory  of  thli  Impoilor,  irbo»e  «irlj^nat  name 
wju  llakrm  ben  tlaichrm.and  who  wu  caJlfld  Moc;aiiiiA  Trum 
the  tell  i>r  lilvpr  gaui«  (or.  u  otheri  tAf,  goklen)  whkb  be 
atwayi  worCf  tee  D'  HeTbdol. 

4  KhorsfMn  ti^ujnet,  in  the  old  Fer«lau  lan^iuge,  Pravlnra 
or  Reirion  of  the  Sun.  —  JJrV  tV.  Jottrs, 

'  rh4»  Trultft  of  Meru  ar^  finer  than  thoto  of  any  other 
pUkCn' ;  and  <inc  caaoot  lee  In  anjr  othrr  rity  such  pnlMet  wHb 
grovf't,  and  I'treamJ,  und  gardooi."— £'&m  itautttt't  Gcci- 

*  Une  of  the  ro^al  c' tiM  of  Klioratson. 


VEILED  PROPHET  OF  KIIORASSAN.* 

In  that  delightful  Province  of  the  Sun, 
The  fir^t  of  Persian  lands  he  shines  upon, 
Where  all  the  loveliest  children  of  his  beam, 
FlowTets  and  fruits,  blush  over  ev'ry  stream,* 
And,  fairest  of  all  streams,  the  MtiatJA  rovei 
Atnong  Meuoit's*  bright  palaces  aud  groTcs  ;  — 
There  on  that  throne,  to  which  the  blind  belief 
Of  millions  raised  him,  sat  the  Prophet-Chief, 
The  Great  Mt>KANXA.     O'er  his  features  hung 
Tlie  Veih  tlie  Silver  Veil,  which  he  had  flnng 
In  mercy  there,  to  hide  from  mortal  sight 
I  lis  dazzling  brow,  till  man  eould  bear  its  light 
For,  far  less  luminous,  his  votaries  said, 
Were  ev'n  the  gleams,  miraculously  shed 
U*er  MonfiSA'»7  cheeky  when  down  the  Moaot 

he  trod. 
All  glowing  from  the  presence  of  his  God  I 

On  either  side,  with  ready  hearts  and  hands. 
His  chosen  guard  of  bold  Believers  sta^nds  ; 
Young  fire-ey*d  disputants,  who  deem  their  swordSi 
On  points  of  faith,  more  eloi^nent  than  wordi  j 
And  such  their  zeal,  there's  not  a  youth  with  brand 
Uplit\ed  thtfre,  hut,  at  the  Chiefs  command, 
Would  make  his  own  devotetl  heart  its  sheatb, 
And  bless  the  lips  that  doom'd  so  dear  a  death  \ 
In  hatred  to  the  Calipb*s  hne  of  night,  ^ 
Their  vesture,  helms  and  all,  is  snowy  white  ; 
Their  weapsjiis  various  —  some  equipp'd,  for  speed. 
With  javelins  of  the  light  Kathaiau  ree<l ;  'o 
Or  bows  of  buffalo  horn  and  «biuing  quivera 
Fiird  with  the  sterns^ '  that  bloom  on  1  ftAN*sri  vers;'- 
While  some,  for  war's  more  terrible  attacks, 
Wield  the  huge  mace  and  poudVous  battle-axe  j 
And  as  they  wave  aloft  m  morning's  beam 
The  miik-white  plumage  of  their  helms,  they  K^tn 


*  **Ses  di<clple«  a^iurnient  qu'fl  tc  cnurrolt  Ic  tImsc!',  pour 
ne  paj  ifeblouir  ci^ux  qui  l^approchoteul  par  I'ti^lal  d^iou  viaa^e 
comtne  Majte."  —  D'HerMot. 

*  Black  wa»  th«  colour  adoptinl hy  the  Caliph*  of  tho  Hoiiie 

of  AbtMV  In  their  garment*,  turbans,  and  irnndardt **  Jl 

faut  remarquer  id  tinichant  1«i«  hahili  bUnci  dct  Uttciples  die 
Ilnkttm,  qu«  la  CMtkmt  dn  bnblti.  tl«i  cutlTurei  et  d«  f  teo« 
dart*  d««  ICbaitAai  AbaiiidM  iULit  U  noire,  ee  ehrf  de  Re« 
bi^lto*  ne  pourolt  put  ehot»tr  une  que  lul  t(i%  ptlui  >Dppo»(e,** — 

^^  '*  Our  dark  jnrellni,  exquliitctj  ^roitght  of  Khalhalan 
reeds,  slender  and  dt-Ikatc/'  —  Poem  t^  Atttnu 

'^  Plcbula,  u»ed  micietiitly  for  arrawt  t}f  the  Penlaot. 

19  The  Tertliuu  call  thii  plant  tias.  The  ctltbratod  abaft 
or  lirmdiar,  one  of  their  ancient  horoet,  wat  madtf  of  Iff  — 
"  Notliliifr  cati  be  mo/c  brautUui  thBii  th«  appearaaco  of  thl« 
pl^mt  in  Oowerdurltig  tUn  raina  on  the  bank*  ofrivori,  whipre 
It  Is  iiiiialtji'  interwovro  with  ii  lovely  t^^inin;;  a.4cl«p(ai/*— ^ 
Sir  fV.Jouti,  llotanlc4il  (JbicrYatloni  on  Select  ImU.u)  i'lantx. 
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L(kc  a  chentir-tree  grove  '  when  winter  throws 
O'er  all  its  tufted  heads  his  feath'ring  siiowa. 

Between  the  porphyry  plll&rs^  that  uphold 
Tht*  rich  morest|ue-work  of  the  roof  of  j^old, 
Aloft  the  llaram's  curtabi'd  galleries  rise, 
^liere  through  the  silken  network,  glancing  eyes. 
From  time  to  time,  like  sudden  gleams  that  glow 
Throogb    antumn    clondSf    shine    o'er    the    pomp 

below. — 
What  impious  tongue,  ye  bluiihing  saints,  would 

dare 
To  hint  thataught  but  Heav'n  hath  plae'd  you  there? 
Or  that  the  loves  of  this  light  world  could  bind. 
In  their  gross  chain,  your  Prophet's  soaring  mind? 
So  —  wrongful    thought  !  ^  commission'd   from 

above 
To  people  Eden's  bowers  with  shapes  of  lore, 
(Creatnret  so  hrigbt,  that  the  same  lips  and  eyes 
They  wear  on  earth  will  serve  in  Paradise,) 
There  to  recline  among  UeaT'o's  native  maidii, 
And  crown  the*  Elect  with  bliss  that  never  faden  — 
Wtll  hath  the  Prophet*Chief  bis  bidding  done  ; 
And  evVy  beauteous  race  beneath  the  Bun, 
From  those  who  kneel  at  Brai3ma*8  burning  founts^* 
To   the   fresh    nymphs    Ixjunding   o'er   Yemen's 

mounts  ■ 
From  Persia's  eyes  of  full  iiud  fawn-like  ray. 
To  the  small,  hulf-sbut  glEmecs  of  Kathay;^ 
And  Georgia's  bloom,  and  Azad'b  darker  smiles. 
And  the  gold  ringlets  of  the  AVestem  Isles  i 
All,  all  are  there;  —  eiioli  Land  its  flower  hath 

given, 
To  form  that  fair  young  Nursery  for  Heav'n  ! 

But  why  this  pageant  now  ?  tbis  arm'd  army  ? 
\Vliat  triumph  crowds  the  rieb  Divan  to-day 
With  ttirban'd  heads,  of  ev'ry  hue  and  race, 
Bowing  before  that  veil'd  and  awful  face, 
Like  mlip-beds*,  of  diffVeut  shape  and  dyes, 
Bending  beneath  the'  invisible  West-wind's  sighs  1 
WTiat  new-made  mystery  now,  for  Faitb  to  sign, 
And  bloi>d  to  seal,  as  genuine  and  divine. 
What  dajezling  mimickry  of  God's  own  power 
Hath  the  bold  Prophet  planned  to  grace  this  hour? 

Not  such  the  pageant  now,  though  not  less  proud ; 
Yon  warrior  youth,  advancing  from  the  crowd, 

'  The  orli^oUl  plane  "  Tli©  chctiaf  U  a  delightful  tree; 
lU  tiolD  U  of  ft  tiac  white  oad  iinootb  bnrk  ;  and  Iti  fallig^, 
whkh  gruw»  tn  a  tuft  Ai  the  Rummit,  \m  of  a  brigtit  green.'  — 
Jftfr^cT'f  TrmveU. 

*  The  liumlnf  foanUlfit  of  8rabni«  near  ChittOKonr*  <3*> 
tMiiMd  M  hvlj.  —  Tmmer. 

»  Chln»» 

*  •'  Tht)  Dam«  of  tull|>  la  lald  lu  he  of  Turkith  extTacUoo, 


With  silver  bow,  with  belt  of  broidtr'd  crape, 
And  fW-bound  bonnet  of  Ihichariau  shape,* 
So  fiercely  beautiful  m  form  and  eye. 
Like  war*s  wild  planet  lo  a  summer  sky ; 
That  youth  to-day,  —  a  proselyte,  worth  hordes 
Of  cooler  spirits  and  less  practised  swords, — 
Js  come  to  join,  all  bravery  and  belief. 
The  creed  and  stuudard  of  the  heav'u-sent  Chief. 

Though  few  his  years,  the  W^est  already  knows 
YouQg  Azi  m's  fame ; — beyond  the*  Olympian  snows 
Ere  manhood  darken 'd  o'er  his  downy  cheek, 
O'erwhelm'd  in  fight,  and  captive  to  the  Greek,*' 
He  lingered  there,  till  peace  dissolved  his  ehaias; — 
Oh,  who  eould,  ev'h  in  bondage,  tread  the  plains 
Of  glorious  GaEECE,  nor  feel  his  spirit  rise 
Kindling  within  him  ?  who,  with  heart  and  cyea, 
Could  walk  where  liberty  had  heeD,  nor  see 
The  shining  foot -prints  of  her  Deity» 
Kor  feel  tbose  godlike  breathings  in  the  air. 
Which  mutely  told  her  spirit  had  been  there? 
Not  be,  that  youthful  warrior, — no,  too  well 
For  his  soul's  quiet  workd  the*  awakening  spell ; 
And  now,  returning  to  his  own  dear  land. 
Full  of  those  dreams  of  good  that,  vainly  grand. 
Haunt  the  young  heart,  — proud  views  of  human 

kind, 
Of  men  to  Gods  exalted  and  ri*fiu'd, — 
Pulse  vif  vvs,  like  that  horizon's  fair  deeeit, 
Where  earth  and  beav'n  but  seem,  alas,  to  meet !  — 
Soon  as  he  heard  an  Ann  Divine  was  rais'd 
To  right  the  nations,  and  beheld*  emblaz'd 
On  the  white  flag,  Mokanna's  host  imfurrd, 
Those  words  of  SLinshine,  *'  Freedom  to  the  World," 
At  once  his  faith,  his  sword,  bis  soul  olwy'd 
The'  inspiring  summons;  every  chosen  blade 
That  fought  beneath  that  banner's  sacred  text 
Seem*d  doubly  edg'd,  for  this  world  and  the  next; 
And  ne\'rdid  Faith  with  her  smtxitli  bandage  bind 
Eyes  more  devoutly  willing  to  be  blind. 
In  virtues  cause  ;  —  never  was  soul  inspirM 
With  livelier  trust  in  what  it  most  desir'd, 
Than  his^  the'  enthusiast  there,  who  kneeling,  pnle 
With  pious  awe,  before  tlmt  Silver  Veil, 
Believes  the  fonn,  to  which  he  bends  his  kne^^ 
Some  pure,  redeeming  angel,  scut  to  free 
This  fetter'd  world  from  every  bond  and  stain, 
And  bring  its  primal  glories  back  again  I 

and  given  to  the  Qower  on  arcQunt  ot  tti  rciembltiiff  a  turtiaii/' 
■^  itrck-manu't  HUtory  of  Tnvcrttlani. 

*  "  'Jlie  JiUiablti.Dt»«if  Ducbark  wear  ft  rourid  clotb  boDoel. 
ihnpetl  much  after  the  Pollih  ra^hion,  having  a  large  Tur 
bordetn.  The}*  lie  their  kaAant  altout  Ihe  middle  with  a  girdle 
of  a  kind  of  fllk  crape,  teveral  t^ixiei  rotirnl  the  IkmI^ /'  —  AC' 
count  1^  Independent  Tartnrp,  in  Pinkertan't  CoIitctUm. 

*  In  tlifl  WIT  at  the  Caliph  Mahadl  ayjitiitl  the  Empxcit 
trrne,  tor  va  account  of  which  ride  Gitthtm^  vol.  z. 
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Low  6s  youDg  A351M  knelt,  tbat  niDlley  crowd 
Of  all  earth's  nations  snnk  the  knet  and  bow'd, 
With  shout*  of  "  A1.LA  !  "  cchomg  long  and  loud  j 
WTiile  high  in  air,  above  the  Prophet*fi  head, 
Hundreds  of  Imoners,  to  the  sunhenin  spread, 
Wav'd,  like  the  wings  of  the  white  hirdji  that  fun 
The  %ing  throne  of  itar-taught  Souman.' 
Then  thus  he  spoke: — **  Strangvr,  though  new  the 

frame 
"  Thy  soul  inhabits  now,  IVc  tracVd  iu  flame 
"  For  many  an  age '2,  in  ev'rj-  chance  and  change 
**  Of  that  existence,  through  whose  varied  ninge» — 
**  A«  through  a  torch -race,  where,  from  hand  to 

band 
"  The  flying  youths  transmit  their  shining  brand, 
**  From  frarae  to  fVame  the  unextinguish'd  soul 
"  Rapidly  passes,  till  it  reach  the  goal  I 

"  Nor  think  'tt*  only  the  gross  Spirits,  wiimi'd 
"  With  duskier  fire  and  for  earth's  medium  formed, 
"  That  run  this  course  :  —  Beings,  the  most  divine, 
**  Thus  deign  ihremgh  dark  mortmliCj  to  shine. 
'*  Such  was  the  Eiisenee  that  in  Adam  dwelt, 
"  To  which  all   Heaven,  except  the  Proud  One, 

kiiflt:^ 
"  Such  the  refin'd  Intelligeticc  that  glowed 
*♦  In  Mt>iTssA*8*  frame, — and,  thence  descending, 

flow'd 
"  Through  many  a  Prophet's  breast  *  j^in  Issi  ■ 

shone, 
"  And  in  Mohjimmku  bum*d  ;  till,  hasl'ning  on, 
"  (At  a  bright  river  that,  from  fall  to  fall 
"  In  many  a  maJte  descending,  bright  through  all, 
'*  Finds  some  fair  region  where,  each  labyrinth  past, 
"  In  one  full  lake  of  light  it  rests  at  last,) 
*'  That  Holy  Spirit,  setirmg  eahn  and  free 
*'  Fi-ow  lapse  or  shadow,  centers  all  in  me  !" 

Again,  throughout  the'  aftsernbly  at  tbe«c  words, 
Thousands  of  voices  rung:  the  warriors*  swordj* 
Were  ptiinied  up  to  heaven  i  a  sudden  wind 
In  the'  open  banners  play*d,  and  from  behind 


'  ThU  wotiderfiil  Throne  wweill^^  TUn  St*r  oftlie  GonlL 
For  »  foU  d<*»f  rlptUw  of  it,  %€**  iItc  Frnfrmcnl,  traiiflat'Cd  by 
C'lpt^l"  i-'rKtilfclkn^*^"*  •  Perilwi  MS.  eiitKlvd  "  Th<*  lllatorj 
f»r  JrrnMlpw."  Orin^al  Coiie^liitM,  vol.  \,  p.  23^.  — When 
fiohmon  iraTelletl,  ihv  MUcru  writeri  i4y,  "  He  h*d  a  cArpel 
of  terrf^M  illk  on  which  hU  thraa«  «m  piaced,  being  of  a  |iro. 
illstuut  length  and  broadth,  aod  tulllclinit  for  All  hU  rurces  to 
tUiid  ii|H)ii,  the  nicn  (jljieing  tlii?m^dy(>»  on  hU  rif^ht  tiAiid, 
•lid  thi»  •jilrU*  on  hi*  left  ;  nnd  ih»A  when  *ll  wcro  In  onUt, 
ttnin  H'hid,  Jit  hi»  fominMUd,  tiwk  up  the  caqx^t,  and  irttnaportwl 
tl.  frith  an  thnl  were  upoti  \\,  imhetpvct  he  pTcaird  ^  the  urnny 
of  I4rdi  al  lhi«  wtne  time  fljtng  o*or  thdr  h<*ads,  and  forming 
s  l^lnd  ottanct^j  to  flhaiic  them  from  tho  «tin.— SaI<.''i  Koran, 
irol.  H,  p-'IM.  nolp. 

»  T1*i»  tr«titiiii|f ration  ofan^fiti  wa»  one  of  Ida  doctfiiirt, — 


Those  Persian  hangings,  that  bat  ill  ccmld  ncreen 
The  Haram*B  loveliness,  white  hands  were  seen 
Waving  embroider'd  scarves,  whose  motion  gave 
A  perfiinie  forth  — like  tho«e  the  Ilouris  ware 
When   heck'ning   to  their  bow>s   the*  immortal 
Erave» 

*'  But   these,"  pursued  the  Chief,  **  are  truths 
sublime, 
"  That  claim  a  holier  mood  and  ealraer  tiiuo 
**  Than  earth  allows  tjs  now ;  —  this  sword  must  fir«t 
*'  Thi'  darkling  prison -house  of  Mankind  burst, 
*•  Ere  Peace  can  visit  them,  or  Trutli  let  in 
**  Iter  wakening  daylight  on  a  woHil  uf^iu. 
*'  Hut  then,  —  celestial  warriors,  then,  when  all 
'*  Earth'sshrint'S  and  thrones  before  ourbonner  fall  j 
"  When  the  gind  Slave  shall  at  ihese  feet  lay  down 
**  Ills  broken  chuin,  the  tyrant  l^rd  his  crown, 
"  The  Priest  his  bofik,  the  t*ontiu«rcir  his  wreath* 
**  And  from  the  lips  of  Truth  one  mighty  breath 
**  Shall,  like  ft  whirlwind,  scatter  in  its  breeze 
*'  That  whole  tlark  pile  of  htiman  mockeries  ;^ 
■*'■  Then  shall  the  reign  of  mind  commence  on  earth, 
**  And  starting  fresh  as  from  a  second  birth, 
**  IMan,  in  the  sunshine  of  the  world's  new  spring, 
*»  Shall  walk  transparent,  like  some  holy  thing! 
**  Then,  too,  your  l*rophet  from  his  angel  brow 
"  Shall  cast  the  Veil  that  hides  its  splendours  now, 
**  And  gladden 'd  Earth  shall,  through  her  wide  ex- 
panse, 
"  Bask  in  the  glories  of  this  coantenimcci 

"For  thee,  young  warrior,  welcorael — thou 

hast  yet 
"  Some  taiks  to  learn,  soine  frailties  to  forget, 
**  Ere  the  white  war-plwme  o'er  thy  brow   can 

wave; — 
**  But,  once  my  own,  mine  all  till  in  the  grav*  1** 

The  pomp  is  at  an  end  —  the  crowds  are  gooe^^ 
Each  ear  and  heart  &til!  haunted  by  the  tone 
Of  that  deep  voice,  which  ihriird  like  AtXA*8  own! 


*  *'  And  m\ifr\  wc  Baid  unto  the  atipelt,  Wortliip  Aftom. 
tH«]r  all  womhipp^  htm  esc«pt  Ehlla  (Lucifer),  who  rvtuatA.** 
—  7%f  Koram,  chap.  il. 


>  Tills  la  sccordinfT  to  D'H«rtielot*i  Account  of  thedoetriiMa 
of  Mokanna:  —  **  8a<liM'trihe  6tolt,  que  Oiru  avolt  pni  ime 
farroo  at  fitur«  buRialii*',  drpuli  qu'll  <»ot  couLinaiidJ!  au« 
Ang(.-t  d^adorcr  Adam,  Ir  pretnWf  d«'*  hommeit*  Qu'apr^  la 
Tunrt  d'Adam,  I>lcu  f*toJl:  ap^ani  iom  la  fif^iire  d«  pliufMiri 
PraptidlM,*H  aatrt>»  (trandi  hummrs  qu'd  r»Tnlt  chol*k,iu*q>ii'A 
ctf  qu'll  prit celled' Abu  Motlrm,  Prtncedc  Khor-iuan, IcqacI 
jiroreuoit  IVrreut  dc  la  Tenas^okhinh  ou  Metrenptjrcho^e  j 
p(  qju'aprrt  la  mort  tie  cc  Frfnce,  la  DlTintt^  ^oit  p"**^,  et 
deicoiidiw  en  aa  per»onne,** 
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The  Young  all  diuezled  by  the  phimes  and  lances. 
The  glittVbg  throne,  and   Harani's   half-cauglit 

glanccA ; 
The  Old  deep  pondering  on  the  prtimiii'd  reign 
Of  peace  and  truth  :  and  all  thv  female  tmin 
Ready  to  risk  tht^ir  fyt^s,  Ciiuid  they  hut  gmt 
A  moment  on  that  brow's  miraculoua  blaze  ! 

But  there  wtts  one,  aniong  the  eho«en  maidSt 
Who  blush'd  behind  the  gallery^s  silken  shades, 
One,  to  whose  soal  the  pageant  of  to-day 
Has  been  like  death  :  —  jon  saw  her  pale  diamtty. 
Ye  wond'riDg  sisterhoo*!,  and  heard  the  burst 
Of  exclamation  from  her  lips,  i^heti  flnst 
She  saw  tbut  youtlu  loo  well,  tcx>  doarly  known, 
Silently  koeeliog  at  the  Propbet'^  throne. 

Ah  Zeuo  (  there  tvat  a  tiiuc%  when  bliss 
Shone  o  er  thy  heart  from  ev'ry  look  of  his  ; 
When  but  to  see  him*  hear  him,  brecithe  the  air 
Id  wbicb  be  dwelt,  was  thystMirs  fondest  prayer; 
When  round  hiiti  hung  such  a  pL^rpetual  spell, 
WhateVr  he  did,  none  ever  did  so  wtlL 
Too  happy  days !  when,  if  he  toueh'd  a  flowV 
Or  gem  of  thine,  'twas  sacred  from  that  hour ; 
When  thou  didst  sUidy  him  till  every  tone 
And  gestare  and  dear  took  became  thy  own,— 
Thy  voice  like  his,  the  changca  of  his  face 
In  thine  reflected  with  still  lovelier  grace, 
Like  e^cho,  sending  hack  sweet  inusic,  fraught 
With  twice  the*  arriul  sweetness  it  had  hrnugbtE 
Yet  now  be  comes,  ^ — brighter  than  even  he 
Ere  beam'd  before, — bnt,  ah  !  not  bright  for  thee  j 
No— dread,  nnlook*d  for,  like  a  visitant 
From  the"  other  world,  be  comes  a*  if  to  hannt 
Thy  guilty  soul  with  dreams  of  lost  deligbt. 
Long  lost  to  all  but  niemVy's  aching  sight : — 
Sad  dreams  !  as  when  the  Spirit  of  our  Youth 
Returns  in  sleep,  sparkling  with  all  the  truth 
And  innocence  once  ours,  and  leads  ms  back» 
In  moarnful  mockery,  o'er  the  shining  track 
Of  our  young  life,  and  points  out  everj^  ray 
Of  hope  and  peace  we*ve  lost  upon  the  way  J 

Once  happy  pair  !  - —  In  proud  Bokhara's  groves, 
Who  had  not  htarJ  of  their  first  youthful  lores? 
Bom  by  that  ancient  flood  ^,  which  from  its  spring 
In  the  dark  Mountains  swiftly  wandering, 
Enricb'd  by  ev'ry  pilgrim  brook  that  shines 
With  relics'  frtmi  Btrcn aria's  ruby  mines. 
And,  lending  to  ihe  Caspian  half  its  strength, 
In  the  culd  Lake  of  Eagles  sinks  at  length  ;  - 


>  Ttie   Amoo,  whkh   rift^i   in   ttits   Hi^ur   Tak,  or  Dnrk 
TtfouDiAtni,  and  running  n^Arlj  from  nABt  to  wf»«t,  split*  Into 


There,  on  Ihe  banks  of  that  bright  river  bom, 
The  flow'rs,  that  hung  above  its  wave  at  mora, 
Bless*d  not  the  waters,  as  ibey  nmrniurVl  by. 
With  holier  scent  and  Itiiftre,  than  the  sigh 
And  virgin 'glance  of  first  alTection  cast 
Upon  their  youth's  smi^otb  current,  ns  it  pasfi*d  1 
But  war  diaturb'd  this  vision,  —  far  away 
From  her  fond  eyes  summoned  to  joiu  the*  array 
Of  PERgTA's  warriors  on  the  hills  of  Tub  ace, 
The  youth  exchaiig'd  his  sylvan  dwelling  place 
For  the  rude  tent  and  war-field's  de:ithfut  clash  i 
His  Zelica's  sweet  glances  for  the  flash 
Of  Urecian  wild-fire,  and  Love's  gentle  chains 
For  bkeditig  bcmdage  on  Bi'iCANTiUM'ti  plains* 

Moutli  after  month,  ia  widowhood  of  soul 
EJroopinp,  the  maiden  saw  two  summem  roll 
Thi-'ir  suns  away — •  but,  ah,  how  cold  and  dim 
Ev'n  summer  i^uns,  when  not  Iwheld  with  him  ! 
From  lime  to  time  ill-omen'd  rumours  came. 
Like  spirit-tongues,  nmttVing  the  sick  man's  name, 
Just  ere  he  dies  :  —  at  length  those  sounds  of  dread 
Fell  witirring  on  her  soul,  **  Azim  is  dead  I" 
Oh  Grief,  beyond  all  other  griefs,  when  fate 
First  leaves  the  young  heart  lone  and  desolate 
In  the  wide  world,  without  that  only  tie 
For  which  it  lov'd  to  live  or  fear'd  to  die;  — 
Lorn  an  the  hung-up  lute,  that  ne*er  hath  spoken 
Sitice  the  sad  day  its  master-chord  was  broken! 

Food  maid,  the  sorrow  of  her  soul  was  sueh^ 
Ev'n  reason  sunk,  *-*  blighted  beneath  its  touch  j 
And  tliotigh,  ere  long,  her  sanguine  spirit  rose 
Above  the  first  dead  pressure  of  its  woes. 
Though  health  and  bloom  return "d»  the  delicate 

chain 
Of  thought,  once  tangled,  never  clear'd  again. 
Wurai,  lively,  soft  as  in  youtb^s  happiest  day, 
Tlie  mind  was  still  all  there,  but  turn*d  astray  ; — 
A  wand'ring  bark,  upon  wh<^j*e  pathway  shone 
All  stars  of  heaven,  except  the  guiding  one  I 
Again  she  smiFd,  nay,  much  and  brightly  smifd. 
But  'twas  a  lustre,  strange,  unreal,  wild  \ 
And  when  she  sung  to  her  lute's  touching  strain, 
'Twas  like  the  notes,  half  ecstasy,  half  pain. 
The  bulbul «  utters,  ere  her  soul  deiiart. 
When,  van^^uish'd  by  some  minstrel's  pow*rftil  art. 
She  dies  upon  the  lute  whose  sweetness  broke  her 

heart  t 

Such  was  the  mood  in  which  that  mission  foitnd 
Young  Zeuca,  —  that  mission,  which  around 


two  bmndiiei ;  vm  of  which  f*ll»  Into  thff  Csiptan  tea.  tad 
thf  cither  tTilo  Aral  N*t»r,  or  tl»c  LaJke  of  E^gW: 
'  TliB  tilebtiiiff&le. 


I 
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TW  Eamam  vorU,  im  emery  icfioD  blest 

Witk  v<flBaB*f  s&ile,  aon^  oat  hi  lorelicst. 

To  gnee  that  galaxr  of  lipt  md  eyes 

WUch  the  VcoTd  Prophet  destin'd  for  the  fkics: — 

And  sidi  qnSek  veleome  as  a  sparfc  receires 

Dropped  on  a  bed  of  Aatnmn's  vhher'd  leares. 

Did  crery  tale  of  these  enthusiasts  find 

In  dM  wild  maiden's  sorrov-blighted  mind. 

AH  fire  at  once  the  madd'ning  zeal  she  canght ;  — 

Elect  of  Paradise!  blest,  raptnroos  thought ! 

Picdestin*d  bride,  in  hearen's  eternal  dome. 

Of  some  brare  youth — ha!  durst  they  say  ''of 


,  Together  picturing  to  her  mind  and  ear 
The  glories  of  that  hear'n.  her  desdn'd  sphere. 
Where  all  vas  pore,  vhere  erery  stain  that  lay 
Upon  the  spirit's  light  should  pass  avay, 
■  And,  realizing  more  than  youthful  lore 
\  E'er  wish'd  or  dream'd.  she  should  for  ever  rove 
j  Through  fields  of  fragrance  by  her  Azui's  side, 
I  His  own  bless'd,  purified,  eternal  bride  !  — 
^was  from  a  scene,  a  witching  trance  like  this. 
He  hurried  her  away,  yet  breathing  bliss. 
To  the  dim  charnel-house  ;  —  through   all   its 


Ko  —  of  the  one,  one  only  oliject  trac*d 
In  her  heart's  core  too  deep  to  be  effaced ; 
The  one  whose  mem*ry,  fresh  as  life,  is  twin*d 
With  erery  broken  link  of  her  lost  mind ; 
Whose    image   lircs,   though    Reason's    self   be 

wreck'd. 
Safe  'mid  the  ruins  of  her  intellect  1 

Alas,  poor  Zeuca  I  it  needed  all 
The  fimtasy,  which  held  thy  mind  in  thrall. 
To  see  in  that  gay  Haram's  glowing  maids 
A  sainted  colony  for  Eden's  shades ; 
Or  dream  that  he,  —  of  whose  unholy  flame 
Thou  wert  too  soon  the  victim,  —  shining  came 
From  Paradise,  to  people  its  pure  sphere 
With  souls  like  thine,  which  he  hath  ruined  here ! 
No  —  had  not  reason's  light  totally  set. 
And  left  thee  dark,  thou  hadst  an  amulet 
In  the  lov'd  image,  graven  on  thy  heart. 
Which  would  have  sav'd  thee  from  the  tempter's  art, 
And  kept  alive,  in  all  its  bloom  of  breath. 
That  purity,  whose  fading  is  love's  death  !  — 
But  lost,  inflam'd,  —  a  restless  zeal  took  place 
Of  the  mild  virgin's  still  and  feminine  grace  ; 
First  of  the  Prophet's  favourites,  proudly  first 
In  zeal  and  charms,  —  too  well  the'   Impostor 

nurs'd 
Her  soul's  delirium,  in  whose  active  fiame. 
Thus  lighting  up  a  young,  luxuriant  frame, 
He  saw  more  potent  sorceries  to  bind 
To  his  dark  yoke  the  spirits  of  mankind. 
More  subtle  chains  than  hell  itself  e'er  twin'd. 
No  art  was  spar'd,  no  witch'ry  ;  —  all  the  skill 
His  demons  taught  him  was  employed  to  fill 
Her  mind  with  gloom  and  ecstasy  by  turns — 
That  gloom,  through  which  Frenzy  but  fiercer 

bums; 
That  ecstasy,  which  from  the  depth  of  sadness 
OUrcs  like  the  maniac's  moon,  whose  light  is  mad- 
ness' 

'Twas  fW>m  a  brilliant  banquet,  where  the  sound 
Of  poesy  and  music  breath'd  around. 


Of  damp  and  death,  led  only  by  those  gleams 
Which  foul  Corruption  lights,  as  with  design 
To  show  the  gay  and  proud  she  too  can  shine  — 
And,  passing  on  through  upright  ranks  of  Dead, 
Which  to  the  maiden,  doubly  craz'd  by  dread, 
Seem'd,  through  the  bluish  death-light  round  them 

cast. 
To  move  their  lips  in  mutt'rings  as  she  pass'd  — 
There,  in  that  awful  place,  when  each  had  quaff'd 
And  pledg'd  in  silence  such  a  fearful  draught. 
Such  —  oh !  the  look  and  taste  of  that  red  bowl 
Will  haunt  her  till  she  dies  —  he  bound  her  soul 
By  a  dark  oath,  in  hell's  own  language  fram'd. 
Never,  while  earth  his  mystic  presence  claim'd, 
li^liile  the  blue  arch  of  day  hung  o'er  them  both. 
Never,  by  that  all-imprecating  oath, 
In  joy  or  sorrow  from  his  side  to  sever.  — 
She  swore,  and  the  wide  chamel  echoed,  **  Never, 

never  !** 

From  that  dread  hour,  entirely,  wildly  giv'n 
To  him  and — she  believ'd,  lost  maid ! — toheav'n ; 
Her  brain,  her  heart,  her  passions  all  inflam'd 
How  proud  she  stood,  when  in  full  Haram  nam'd 
The   Priestess  of  the  Faith!  — how  flash'd  her 

eyes 
With  light,  alas,  that  was  not  of  the  skies, 
When  round,  in  tranc4,^,  only  less  than  hers, 
She  saw  the  Haram  kneel,  her  prostrate  wor- 
shippers. 
Well  might  Mokanna  think  that  form  alone 
Had  spells  enough  to  make  the  world  his  own  :  — 
Light,  lovely  limbs,  to  wliich  the  spirit's  play 
Gave  motion,  airy  as  the  dancing  spray, 
When  from  its  stem  the  small  bird  wiugs  away  : 
Lips  in  whose  rosy  labyrinth,  when  she  smil'd. 
The  soul  was  lost ;  and  blushes,  swift  and  wild 
As  arc  the  momentary  meteors  sent 
Across  the'  uucalm,  but  beauteous  firmament. 
And  then  her  look  —  oh  I  where's  the  heart  so 

wise 
Could  unbewilder'd  meet  those  matchless  eyes  ? 
Quick,  restless,  strange,  but  exquisite  withal, 
Like  those  of  angels,  just  before  their  fidl ; 
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Now  ahadow'd  with  the  shames  of  cartli  —  hot? 

crost 
By  gUmpses  of  the  Heav*n  ker  heart  bad  lost ; 
In  evVy  glance  there  broke,  without  cowtroul, 
The  flushes  of  a  bright,  but  troubled  soul, 
Where  sensibility  fitill  wildly  play*d, 
Like  lightning,  round  the  mius  it  bad  made! 

And  such  was  now  young  ZEi,icA~sochang*di 
.  From  her  who,  some  years  siuee,  delighted  rang*d 
The  almond  groves  that  shade  Bokhara^s  tide, 
AH  life  fluti  bliss,  with  Attn  by  her  sidel 
So  alter  d  was  she  dow,  this  festal  day, 
When,  'mid  the  proud  Divau^s  duj&zling  array» 
The  vision  of  that  Youth  whom  she  had  lov'd, 
Had  wept  as  dead,  before  her  breath'd  and  mov'd ; — 
Whca  —  bright,  she  thiQUght,  as  if  from  Eden's  track 
But  half-way  troddeo,  he  had  waiider*d  back 
AgaiD  to  earth,  glistening  with  Eiloo's  Hgbt^ 
Her  beauteous  Azxm  shone  before  her  sight 

O  HeaaoQ  !  who  shall  say  what  spells  retiew, 
When  least  we  look  for  it,  thy  brokeu  clew  ! 
Through  what  small  vistas  o'er  the  darken'd  brain 
Thy  intellectual  day-beam  bursts  again  ; 
And  how,  like  forts,  to  which  be  league  rers  win 
Unhop'd-for  eutrance  throLigh  some  friend  withio, 
Doe  clear  idea,  wakeu*d  In  the  breast 
By  naem'ry's  magic,  lets  in  all  the  rest. 
Wotdd  it  were  thus,  unhappy  girl,  with  ibee ! 
But  though  h'ght  came,  it  came  but  partially  j 
Enough  to  show  the  masfc,  in  which  thy  sense 
Wander'd  alMJUt,  —  but  not  to  guide  it  thence; 
Enough  to  glimmer  o'er  the  yawning  wave. 
But  not  to  point  the  harbour  which  might  save. 
Hours  of  delight  and  peace,  long  left  behind, 
With  that  dear  form  came  rushiug  o'er  her  mind  ; 
But,  oh !  to  think  how  deep  her  soul  had  gone 
In  shame  and  falsehood  since  those  moments  shone; 
And,  then,  her  oath  —  tJiert  madness  lay  again. 
And,  shudd'riug,  back  she  smik  into  her  chain 
Of  mental  darkness,  as  if  blest  to  flee 
From  light,  whose  every  glimpse  was  agODyl 
Yet,  mtf  relief  this  glance  of  former  years 
Brought,  mingled  with  its  pain,  ^^  tears,  floods  of 

tears. 
Long  f]*ozeD  at  her  heart,  but  now  like  rills 
Let  loose  in  spring-time  from  the  snowy  hills, 
And  gushing  wtirm,  after  a  sleep  of  frost. 
Through  valleys  where  their  flow  had  long  been 

lost. 

Sad  and  subdu*d,  for  the  first  time  her  frame 
Trembled  with  horror,  when  the  summons  came 
(A  summons  protid  and  rare,  which  all  but  she, 
And  she,  till  now,  had  heard  with  ecstasy.) 


To  meet  Mokanna  at  his  place  of  prayer, 
A  garden  oratorj',  cool  and  fair, 
By  the  stream's  side,  where  still  at  close  of  day 
The  Prophet  of  the  Veil  reiir'd  to  pray  ; 
Sometimes  alone  —  but,  oft'ner  far,  with  one, 
One  choseti  nymph  to  share  his  orison. 

Of  late  none  found  such  favour  in  bis  sight 
As  the  young  Priestess;  and  though,  amce  that 

night 
WTien  the  death-caverns  echo'd  every  tone 
Of  the  dire  oath  that  made  her  all  his  own, 
The'  Impostor,  sure  of  his  infuiuatc  prize. 
Had,  more  than  once,  thrown  ofFhis  soul's  disguise, 
And  utter'd  such  unheav*nly,  tuonstrous  things, 
As  ev'u  across  the  desp'rate  wanderings 
Of  a  weak  intellect,  whose  lamp  was  out. 
Threw  startling  shadows  of  dismay  and  doubt  \  — 
Yet  saeal,  ambition,  her  tremendous  vow, 
The  thought,  still  haunting  her,  of  that  bright 

brow, 
Whose  blaze,  as  yet  from  mortal  eye  eonceard, 
Would  soon,  proud  triumph  !  be  to  her  reveal'd, 
To  her  alone  ;  —  and  then  the  hope,  mo«t  dear, 
Most  wild  of  all,  that  her  transgressioo  here 
Was  hut  a  passage  through  carth^s  grosser  fire, 
From  which  the  spirit  would  at  hist  aspire, 
Ev'u  purer  than  before, — as  pcrftimes  rise 
Through  flame  and  smoke,  most  welcome  to  the 

skies  — 
And  that  when  AziM^a  fond,  divine  embrace 
Should  circle  her  in  heav*n,  no  dark'ning  ti'ace 
Wttuld  on  lb  lit  bosom  he  once  lov'd  remain, 
But  all  be  bright,  be  pure,  be  ftis  again  !  — 
These  were  the  wild*ring  dreams,  whose  curst 

deceit 
Had  chained  her  soul  beneath  the  tempter^s  feet^ 
And  made  her  think  ev'n  damning  falsehood  sweet. 
But  now  that  isbape,  which  hud  appall'd  heY  view, 
That  Semhlance — oh  how  terrible,  if  true  1 
Which  came  across  her  frenzy's  full  career 
With  shock  of  consciousnesfi,  cold,  deep,  severe. 
As  when,  in  nonbern  seaa,  at  midnight  dark, 
An  isle  of  ice  encounters  some  swift  bark. 
And,  startling  all  its  wretches  from  their  sleep. 
By  one  cold  impulse  hurls  them  to  the  deep  ;^- 
So  came  that  shock  not  frenzy's  self  could  hear, 
And  waking  up  each  long-lull'd  image  there, 
Butcheck'd  her  headlong  soul,  to  sink  it  in  despair  I 

Wan  and  dejected,  through  the  ev*ning  dtiak, 
She  now  went  slowly  to  that  small  kiosk, 
Where,  pond'riiig  alone  his  impious  schemes, 
MoKANNA  waited  her  —  too  wrapt  in  dreams 
Of  the  fair-rip'niug  future's  rich  success,  . 
To  heed  the  sorrow,  pale  and  spiritless. 
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That  sat  upon  his  victiiirf  doTrncast  brow. 
Or  mark  how  slow  her  step,  how  alter'd  now 
From  the  quick,  ardent  Priestesi,  whcwke  light  bound 
Came  like  a  spirit's  o'er  the*  ancchoing  ground*  — 
Fro»i  that  wild  Zelica,  whose  every  glance 
Was  thrilliog  fire,  whose  ev'ry  thought  a  irance  t 

ITpon  his  csouch  the  Veil'd  Mokanna  lay, 
\^Tiile  lamps  around — not  such  as  lend  their  my, 
GlimmVing:  nnd  cokl,  to  those  who  nightly  pray 
In  holy  KooM  ',  or  Mecca's  dim  arcadts, — 
But  hrilliant,  soft,  sueh  lights  ns  h»vely  maidd 
Ix>ok  loveliest  in,  shed  their  luxurious  glow 
Upon  his  mystic  Veil's  white  glitt'ring  flow. 
Beside  him,  'stead  of  beads  and  bocjks  of  pray  V, 
Which  the  world  fondly  thought  he  mos'd  on  thurts 
Stood  Vases,  fiU'd  with  Kihumke's'J  goldcm  wine. 
And  the  red  weepings  of  the  Suiraz  vine; 
Of  which  his  eurtain'd  lips  ftiU  many  a  draught 
Took  jiealou«ly,  as  if  each  drop  they  quaff 'd. 
Like  Zejizem's  Spring  of  Holiness  %  had  pow'r 
To  freshen  the  soul's  virtues  into  flow'r  I 
A  fid  still  he  drank  and  ponder'd  —  nor  could  fi€?e 
The'  approaching  maid,  so  deep  bis  reverie  j 
At  length,  with  fiendish  taitgh,  like  that  which 

broke 
From  EiiLTS  at  the  Fait  of  Man,  he  spoke  :  — 
♦*  Yes,  ye  vile  race,  for  hell's  amusement  given, 
"  Toa  roeau   for  earth,   yet  claiming   kin   with 

heav'n ; 
"  God's  images,  forsooth  ! — such  g<^  as  he 
•*  Wliom  India  serves,  ibe  monkey  deity;'* — 
♦*  W  creaturej  of  a  breoth,  proud  ihingfi  of  clay, 
**  To  whom  if  LrciFEa,  as  grandams  say, 
•♦  Refufi'd,  though  at  !he  forfeit  of  heaven's  light, 
"  To  bend  in  worship,  Lucifeb  was  right !  *  — 
"  Soon  shall  I  plant  this  ftx>t  upon  the  neck 
**  Of  your  foul  race,  and  without  fear  or  check, 
**  Ltticuriaiiiig  in  bate,  arenge  my  shame, 
^*  My  deep-felt,   iong-ntirst    loathing   of   mau*t 

name  I^ — 

I  Tliif  cittrt  or  V*nn  [at  Kaotix)  and  CAiliiio  «r«  Ml  of 
inowiiiie««  WAiunlcum*,  and  •fpukhret  of  tho  «t«tceiKl«u(t  of 
All.  Ilw*  Saintt  of  Tcrili*,—  (.'A*rrrfm. 

«  An  itUtid  in  the  PenlAn  Cult  ceUilinited  for  Iti  White 
•tnr 

■  Tii0  mirnculmu  wvll  at  !U«re»  ;  «o  nlUsd,  Mgri  Sale,  fruiii 
thf  tnurmnrln.T:  rtf  ttt  trafcr?. 

*  I  1 1  .  ,  ,  nu»  Iti  matiy  iMirti  of 
Ift'l'  ■  'o  ttut  tjrj<J  llxuiTmrnan, 

•  dt':',  ,  ricv.*'  — /*(r»mrti»J'f  Hin- 

at^tmini^  In  Siq»km't  iWtim^  Of  a  fotnnn  fwi- 

Ta.tUit  to  Ooa.  wImq  lh«  Purtii 

I  trracitrat  |br  lilt  r^twery  or  a 

iir)il  In  ktmI  t«D#ratiEin^  and 

I  dkc'H  ATHAy  u[K«i  tite  conqufttt  of  the  Un( 

.'-»»^M)n  or  Rt»lli  nol  |q  celoKmlodrr  ll»a  or^ 
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**  Soon  at  the  head  of  myriads*  blind  and  fierce 

**  As  hooded  falcons,  through  the  universe 

"  ril  sweep  my  dark'ning,  desolating  way, 

■^  Weak  man  my  iustrument,  curst  man  my  prry  ! 

**  Ye  wise*  ye  learn*d,  who  grope  yoar  dull  way  en 
**  By  the  dim  twinkling  gleams  of  age«  gone, 
"  Like  superstitious  thieves,  who  think  the  light 
**  From  dead  men's  marrow  guides  them  best  m 

night'* — 
**  Ye  shall  have  honours— wealth — yes.  Sages, yes — 
"  I  know,  grave  fools,  your  wisdom's  nothiDgaeiss; 
"  l^ndazzled  it  can  track  you  starry  sphere, 
■*  But  a  gilt  stick,  a  bauble  blinds  it  here. 
''  Iluw  I  shall  laugh,  when  trumpeted  along, 
"  lo  lying  speech,  and  still  more  lying  soog, 
"  By  these  learn 'd  slaves,  the  meanest  of  the  throng; 
'^  Their  wits  bought  up,  their  wisdom  shrunk  so 

small, 
**  A  sceptre's  puny  point  can  wield  it  all  1 

**  Ye  too,  belicvera  of  incredible  creeds, 
"  Whose  faith  enshrines  tlie  monsters  which  it 

breeds  % 
'^  Whi>,  holder  ev'u  than  N  em  rod,  think  to  ri»e, 
**  By  nonsense  heap'd  on  nonsense,  to  the  skies ; 
**  Ye  shall  have  miracles,  ay,  sound  ones  too, 
"  Seen,  heard,  attested,  evVy  thing  —  but  true. 
"  Your  preaching  zealots,  too  inspir'd  to  seek 
"  One  grace  of  meaning  for  the  things  they  speak; 
"  Yoor  martyrs,  ready  lo  shed  out  their  blood, 
"  For  truths  too  heav'nly  to  be  understood  i 
**  And  your  State  Priests,  sole  vendors  of  the  lorpt 
**  That  works  salvation  ;  — as,  on  Ava's  fthore>, 
"  Where  none  hut  priests  are  privileg'd  to  trade 
"  In  that  best  marble  of  which  Gods  are  mad^;? 
**  They  shall  have  mysteries  —  ay,  precious  stitff, 
**  For  knaves  to  thrive  by  —  mysteries  eooogh  ; 
**  Dark,  tangled  doctrines,  dark  as  fraud  can  weave, 
"  Which  simple  votaries  shall  on  trust  receiviv 
♦*  Wliile  craftier  feign  l>elief,  till  they  believe, 

fn*«lur(*,  mxa,  wa»,  arcordinf  to  Mahometan  fcradlllon,  Itiiu 
adapted  :  ->  •*  The  isarth  twhkh  Gi^J  1)4^  •«lo(t«d  for  th*  nui- 
teiiaU  nf  hl«  wurk)  vtn  carried  tiitu  AmMa  lo  a  ftacv  t)»- 
t««rfi  Mcfca  And  Tajot.  wliore,  bHng  drtt  dnradt^  tijr  tli4t 
aiitfcl*.  U  wni  AllrrwivrdB  tAAtiiutivd  lijf  G<n\  hlmt*4f  Into  a 
liMtnati  form,  and  tctt  to  drj  tot  Ihe  •pac«  of  tortj  dajt,  »*»  aj 
other*  Mr,  .m  mnny  y'-in  ,  <the  .^tn^^U,  li^n  the  mcsm  llmo, 
ofteTi  vi'i  ir  of  the  anicrli  nmrnt  to 

tirwl'*  1'-  1 1  amon/  lJi«  rctt ,  but  hi>, 

Dul  n^tii'  - ,   ..     ,  wukod  it  with  liU  Utot  nil  It 

rtinir,  afiii  ktuiirtnif  ii4Hl  fk^iguod  that  crt>aturo  fo  tut  |»lt 
•ut>«rior,  took  a  *f>crrt  rr*ttUtUii<i\  ni*vcf  to  at'kiii>KtMl^  Him 

■   V  kt«i.V  oi  rljf  lurU  by  rt)t3l)rr«.  rallvd  lti« 

llandof  fJlur}  <r  which  «ra4  mad>f  oftht^  flit  ofa 

ilaad  nalaiCKtor.  rt»U  h4>wi<vert  vat  ratli«r  a  wwlAtn  Umo 
an  flSilgfw  Mi|Mir«llUon. 

'  Th«  nafvrtiil  of  iryidi  lai«i«t  of  (««u4iBa  <tlMi  •InsMUi 
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••  A  Heaven  too  ye  mast  have,  ye  lords  of  du&t,  — 

*  A  splendid  Paradise,  — purt;  souls,  ye  mmi  i 

•*  That  Prophet  ill  susUuos  his  holy  call, 

**  Wlio  finds  not  heav'ns  to  suit  the  tastes  of  all  -, 

"  Hoiiria  for  boys,  omnUcieocc  for  sages, 

"  And  wings  and  glories  for  all  ranks  and  ages. 

**  Vain  Ihiugs  1 — as  lust  or  Tanity  inspires, 

«  The  hcav'n  of  each  is  hut  what  each  desires, 

**  And,  Boul  or  sense*  whate'tr  the  objeet  be» 

**  Man  would  be  man  to  all  eternity  9 

**  So  let  him  —  Edlis  !  —  grant  this  crowning  curse, 

**  But  keep  him  what  he  is,  no  Hell  w^ere  worse." 

•*  Oh  my  lost  soul!"  excbim'd  the  shnddVing 

maid. 
Whose  ears  had  dmnk  like  poison  all  he  said  .  — 
BIoKAXNA  staritjd- — not  ahash'd»  afraid, — 
He  knew  no  more  of  fear  thaa  one  who  dwells 
Beneath  the  tropics  knuws  of  icicles  I 
But,  in  tho.se  disimal  words  that  reached  his  ear, 
**  Ob  my  lost  soul ! "  there  was  a  sound  so  drear, 
So  like  tlint  voice,  among  the  sinful  deiid, 
In  which  the  legend  oVr  Hell's  Gate  is  read. 
That,  new  as  ^twas  from  her,  whom  nought  cob  Id 

dim 
Or  sink  till  now,  it  startled  even  him. 

"  Ha,  my  fair  PrieateMl"  —  thus,   with  ready 

wiU% 
The*  Impostor  turned  to  greet  her — ■**■  thou,  whose 

sDiile 
"  Hath  inspiralion  in  its  rosy  beam 
**  Beyond  the'    Eintiusiast's    hope    or  Prophet^s 

dream ; 
**  Light  of  the  Faith  !  who  twiu'st  religion's  zeal 
**  So  close  with  love's,  men  know  not  which  they 

feel. 
**  Nor  which  to  sigh  for,  iu  their  trance  of  heart, 
**  The  heav*n  thou  preachest  or  the  heav'n  thou 

art! 
**  What  should  I  he  without  thee?  without  thee 
"  How  dull  were  p<iwerp  how  joyless  Tictory  ! 
"  Thoagfa  borne  by  angels,  if  that  f^inile  of  thine 
**  Blessed  not  my  banner,  'twere  but  half  divine, 
•*  But  —  why  BO  mournful,  child  ?  those  eyes,  that 

shone 
**  All  life  last  night  —  what  I  —  is  their  glory  gone? 
*♦  Come,  come  —  this  mom*s   fiitigue  hath  made 

them  pale, 
"  They  want  rekindling  —  suns  themselves  would 

fail 
"  Did  not  their  comets  bring,  as  I  to  thee, 
"  From  lighi*s  own  fount  supplies  of  hrilHancy. 

Deity)  mre  mndv*  i*  hvld  tacrtHi    *^  UirmAni  it^ay  wA  |K1T- 
cImm  thtt  marble  In  miii«,  bu(  arn  «tilllbr<d,  imd  Indoad  ma- 


"  Thou  seest  this  cnp — no  juice  of  earth  is  here, 
"  But  the  pure  waters  of  that  upper  sphere, 
"  Whose  rills  o'er  ruhy  beds  and  topax  flow, 
**  Catching  the  gem's  h right  colour,  as  they  go. 
"  Nightly  my  Genii  come  and  till  these  nras^ 
"  Nay,  drink  —  iu  cv'ry  drop  life's  essence  hums; 
*'  'Twill  make  tliat  soul  all  fire,  those  eyes  all  light — 
**  Come,  come,  I  want  thy  loveliest  smiles  to-night: 
*' There  is  a  youth — ^why   start? — ^thou  saw'st 

tiim  then; 
**  Look'd  he  not  nohly  ?  such  the  godlike  men 
"  Tboult  have  to  woo  thee  in  the  bow'rs  above  ;  — 
**  Though  /«,  I  fear,  hsvlh  thotights  too  stern  for  love, 
"  Too  mrd  by  that  cold  enemy  of  bliss 
**  The  world  calls  virttie  —  we  mu5t  coni]uer  this  i 
**  Nay,  shrink  not,  pretly  sage  I  'tis  not  for  thee 
"  To  scan  the  mazes  of  Heav'n 's  mystery  : 
**  The  steel  must  pass  through  fire,  ere  it  can  yield 
**  Fit  inslrnmctvts  for  mighty  hands  to  wield. 
**  This  very  night  I  mean  to  try  the  art 
**  Of  powerful  btauly  on  that  warrior's  heart, 
"  All  that  my  Hui-am  btjasts  of  bloom  and  wit, 
"  Of  skill  and  cbarms,  most  rare  and  exquisite, 
"  Shall  tempt  the  boy  ;^  young  Miazala's  blue 

eyes, 
**  Whose  sleepy  lid  like  snow  on  violets  lies  s 
**  AKotWA^s  cheeks,  warm  as  a  spring-day  sun, 
'*  And  lips  that,  like  the  seal  of  Solomox, 
*•  Have  mugic  in  their  pressure  ;  Zeiia's  lute, 
**  And  LiLLA's  drmciiig  feet,  that  gleam  and  shoot 
"  Rapid  and  white  as  sea-hirds  o'er  the  deep  — 
"  All  shall  combine  tbeir  witching  powers  to  steep 
*^  My  convert's  spirit  in  that  soft^nitig  trance, 
*'  From  which  to  heav'n  is  but  the  next  advance; — 
**  That  glowing,  yielding  fnfiion  of  the  breast, 
**  On  which  Religion  stamps  her  image  best. 
**  But  hear  me.  Priestess !  —  though  each  nymph 

of  these 
"  llalb  some  peculiar,  practis'd  [miwV  to  please, 
**  S<ime  glance  or  step  wbieli,  at  the  mirror  tried, 
"  First  charms  herself,  then  all  the  world  beside; 
"  There  still  wants  oni',  to  make  the  virt'ry  sure, 
"  One  who  in  every  look  joins  ev&ry  lure  *, 
"  Through  whom  all  beauty's  l>eams  concentred 

pass, 
'*  Dazzling  and  warm,  as  through  love's  burning 

glass ; 
*'  Whose  gentle  lips  persuade  without  a  word, 
"  Whose  words,  ev'n  when  unmeaning,  are  ador'd, 
'*  Like  inarticulate  breathings  from  a  shrine, 
"  Which  our  faith  takes  for  granted  are  divine  ! 
*'^  Such  is  the  nymph  we  want,  all  warmth  and  light, 
"  To  crown  the  rich  temptations  of  to*nigbt ; 

CDurajitHl.  to  buf  flgurct  of  the  Ddly  readf  nuide/*  —  S^mr'i 
Apii,toI.  II.  p,376. 
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**  Such  the  refia*d  endiftDtresi  tiiAt  must  be 
*'  This  heroes  vanquisher,^ — and  thou  art  she! *' 

With  her  hands  claspM,  her  lips  apart  and  pale. 
The  maid  had  stood,  g&img  upon  the  Veil 
From  ivhich  these  worda,  like  south  winds  through 

a  fence 
Of  KcTzrah  flow'rB,  came  fill*d  with  pestilence  |  * 
So  boldly  utter'd  too  !  as  if  all  dread 
Of  froTms  from  her,  of  virtuous  frowns^  were  fltd^ 
And  the  wretch  felt  assur'd  that,  once  plunged  in^ 
Her  woumn's  soul  would  know  oo  pause  in  sio  ! 

At  first,  though  mute  she  listeti*d,  like  a  dream 
Seem'd  atl  he  said:  nor  could  her  mind,  whose 

beam 
As  yet  was  weak,  penetrate  half  his  scheme. 
But  when,  at  length,  be  tittered,  '*  Thou  art  she ! " 
AM  &iah'd  at  oncct  und  shrieking  piteously, 
"  Oh  not  for  worlds  I"  she  cried—"  Great  God  ! 

to  whom 
**  I  once  knelt  innocent,  is  this  my  doom  ? 
**  Are  all  my  dreams,  my  hopes  of  heav'nly  bliss^ 
"  My  purit}',  nay  pridc%  then  come  to  this,  — 
"  To  live,  the  wanton  of  a  fiend  I  to  Iw 
"  The  pander  of  his  guilt — ^oh  infamy  1 
"  And  sunk,  myself,  as  low  as  hell  can  steep 
"  In  its  hot  flood,  drag  othci's  down  a^  deep  ! 
"  Others  —  ha  I   yes  —  that   youth  who  came  to- 
day— 
"  Not  him  I  lov*d  —  not  him — (»h  !  do  but  say, 
**  But  swear  to  me  this  moment  'tis  not  he, 
"  And  I  will  serve,  dark  fiend,  will  worship  even 
thee !  " 

^  Beware,  young  raring  thing  i — in  time  he- 

ware, 

**  Kor  utter  what  I  eanuot,  must  noi  bear, 
"  Ev'n  from  thtj  lips,  Go^try  ihy  hite,thy  roice, 
*♦  The  b<iy  must  feel  their  magic  ;^I  rejoice 
"  To  fttje  those  fires,  no  matter  whence  ihey  rise, 
"  Once  more  illuming  my  fair  Priestess'  eyes  ; 
••  And  should  the  youth,  whom  soon  those  eyes 

iliall  worm, 
**  Indrrd  resemble  thy  dvnd  lover's  form, 
**  So  much  the  happier  wilt  thou  find  tliy  doom, 
••As  one  warm  lover,  full  of  life  and  bioom, 
**  Excels  ten  thousand  cold  ones  in  the  tomb. 
"  ^^y^  nay,  no  fVownmg,  iwcet  I  —  those  eyes  were 

made 
**  For  love,  not  ang«r — I  must  be  obeyed." 

♦  '*  It  U  cmnmmAf  «alil  In  PvrtU,  tb*t  if  « tnAti  IvrMthc  in 
Ih*  tiol  Kiuth  «riii<|,  which  In  June  or  Julj  pMi<4  otcr  that 
tfnwrr  Uhv  Kprtrtrh).  It  will  kill  htm/'_  Thfit^nM. 

>  riir  hummlnii  It1ir«l  |»  iaUI  la  nm  Xhh  rUk  forih^  fMirpoM 
of  picking  tli«  (ii>i4.(JUf«'«  l«44h.    Tbff  MMrto  drcunulanoi  Jt 


Obcy*d  ! — *tis  well  —  yes,  I  deserve  it  all  — 
"  On  me,  on  me  Hi^av'n  s  vengeance  cannot  fall 
"  Too  heavily  —  but  Aziii,  brave  and  true 
"  And  lM?autifiil  —  must  he  be  ruin*d  too? 
"  Must  he  too,  glorious  as  he  b,  be  driTen 
"  A  renegade  bke  me  from  Love  and  Heaven  ? 
**  Like  mc? — Treak  wretch,  I  wrong  him — not 

like  me } 
•*  Ko — he's  all  truth  and  strength  and  purity  I 
"  Fill  tip  your  madd'ning  hell-cup  to  the  brim, 
**  Its  Witch'ry,  fiends,  will  have  no  charm  for  bini. 
"  Let   loose    your  glowing  wontoofl  from  their 

bow'rs, 
**  He  loves,  he  loves,  and  can  defy  their  powers  I 
**  Wretch  as  I  am,  in  A r«  heart  still  I  reign 
*"  Pure  as  when  first  we  met,  without  a  stain  ! 
"  Though  ruin'd  —  lost — my  mem'ry,  like  a  chDrm 
**  Ijch  by  the  dead,  still  keeps  his  soul  from  hamu 
"  Oh  I  never  let  him  know  how  deep  the  brow 
*•  He  kifis'd  at  parting  is  dishononr'd  now; — 
"  Ne'er  tell  him  how  debas'd,  how  sunk  is  she, 
**  Whom  once  he  lov'd  — onccl — s/i//  loves  do- 

tingly. 
**  Thou   laugh'st,    tormentor,  —  what !  —  thoult 

brand  my  name? 
**  Do,  do — in  vain — hell  not  believe  my  sbun« — 
"  He  thinks  me  troe,  that  nought  tH?neath  God*8  sky 
**  Could    tempt    or    change   me,   and-:- so   once 

thought  L 
"  But  this  is  past  — thmigh  worse  thin  dttth  my 

lot, 
"  Than  hell — 'tis  nothing  while  he  knows  it  not- 
"  Far  off  to  some  benighted  land  Til  fly, 
•*  Where  sunbeam  ne'er  shall  enter  till  1  die  j 
"  Where  none  will  ask  the  lost  one  whence  slie 

come, 
"  But  I  may  fade  and  fall  without  a  name. 
**  And  thou — curst  man  or  fiend,  whate'er  thnit 

art, 
**  Whofound'st  this  burning  plague-spot  in  my  heott, 
**  And  spreod'st  it — oh,  so  quick  t  —  through  soul 

and  fVame, 
*'  With  more  than  demon*B  art,  tiil  1  became 
**  A  loathsome  thing,  all  pestilence,  all  flame  I — 
"  If,  when  Vm  gone ^" 

"  Hold,  fearloit  laaiiiae,  bold. 
**  Nor  tempt  my  rngv—  by  neave%  not  half  to 

Ixjid 
'^  The  puny  bird,  that  dares  with  teasing  hum 
**  Within  the  crocodile's  stretched  jaws  to  come  ( ' 

r«Ul«(i  vf  \h«  IftfTitiMir.  «•  A  r»ct  tv  which  h«  wa*  «Kn«t*,  tif 
Paui  LueoM,  Voyair^  Ult  rn  1711. 

Til*  •ncirnt  utory  cmicemins  th«  TrochUu*,  or 
bird.  mtieriiiK  wilh  Impu&liy  Into  lli«  wiofith  of  lli» 
It  firmly  (wlieirnl  m  J»ra  —  B»rrmff*»  CbcAVn-CAilmt. 
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"  And  so  thotilt  %,  foreooth  ? — what  [^giye  up  all 

**  Tby  chaste  dominion  in  the  Huram  Hail, 

"  Where  now  to  Love  and  now  to  Ahh\  given, 

**  Half  mistreSvi  and  half  imint,  tlion  hang'st  as  even 

•*  As  doth  Medina's  tonib»  'twixt  hell  and  heaven  1 

"  Though  fly  ?^ — as  easily  may  reptiles  ran» 

**  The  gaunt  snake  once  hath  fix'd  hi&  eyes  upon  ; 

**  A»  easily,  when  catiglit,  the  pruy  may  be 

**  Pluck 'd  fmm  his  loving  foUl&t  as  thou  from  me. 

"  No,  no,  *li9  fix'd — ^let  good  or  ill  betide, 

*'  Tboti'rt  mine  till  death,  till  death  Mokai«ka's 

bride  t 
«*  Hast  thou  forgot  thy  oath  ?  "  — 

At  this  dread  word, 
The  Maid»  whose  spirit  hb  rude  taunts  had  stirred 
ThroQgb  all  its  depths,  and  roos'd  an  anger  there, 
That  bnrst  and  lightened  even  tbrougb  her  de- 
spair— 
Shrank  back,  as  if  a  bUght  were  in  the  breath 
That  ipoke  that  word^  and  etagger'd  pale  as  deatfa, 

•*  Yea,  my  B worn  bride,  let  others  seek  in  howVs 
**  Their  bridal  place  —  the  charnel  vault  vas  ours  I 
**  Inatead  of  scents  and  balms,  for  thi<e  and  me 
"  Rose  the  rich  steams  of  sweet  mortality  \ 
**  Gay ^  flic k'ring  deatb-ligbtfi  shone  while  we  were 

wed, 
"  A  nd,  for  our  guest®,  a  row  of  goodly  Dead, 
"  (Immortal  spirits  in  their  time,  no  doubt,} 
**  From  reeking  shrouds  upon  the  rite  look*d  out ! 
**  That  oath  thou  henrd'st   more   lips  than  thine 

repeat-^ 
••  That   cop — thon    shuddVest^    Lady,^ — was    it 

sweet? 
*'  That  cop  we  pledg'd,  the  chameFs  choicest  wine, 
"  Hath  bound  thee  — ay — body  and  soul  all  mine; 
**  Bound  thee  by  chains  that,  whether  blest  or  curst 
**  No  matter  now,  not  bell  itself  shall  burst  I 
**  Hence,  woman,  to  the  Hiiram,  nod  look  gay, 
"Look    wild,    look— any   tbing    bnt    sad 5    yet 

stay  — 
**  One  moment  more — from  what  this  night  hatb 

passed, 
•*  I  see  thou  kiiow*fit  me,  know'st  me  iveU  at  last. 
**  Ha{  ha  !  and  so,  fond  thing,  thou  thougbt'st  all 

true, 
*  And  that  I  love  mankind  ?^ I  do,  I  do  — 

•  Clrcurn  cjudinn  rlpiu  (Nlll.Tii,)  aIm  mI  Ibi*.  E«  ier- 
pentlum  po^mlatur  otl^  gratii«$rnamqiie  ex  bt*  ei»m  nlilU 
•uli  refcrt.  —  Solmiu. 

*  '*  Tlio  r«ji»t  ofLanti^nit  )i  c«lebrat<^d  aL  Varatcheou  wtth 
man  mafulAccnce  ttiwi  any  wh«re  tlur;  and  the  rit|Kirl  Bo*** 
that  Vb9  lllttmlDattont  ther*  atft  to  rplpndld,  tliat  an  Emperor 
ODce,  not  daHnfc  openljr  lo  lca?«  hit  Ccmrt  Iti  gt»  thSiher.  com- 
BilUed  hiraieir  with  ibv  Qucpn  and  n'vc'taI  Princeitc*  of  hli 
fiunlljr  Ihto  the  handi  of  «  mA^ciAn.  wh^i  promlsied  to  trant. 
port  tbem  Lhtthcr  lo  a  trice.    He  tnade  them  In  the  night  to 


**  As  TJctims,  love  them  ;  as  the  sea-dog  doots 
"  Upoti  the  small,  sweet  fry  that  round  him  floats  j 
"  Or,  as  the  Nile-bird  loves  the  slime  that  gives 
**  .That  rank  and  venomous  food  on  which  she 
lives?—  » 

"  And,  now  thou  »eest  my  souPs  angelic  hue, 
*•  *Tis  time  these yi'tf/urjfj  were  uncurtaio'd  too  ; — 
"  This  brow,  whose  light  —  oh  rare  cek'stial  light  I 
'•  I  lath  been  reserv'd  to  bless  thy  favoured  sight ; 
**  These   dazEliug  eyes,  before   whose  shrouded 

might 
"  Thou*st  seen  immortal  Mao  kueel  down  and 

quake — 
**  Would  that  they  mert  heaven's  lightnings  for 

his  sake  I 
"  Bwt  ttim  and  look  —  then  wonder,  if  thou  wilt, 
"  That  I  should  hate,  should  take  reveoge,  by  guilt, 
**  trpon  the  band,  whose  mischief  or  whose  mirth 
"  Sent  me  thus  majm'd  and  monstrous  upon  earth  ; 
**  And  on  that  race  who,  though  more  vile  they  be 
"  Than  mowing  apes,  are  demi-gods  to  me  I 
"  Here — judge  if  hell,  with  all  its  power  to  damn, 
**  Can  aild  oae  corse  to  the  foul  thing  I  am  I "  — 

He   raised  bis  veil  —  the    Maid  tumM   slowly 
round. 
Looked  at  him — ^shriek'd— and  sunk   upon  the 
ground  I 


On  their  arrival,  next  nigh t»  at  the  place  of  en* 
campment,  tbey  were  surprised  and  delighted  to 
ind  the  groves  all  around  illuminated ;  some  ar- 
tists of  Yamtcheou^  having  been  sent  on  previously 
for  the  purpose.  On  each  side  of  the  green  alley 
which  led  to  the  Royal  Pavilion,  artificial  scene- 
ries of  bamboo- work  3  were  erected,  representing 
arches,  minarets,  and  towers,  from  which  hung 
thousands  of  silken  lanterns,  painted  by  the  most 
delicate  pencils  of  Canton.  ^ — Nothing  could  be 
more  beautiful  than  the  leaves  of  the  mango^trees 
and  acacias,  shining  in  the  light  of  the  bamboo* 
scenery,  which  shed  a  lustre  round  as  soft  as  that 
of  the  nights  of  Peristan. 


aiceod  magnlfiecnt  tbronei  thai  were  t>onie  np  by  twani, 
which  In  a  motnt^nt  ariivH  Ht  YnmtchI^<Hl«  The  Emperor 
•aw  at  hl>  telaure  all  the  tolemnity,  bctntr  carrM  upon  a  clofud 
that  faorered  oyei  the  city  and  descended  bf  decree*  i  aiul 
came  hucli  again  with  the  anme  ipeed  and  equipage^  embody  at 
court  perceklfif  hit  ahaence.''^  The  PrcfirU  State  oj  CArnov 
p. 166. 

>  See  a  de^crlptioin  of  the  nuptial*  of  Vi»lcr  Alee  In  the 
Aiiatic  Anmuai  Rfguter  qf  I<!l04. 
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Laixa  Rookh,  howerer,  who  vas  too  much  occn- 
{ned  bj  the  sad  ftory  of  Zeuca  and  her  lorer,  to 
give  a  thought  to  any  thing  else,  except,  perhaps, 
him  who  related  it,  harried  on  through  this  scene 
of  splendour  to  her  parilion, — greatly  to  the 
mortification  of  the  poor  artists  of  Yamtcheoo, — 
and  was  followed  with  equal  rapidity  by  the  Great 
Chamberlain,  cursing,  as  he  went,  that  ancient 
Mandarin,  whose  parental  anxiety  in  lighting  up 
the  shores  of  the  lake,  where  his  beloved  daughter 
had  wandered  and  been  lost,  was  the  origin  of 
these  fantastic  Chinese  illuminations. ' 

Without  a  moment's  delay,  young  Feramorz 
was  introduced,  and  Fadladeen,  who  could  nerer 
make  up  his  mind  as  to  the  merits  of  a  poet,  till 
he  knew  the  religious  sect  to  which  he  belonged, 
was  about  to  ask  him  whether  he  was  a  Shia  or  a 
Sooni,  when  Lalla  Rookh  impatiently  clapped 
her  hands  for  silence,  and  the  youth,  being  seated 
upon  the  musnnd  near  her,  proceeded  :  — 


Prepare   thy    soul,    young  Azim! — thou   hast 

brav'd 
The  bands  of  Greece,    still  mighty  though  en- 
slaved ; 
Hast  fac'd  her  phalanx,  arm'd  with  all  its  fame, 
Her  Macedonian  pikes  and  globes  of  flame; 
All  this  hast  fronted,  with  firm  heart  and  brow  ; 
But  a  more  perilous  trial  waits  thee  now,  — 
Woman's  bright  eyes,  a  dazzling  host  of  eyes 
From  every  land  where  woman  smiles  or  sighs ; 
Of  every  hue,  as  I^ve  may  chance  to  raise 
His  bhick  or  azure  banner  in  their  blaze  ; 
And  each  sweet  mode  of  warfare,  from  the  flash 
That  lightens  boldly  through  the  shadowy  lash, 

I  "  The  vulgar  ascribe  it  to  an  accident  that  happened  in 
the  family  of  n  famoiw  Mandarin,  who»c  djinRhter,  witll^inR  one 
evening  upon  the  ihoro  of  a  lake,  fell  In  and  wa«  drowned; 
thli  afflicted  father,  with  hit  family,  ran  thither,  and,  the  better 
to  And  her,  he  caused  a  great  company  of  lanterns  to  be 
lighted.  All  the  inhabitant!  of  the  place  thronged  after  him 
with  torches.  The  year  ensuing  they  made  fires  upon  the 
■hnrct  the  same  day  ;  they  continued  the  ceremony  every  year. 
t>yt*ry  one  lighted  his  lantern,  and  by  degrees  it  commenced 
Into  a  custom."  —  Prrtcnt  State  qf  China. 

*  "  Thou  hast  ravished  my  heart  with  one  of  thine  eyes." 
—  Sol.  Song. 

*  "  They  tinged  the  ends  of  her  fingers  scarlet  with  ilenna. 
so  that  they  resembled  branches  of  coral."—  Storff  qf  Prince 
Put  tun  in  liakardanush, 

*  "  The  women  blacken  the  inside  of  their  eyelids  with  s 
powder  named  the  bl.irk  Kohol."—  RttsseL 


To  the  sly,  stealing  splendoors,  almost  hid. 
Like  swords  half-sheath*d,  beneath  the  downcast 
Such,  Azuf,  is  the  lovely,  luminous  host     [lid  ; — 
Now  led  against  thee ;  and,  let  conqu*rors  boast 
Their  fields  of  fame,  he  who  in  virtue  arms 
A  young,  warm  spirit  against  beauty's  charmt» 
^Tio  feels  her  brightness,  yet  defies  her  thrall. 
Is  the  best,  bravest  conqu'ror  of  them  alL 

Now,  through  the  Haram  chambers,  moring 

lights 
And  busy  shapes  proclaim  the  toilet's  rites  ; — 
From  room  to  room  the  ready  handmaids  hie. 
Some  skill'd  to  wreath  the  turban  tastefully. 
Or  hang  the  veil,  in  negligence  of  shade. 
O'er  the  warm  blushes  of  the  youthful  maid. 
Who,  if  between  the  folds  but  ame  eye  shone. 
Like    Seba's   Queen   could   vanquish   with   that 

one : — « 
While  some  bring  leaves  of  Henna,  to  imbue 
The  fingers'  ends  with  a  bright  roseate  hue,' 
So  bright,  that  in  the  mirror's  depth  they  seem 
Like  tips  of  coral  branches  in  the  stream : 
And  others  mix  the  Kohol's  jetty  dye. 
To  give  that  long,  dark  languish  to  the  eye,  * 
Which  makes  the  maids,  whom  kings  are  proud  to 

cull 
From  fair  Circassia's  vales,  so  beautiful. 
All  is  in  motion  ;  rings  and  plimies  and  pearls 
Are  shining  ev'ry-  where : — some  younger  girls 
Are  gone  by  moonlight  to  the  garden-beds. 
To  gather  fresh,  cool  chaplets  for  their  heads ;  — 
Gay  creatures  !  sweet,  though  mournful,  'tis  to  see 
How  each  prefers  a  garland  from  that  tree 
Which  brings  to  mind  her  childhood's  innocent  day 
And  the  dear  fields  and  friendships  far  away. 
The  maid  of  India,  blest  again  to  hold 
In  her  full  lap  the  Champac's  leaves  of  gold,  * 
Thinks  of  the  time  when,  by  the  Ganges'  flood. 
Her  little  playmates  scatter'd  many  a  bud 
Upon  her  long  black  hair,  with  glossy  gleam 
Just  dripping  from  the  consecrated  stream  ; 

"  None  of  these  ladies,"  says  Sfiaw,  "  take  themselves  to 
be  completely  dressed,  till  they  have  tinged  the  hair  and  edges 
of  their  eyelids  with  the  powder  of  lead-ore.  Now,  as  this 
operation  is  performed  by  dipping  first  Into  the  powder  a  small 
wooden  bodkin  of  the  thickness  of  a  quill,  and  then  drawing 
it  afterwards  through  the  eyelids  over  the  ball  of  the  eye,  we 
shall  have  a  lively  Image  of  what  the  Prophet  (Jer.lv.  30.) 
may  be  supposed  to  mean  Ijy  rmding  the  eyet  with  paintimg. 
This  practice  is  no  doubt  of  great  antiquity  ;  for  beside*  the 
instance  already  taken  notice  of,  we  find  that  where  Jetebel 
is  said  (2  Kings,  ix.  30.)  to  have  painted  ker/ace,  the  original 
words  are.  she  at(Justcd  her  cye$  with  the  powder  qftead-ore." 
—  Shaw"»  Travels. 

>  "  The  appearance  of  the  blossoms  of  the  gold.coloured 
Champac  on  the  black  hair  of  the  Indian  women  bat  supplied 
the  Sanscrit  PoeU  with  many  elegant  •llusions."  —  See  Asiatic 
Eetearcket,  vol.  iv. 
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Wtule  the  young  Ar&b,  faauated  hy  the  smell 
Of  tier  own  mountain  €ow'rB»  as  by  a  gpcll, — 
The  sweet  Elcaym',  and  that  coun<*ous  tree 
Which  Ikiws  to  all  who  »eek  its  canopy, « 
Se&s  call'd  up  round  her  by  thos42  magic  scents, 
The  well,  the  csiniels,  and  her  futber  b  ttiuts  j 
Sighs  for  the  home  she  kit  with  littk  pain, 
And  wishes  ev'u  its  sorrows  back  agiUD  ! 

Meanwhile,  through  vast  illmninatcd  halls, 
Silent  and  bright,  where  nothing  btit  the  falb 
Of  fragrant  waters,  gushing  with  cnol  nound 
From  many  a  jasper  fotmt,  is  heard  around, 
Young  Azi^i  nmms  bewiMer'd, — nor  can  guess 
What  means  this  uiaKe  of  light  and  loneliness. 
Here,  the  way  leads,  o'er  tcsselated  floors 
Or  mats  of  Cjliho,  through  long  corridors, 
Where,  rnng'd  io  cassolets  and  silver  urns, 
Sweet  wood  of  aloe  or  of  sandal  burns  ; 
And  spicy  rods,  such  as  illume  at  night 
The  bow*rs  of  TinET"*,  send  forth  odorous  light. 
Like  Peria*  wands,  when  pointing  out  the  road 
For  some  pure  Spirit  to  its  blest  abode  i  — 
And  here,  at  once,  the  glilteriuig  saloon 
Bursts  on  his  sight,  boundless  and  bright  as  noon  y 
Wliere,  in  the  midst,  reiecting  back  the  rays 
In  broken  rainliows,  a  ft-esh  fountain  plays 
High  as  the'  enameU'd  cupola,  which  towers 
All  rich  with  Arabesques  of  gold  and  flow'rs  : 
And  the  mosaic  floor  Ix^neath  shines  through 
The  sprinklin/T  of  that  fountain's  silv'ry  dew, 
Like  the  wet,  gUst'uing  shells,  of  evVy  dye. 
That  on  the  margin  of  the  Red  Sea  lie. 

Here  too  he  traces  the  kind  visi tings 
Of  woman's  love  in  those  fair,  living  thingi 
Of  lajid  and  wave,  whose  fate  — in  bondage  thrown 
For  their  weak  loveltness  —  is  like  her  own  I 
On  one  side  gleaming  with  a  sudden  gnue 
Through  water,  brilliant  os  the  crystal  va«e 
In  which  it  undulateiii,  small  fishes  shine, 
Like  golden  ingots  from  a.  fairy  mine  j  — 

^  A  lri!v  fitnioui  fat  iti  ptfrrittnir,  and  comtnou  dd  tbe  tillh 
of  Yemen ,  —  KifhuAr, 

»  Of  tKe  fcnui  mimota,  "  whieh  droopi  Itf  bratirh»  whcn- 
rter  Jiny  p«rioti  Approuc^bet  It,  •<>9inlng  m  if  it  uiluted  ibnie 
who  retire  un^iff  Itf  »h*J*»,"  —  Jl>f(i. 

'  "  Clovw  «rc  a  iirfncipniLl  tngredicnt  In  Uio  rotnfKJiitbn  of 
the  pnrrmiiiH]  rodi,  which  mcu  af  rank  kf«p  coutaDtljr  iHiming 
in  their  ^n>tMii»/'  ^  Tumer't  Tibet. 

•  "  CVil  d'otl  Tient  le  iKiUti'alot!*,  f^iiclct  Arabi*a  apprl]««nt 

•  **  'l*hoiiijind«  of  rarlegated  loorici  vitU  the  coral -tree*."— 

•  "  In  M(»ccm  rhfn?  are  q,uantltl«>  nf  blue  pijcoDa,  whkH 
nunc  wfll  alTrktrht  or  abuie,  tni^h  iMt  kill/*  —  Pitt'*  Account 
of  ttic  MAhonii.»tanf4i 

f  '*  t1i<«  Pifoda  Tbruih  It  eitMni^  ainong  the  ArU  cbo« 


While,  on  the  other,  latticed  lightly  in 
With  t>doriferous  woods  of  Comouin,* 
£lach  brilliant  bird  that  wings  the  air  is  seen  ;  — 
Gay,  sparkling  loories,  such  as  gleam  between 
The  erimsoQ  blossouis  of  the  coral  tree  * 
In  the  warm  isles  of  India's  sunny  »ea : 
Meeca*8  blue  sacred  pigeon  *,  and  the  thrush 
Of  Hiodofltan  ^  whose  holy  warbliogs  gitsh, 
At  evening,  from  tbe  tail  pagoda's  top  j  — 
Those  golden  birds  that,  in  the  spice-tinK%  drop 
About  the  gardens,  drunk  with  thiit  sweet  food^ 
IVTjofle  scent  hath  lur'd  them  o'er  the  summer  flood;® 
And  those  tlmt  under  Araby^s  soft  sun 
Btiild  their  high  uests  of  budding  cinnamon  ; "" 
In  shorty  all  rare  and  beayteous  things,  that  fly 
I'hrough  the  pure  element,  here  caJnily  lie 
Sleeping  In  light,  like  the  green  birdB  >  >  that  dwell 
In  Eden's  radiant  6clds  of  asphodel  I 

So  on,  through  scenes  past  all  imagining, 
More  like  the  luxuries  of  that  impious  King,'* 
Whom  Death's dtirk  Angel, with  his  Ughtuiogtoreh, 
Struck  down  and  blasted  ev'n  in  Pleasure's  porch, 
Than  the  pure  dwelling  of  a  Prophet  sent, 
Arm'd  with  Heaven's  sword^  for  man's  enfhinchlse- 

ment  — 
Young  AziM  wander'd»  looking  sternly  round. 
His  simple  garb  and  war-boots'  clanking  sound 
But  ill  according  with  the  pomp  and  grace 
And  silent  lull  of  that  voluptuous  place. 

*♦  U  thi»»  then,"  thought  the  youth,  '*  is  this  the 
way 
**  To  free  man's  spirit  from  the  deadening  sway 
'*  Of  worldly  sloth,  — lo  teach  him  while  he  Lives, 
**  To  know  no  bliss  but  that  which  virtue  gives, 
**  And  when  he  dies,  to  leave  his  lofty  name 
**  A  light,  a  landmark  on  the  clitls  of  fame? 
"  It  was  not  so,  Land  of  the  gen*irous  thought 
"  And  daring  deed ,  thy  godlike  sages  taught ; 
'*  It  was  not  thus,  in  bowers  of  wanton  ease, 
**  Thy  Freedom  uurs'd  her  sacred  energies ; 

riilcrs  or  linlla.  It  iUs  perched  on  iIieMcred  pagodai,  aiipd 
from  thence  dcVUcn  Iti  meludlaui  tonif."  —  Ptnmtmt't  HJn- 
doftan. 

"  Ttt9trnter  add*,  that  while  the  BIrdi  nf  Pari»dii«  tte  In 
thii  Intoxicitted  itJile,  the  I'mroetft  come  and  eat  off  their  kgt  \ 
and  that  bence  It  li  thfy  are  tald  to  haife  no  ffpt. 

'  Bird*  of  Paradlie^  which,  sit  the  nuimeg  irason,  come  tn 
Aijlliti  from  the  soulhern  USei  to  India;  tind  "  the  itrength  of 
thpntitnieg.'"  laji  Tav^micr,  '*  fo  Lntoiicatet  them  that  they 
fall  draJ  drunk  to  the  earth." 

>''>  "  That  bird  which  llvctli  in  Arabia,  and  buHdHh  kine*l 
with  rlnnaTOon."  —  Broitn*^  Vulgar  Errori. 

■  I  "  The  •plritt  of  lh«i  martyr*  will  be  Lodged  In  the  crop4i 
of  grecfi  bird*."  —  Cf  ffr&ow,  toI.  Ix,  p.  431 , 

It  She<l^,  whn  rniulc  the  dc^liciouj  gnrdens  of  Irlm^  tn  Iml- 
IjbUqti  of  Paradl*e,  and  wa*  destroyed  by  lightning  the  Ant 
time  he  attempted  to  enter  them. 
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Oh !  not  beneath  the*  enfeebling,  with^risg  glow 
Of  fiuch  dtiU  lux'rjr  did  those  myrtles  grow, 
With  whidi  she  wrcath'd  her  sword,  when  she 

wi>uM  diire 
Immortiil  deeds  j  but  jn  the  bracing  air 
Of  toil,  —  of  temperance,  —  of  that  high,  rare. 
Ethereal  virtue*  which  alone  can  breathe 
Life,  health,  and  lustre  into  Freedom's  wreath. 
Who,  that  surveys  this  span  of  earth  wo  press,  =- 
This  Fpeek  of  life  in  timers  great  wilderness. 
This  narrow  liithroiis  'twixt  two  boundless  seas, 
The  past,  the  future,  two  eternities  !  — 
Would  sully  the  bright  spot,  or  leave  it  bare, 
When  he  might  build  him  a  proud  temple  there, 
A  name^  that  long  8h;ill  hallow  all  its  space, 
And  be  each  purer  soul's  high  resting-place. 
But  no^ — it  cannot  lie,  that  one,  whom  God 
lias    sent    to    break    the   wizard    Falsehood's 

rod.— 
k  Prophet  of  the  Truth,  whose  ihIbsIoii  draws 
Its  rights  from  Heavn,  should  thus  profane  iu 

cause 
With  the  world's  vulgar  pomps  ;  — no,  no,  —  1 

see—* 
He  thinks  me  weak  —  this  ghtre  of  luxury 
Is  but  to  tempt,  to  try  the  eaglet  gaze 
Of  my  young  soul — shine  on,  'twill  stand  the 

blaxe!" 


So  thought  the  youth  i  -^  but,  ev'n  while  he  defied 
This  witching  scene,  he  felt  its  witch Vy  glide 
Through   ev'ry   sense.     The  perfume  breathing 

rounds 
Ltkc  A  pcrTading  spirit;  — the  still  sound 
Of  felling  waters,  lolling  as  the  song 
Of  Indijin  bees  at  sunseti  when  they  throng 
Around  the  fragrant  NixicA,  and  deep 
lo  its  blue  blossoms  hum  themselves  to  slt-ep  j  * 
And  niiiJiic,  too  — dear  music  1  that  can  touch 
Beyond  all  else  the  soul  that  loves  it  much — " 
Now  heard  far  off,  so  far  as  but  lo  seem  • 
Like  the  faint,  exquisite  music  of  a  dreum  j 
All  was  too  mucb  for  him*  too  full  of  bliss. 
The  heart  could  nothing  feel,  that  felt  not  this ; 
Soften'd  he  sunk  «pon  a  couch,  and  gave 
His  soul  up  to  sweet  thoughts,  like  wave  on  wave 
Succeeding  in  smooth  seas,  when  storms  are  laid; 
He  thought  of  Zelica,  his  own  dear  maid. 
And  of  the  lime  when,  full  of  blissful  sighs, 
Tliey  sat  nnd  iook'd  into  each  other's  t^y**s^ 
Silent  and  happy  —  as  if  God  hatl  giv'n 
Nought  else  worth  looking  at  on  this  side  heav'n. 


I  "  My  Pan^lllt  SMurf  me  that  the  p\nnl  }3«totc  m  (the 
KIIIm)  it  iholr  Sc|]h«lUra,  ifiui  muo^  l>ocjiuie  the  bee»  are 
•Uppo««d  to  •4eep  on  tU  bloMomt/'  ^  Sir  If.  Junts. 


*'  Oh,  my  lov'd  mistress,  thou,  whose  spirit  still 
"  Is  with  me,  round  me,  wander  where  1  wdl  — 
**  It  is  for  thee,  for  thee  alone  1  seek 
**  The  paths  of  glory ;  to  light  up  thy  cheek 
**  With  warm  approval  — in  that  gentle  look, 
'*  To  read  mv  praise,  as  in  ati  angel's  book, 
**  And  think  all  toils  rewarded,  when  from  thee 
"  1  gain  a  smile  worth  imnifirtality  ! 
"  How  shall  I  bear  the  mopicnt,  when  restorM 
*'  To  thiit  young  heart  where  1  alone  am  Lord, 
*' Though   of  such   bliss   unworthy, — atnoe  the 

best 
**  Alone  deserve  to  be  tlie  liappiest  s  — 
**  When  from  thnse  lips,  unbreath^d  upon  for  years, 
**  I  shall  again  kiss  off  the  soul -felt  tears, 
"  And  find  those  tears  worm  m  when  last  they 

started, 
^*  Those  sacred  kisses  pure  as  when  we  parted. 
**  O  my  own  life  ! — why  should  a  i?ingle  day, 
"  A  moment  keep  me  from  those  amis  away  ?" 

Wliile  thus  he  thinks,  still  nearer  on  the  bree2€ 
0«nie  those  delicious,  dream-like  harmonies, 
Cach  note  of  which  but  adds  new,  downy  links 
To  the  soft  chain  io  which  his  spirit  sinks. 
He  turns  him  toward  the  sound,  and  far  away 
Through  a  long  vista,  sparkling  with  the  play 
Of  countless  lamps, — like  Ihe  rich  track  which 

Day 
Leaves  on  the  waters,  when  he  sinks  from  us. 
So  long  the  path,  its  light  so  tremulons  ;-^ 
He  sees  a  group  of  female  forms  advance, 
Some  chained  together  in  the  masy  dance 
By  fetters,  forg'd  in  the  green  snnny  bow'ra, 
As  ihey  were  captives  to  the  King  of  FlowYi  ;* 
And  some  disporting  round,  unlinked  and  free, 
Who  scem'd  to  mock  their  sisters*  slavery  j 
And  round  and  round  them  still,  in  wheeling  flight 
Went,  like  gay  moths  about  a  lamp  at  night ; 
While  others  wak'd,  as  gracefnlly  along 
Their  feet  kept  time,  the  very  lotil  of  song 
From  psalt'ry,  pipe,  and  lutes  of  hcav'uly  thrill. 
Or  their  own  youthful  voices,  heav'nlicr  still. 
And  now  they  come,  now  pass  before  his  eye. 
Forms  such  as  Nature  moulds,  when  she  would 

vie 
With  Fancy's  {lencit,  and  give  birth  to  things 
Lovely  beyond  its  fairest  pictnrings. 
Awhile  they  dance  before  him,  then  divide. 
Breaking,  like  nmy  clonds  at  even -tide 
Around  the  rich  pavition  of  the  sun, — 
Till  silently  dispersing,  one  by  one. 


1  "  Tbejr  deferred  It  till  the  Kin;  of  Ftnwen  thooldueeDd 
hit  throne  or«eitmeUtd  roU««c,"  ^  Tke  1 


1 
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Through  man  J  a  path^  that  from  tht?  chamber  leads 
To  gmrdeofi,  terraces,  and  moonlight  meads, 
Tfaetr  distant  laughter  comes  upoD  the  vind^ 
And  but  one  trembling  nymph  remains  behind,. — 
Beck'aing  them  back  in  rain,  for  (hey  are  gone. 
And  she  U  lefl  in  all  that  light  alone  ; 
No  veil  to  curtain  o*er  her  beauR'ous  brow, 
In  its  young  bostifulness  more  beauteous  dow  ; 
But  a  light  golden  chaiti-work  round  ber  hairf> 
Such  as  the  maids  of  Ye£I>^  and  Shiras  wear^ 
Prom  which,  on  either  side,  gracefully  hung 
A  golden  amulet,  in  the'  Arab  tongue, 
EngraTen  o'er  wkh  some  immortal  line 
From  Holy  Writ,  or  bard  scarce  less  divine ; 
While  her  left  hand^  as  shrinkingly  &be  stoodt 
Held  a  small  lute  of  gold  and  sandal -wood « 
Which,  oocc  or  twice,  she  touch 'd  with  hurried 

strain* 
Then  took  her  trembling  fingers  off  ogaiu. 
Bttt  when  at  length  a  timid  glance  she  stole 
At  AxiJt,  the  iweet  gravity  of  soul 
She  saw  through  all  his  features  calni'd  her  fear, 
And,  like  a  half-tamM  anteln|>e»  more  near, 
Though  shrinking  still,  she  came  ;  —  then  eat  her 

down 
Upon  a  musnud*!^  edge,  and,  bolder  grown, 
Id  the  pathetic  mode  of  Isfaran^ 
Touched  a  preluding  strain,  and  thus  began  ;  — 

There's  a  bower  of  roses  by  BEJfi>E»rEEH's  *  stream. 
And  the  nightiDgale  sings  round  it  all  the  day 
long  \ 
In  the  time  of  my  childhood  *twas  like  a  sweet 
dream. 
To  sit  in  the  roses  and  he:kr  Lhc  bird's  Bong. 

That  bower  and  its  music  I  never  forget, 

But  oft  TV  lien  alone,  in  the  blooui  of  the  year, 

I  think  —  is  the  nightingale  singing  there  yet? 
Are  the  roses  still  bright  hy  the  calm  Ben- 

DEILEEE  ? 


No,  the  roses  soon  witber'd  that  hung  o*er  the  wave, 
fiat  some  blossoms  were  gathered,  while  freshly 
they  shone, 
Ajo4  a  dew  was  distlU'd  from  their  lowers,  that 
gave 
All  the  fragrance  of  summer,  when  summer  was 
gone. 

»  **  One  of  the  hetA-^raue*  of  lh«  Persian  women  1« 
eontpoied  of  m  light  golden  chilD-^work,  tvt  witli  im.iin 
piirll«  with  ti  thUi  sol^  I)liLt«  pendant*  about  the  blgneiB  of  a 
erawn-flccc,  0111  wbkh  i$  Impnued  an  ArthUn  prayer,  and 
whldl  hangi  upon  Lh«  cheek  Iwlow  th«  etr/'  —  HaHwai/*i 

t  »  Ortainl;  th«  wotnen  of   Yetd  av»  the  lumdiioineAt 
I  In  Perfia.    Tlw  proverb  1«,  tlui  to  Ut«  hM.pff  •  maa 


Thus  memory  draws  from  delight,  ere  it  dies, 
An  essence  that  breathes  of  it  many  u  year  ; 

Thus  bright  to  my  soul,  as  ^twas  then  to  my  eyes, 
Is  that  bower  on  tlje  banks  of  the  calm  Ben- 
DE]I£ER  ! 

*'  Poor  maiden  I"  thought  the  youth,  **  if  thou 
wert  sent, 
"  With  thy  sod  lute  and  beauty's  blandishment* 
**  To  wake  unlioly  wishi'S  in  this  heart, 
"  Ur  tempt  its  troth,  thou  little  know'st  the  art. 
'^^  For  though  thy  lip  should  swt?eily  counsel  wrong, 
"  Those  yestai  eyes  would  disavow  its  song. 
*'  But  thou  hast  breath 'd  such  purity,  thy  lay 
**  Returns  so  fondly  to  youth's  virttiotis  day, 
"  And  leads  thy  souJ  —  if  eVr  il  waoder'd  thence — 
**  So  gently  back  to  its  first  innocence, 
**  That  I  would  sooner  stop  the  uuchtiio'd  dove, 
'*  When  swift  reluming  to  its  home  of  love, 
"  And  round  its  snowy  wing  new  fetters  twine, 
**  Than  turn  from  virtue  one  pure  wish  of  thine  I" 

Scarce  had  this  feeling  paaa'd,  when,  sparkling 
through 
The  gently  open'd  curtains  of  light  blue 
That  veii*d  the  breezy  casement,  eonutless  eyea, 
Peeping  like  stars  thraugh  the  blue  evening  skies, 
Look'd  laughing  in,  as  if  to  mock  the  pair 
That  Bat  bo  still  and  melancholy  there  :  — 
And  now  the  curtains  fly  apart,  and  m 
From  the  cool  air,  'mid  showVs  of  jessamine 
Which  those  without  fling  after  them  in  play, 
Two  Lightsome  maidens  spring,  —  lightsome  as  1  hey 
Who  live  in  the*  nir  on  odours,  —  and  around 
The  bright  saloon,  scarce  conscious  of  the  ground. 
Chase  one  another,  in  a  varyiug  dance 
Of  mirth  and  languor,  coyness  and  advance, 
Too  cloqoenily  like  love's  warm  pursuit  :^ 
Wh[\v  she,  who  sung  so  gently  to  the  lute 
Her  dream  of  home,  steals  timidly  away, 
Shrinking  as  violets  do  in  summer's  ray, — 
But  takes  with  her  from  Aatat^s  heart  that  sigh, 
We  sometimes  give  to  forms  that  pass  us  liy 
In  the  world's  crowd,  too  lovely  to  remain. 
Creatures  of  light  wc  never  see  again  I 

Around  the  white  necks  of  the  nymphs  who 
dane'd 
Huog  carcanets  of  orient  gemB,  that  glanc'd 

moit  ha»e  a  wife  of  YrnA,  e«t  lh«f  bread  of  Ye»de<Ai,»ud  drink 
the  mine  of  ShirM."—  Tawfrw^r* 

^  MutnmU  ntv  cuihlonett  leaU,  mtuiily  rcferfcd  for  pertoo* 
of  dUlSncUon, 

*  Thr  Pcf  ilani,  Itke  the  ancient  Greek*,  call  tbclr  muilcal 
model  or  I'l-rdiu  by  Ihe  niroci  of  different  couutrie*  ordtiNt, 
m  Itio  mode  of  liCnboii,  the  mode  of  rrak,  Ac 

^  A  Titer  wblcb  flowi  near  the  rului  of  Chllminar. 
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More  brilliimt  thao  the  sca-glaM  glittVIng  o'er 

The  htJh  of  crystsl  on  the  CaspiAn  shore ;  ^ 

While  from  therr  long^  dark  tresses,  iq  a  taXL 

Of  curls  descending,  belts  as  musical 

As  those  that,  on  the  golden -shaflted  trees 

Of  Ei>E.v»  shake  in  the  eternal  breeze,  - 

Rung  ronnd  their  steps,  ater'r,v  botmd  more  sweety 

As  *twere  the*  extatic  iangnagc  of  their  feet. 

At  length  the  chase  was  o'er,   and  they   stood 

nr  readied 
WithiQ  each  other's  arms ;  while  soft  there  breath'd 
Throngh  the  cool  casement,  mingled  with  the  sighs 
Of  moonlight  flow'rs,  mnsic  that  seera*d  to  rise 
From  some  still  lake,  so  liquidly  it  rose; 
And,  a^  it  swelFd  again  at  eaeh  faint  close. 
The  earconld  track  through  all  that  maze  of  chords 
And  young  sweet  voices,  these  impassioned  words  : 

A  Spibjt  there  is,  whose  fragrant  sigh 
Is  bumiing  now  through  earth  and  air  | 

IMiere  cheeks  are  hluahing,  the  Spirit  is  nigh. 
Where  lips  are  meeting,  the  Spirit  is  there ! 

His  breath  is  the  son!  of  flow'rs  like  these* 
And  his  floating  eyes  —  oh  !  tliey  resemble* 

Bine  water-lilies*,  when  the  breeze 

Is  makiag  the  stream  around  them  tremble. 

Hail  to  thee,  hail  to  thee,  kJadling  powV  ! 

Spirit  of  Love,  Spirit  of  Bliss  ! 
Thy  holiest  time  is  the  moonlight  hoar, 

And  there  nerer  was  mooDlight  so  sweet  as  thl& 

By  the  fair  and  braTe 

Who  blushing  unite, 
Like  the  sun  and  wave, 

When  they  meet  at  night  j 

By  the  tear  that  shows 

When  passion  is  nigh, 
As  ihe  rain-drop  flows 

From  the  heat  of  the  sky  ; 

»  •*  Tp  the  norlh  «f  iiii  (ati  the  coail  of  tbc  Caiplati,  ntikr 
Badlkii,)  WAV  a  mouiiLiln,  whkh  ipArklcd  like  iHamondA, 
orLflng  iVom  th0  ira-jiflju*  Add  cryitaU  with  wlilch  il  abnundj." 
—  Jtm itirp  of  the  Ruxiinn  Amlmttadof  to  Pertia.  1746, 

»  "  To  whSch  will  be  added  the  lound  of  the  belli,  hanging 
on  the  trtcci,  wlilch  wtll  b«i  put  In  inotlon  1^  the  wlod  pro- 
ceedloff  froni  thcr  throne  of  God,  m  often  u  the  t»lett«d  vrUli 
for  muiic/* — Satr, 

*  *'  Whoftf  vAntDO  (?ye»  rotcmble  blue  watcr-libpi,  inltAtwi 
by  the  hrecxc."  —  Jitftadrva. 

*  The  Uue  lotnt,  which  growi  la  Ciuibninro  and  In  P^rilii, 
^  t(   hu  lie«D   gHtnprattj  lupposed  that  the  MnhcHnetAni 

prohibit  all  flcturc*  of  mnlTnoli;  but  Tvdrrfnt  thowi  that, 
fchoash  the  prarlkc  (t  forbidden  bj  the  Koran,  they  are  nnt, 
tDorvsverjie  to  palntpd  flrurei  and  Itnaffes  than  other  people. 
From  Mr.  Murf>hy'i  work,  tcto,  w«  ind  that  the  Arabt  of 
Siuiln  hftd  ao  obloctlon  to  the  introduction  of  fl^re*  Into 
(Mlntloff. 

*  Hill  li  not  qultv  aitrounniJcally  tnie,     "  Dr.  tUdtnf 


By  the  first  love-beat 

Of  the  youthful  heart. 
By  the  bliss  to  meet. 

And  the  pain  to  part  j 

By  all  that  thou  hast 

To  mortals  given, 
Which — oh^  could  it  last, 

Thift  earth  were  heaven  ! 

We  call  thee  hither,  entrancing  Power  1 

Spirit  of  Love  !  Spirit  of  Bliss  I 
Thy  holiest  time  is  the  moonlight  hour, 

And  there  never  was  moonlight  so  sweet  oa  this. 

Impatient  of  a  scene,  whose  lux'ries  «toU% 
Spile  of  himself,  too  deep  into  his  soul 
And  where,  midat  ail  that  the  young  heart  lovea 


Flow'rs,  music,  smiles,  to  yield  was  to  be  Ickst, 
The  yr>uth  had  started  up,  and  tum*d  away 
Frotn  the  light  n>'mpha,  and  their  luxnrioiis  lay. 
To  muse  upon  the  picturcji  that  hung  round, ^* 
Bright  images,  that  spoke  without  a  sound, 
And  riews,  like  vistas  into  fairy  gmund. 
But  here  again  new  spelts  cmue  o'er  his  sense  :  — 
All  that  the  pencil's  mute  omuipolence 
Could  call  up  into  life,  of  soft  and  fair. 
Of  fond  and  passionate,  was  glowing  there  ; 
Nor  yet  too  warm,  hut  touched  with  that  fine  art 
Which  paints  of  pleasure  but  the  purer  part ; 
Which  knows   ev'n    Beauty   when    half-veil'd    is 

best, — 
Like  her  own  radJant  planet  of  the  west, 
Wbo»e  orb  when  half  retir'd  looks  loveliest "^ 
Thfre  hung  the  history  of  the  Genu-King, 
Trac'd  through  each  gay,  voluptuous  wandering 
With  her  from  Saua^s  bowers,  io  whose  bright 

eyes 
He  read  that  to  be  blest  is  to  be  wise ;  — "? 

(itif*  Kelh  hat  thir^wn  thdt  Venut  U  brighfett  when  the  la 
about  forty  de^reei  removed  from  Ihe  lun  ;  and  that  ihen  but 
oMtsf  n  fourth  part  of  her  hictd  dl&k  !■  to  be  teen  from  |b«i' 
earth/' 

'   Fur  the  lovet  of  King  Solomon  (who  vaa  luppcMed  la 
prefide  over  the  whole  race  of  Genlt)  wlih  Balkl*,  Ihe  i 
of  Shebft  OT  Saba,  iee  D'Hrrbeioi,  wd  the  ifuta  tmtkei 
chap.S. 

**  ta  the  palaee  which  Solomon  ordered  to  b«  built  i 
the  arrival  of  the  Queen  of  Saba^  tlie  Door  or  paveiDMit  ww  oT 
tranvparrtit  g]a»»,  laid  over  running  w^ter,  in  which  flah  were 
iwlmrulns-'*  '^^^*  l<^  ^^^  Queen  Into  a  very  nnturAl  miitake, 
which  the  KoTun  haa  naft  tboufiht  beneath  Its  dignity  to  com- 
memorate. *'  It  wft»  tald  tmlo  her, '  Rater  the  palaee/  And 
when  the  taw  It  the  Imagined  It  to  be  a  great  water  ;  and  the 
dlitcovered  her  legt,  by  Ufting  up  her  robe  to  pait  through  It 
Wbereupon  Solomon  taid  to  her.  '  Verily,  thla  tt  the  |iia» 
atWDtj  floored  with  gUut.'  *'  —  Chap.  S7. 
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Mere  fond  Zuleika.  ■  woob  with  open  anns 
The  Hebrew  boy,  wbo  flies  from  her  young  charms, 
Yet,  flyingt  turns  to  gaze,  and,  half  undone, 
^ishtt  that  Heaven  and  she  could  WA  be  won  ; 
And  here  Moha5SMf.d»  born  for  love  mid  guile, 
Forgets  the  Koran  in  his  Mjlrv's  smile  ;  — 
Tlien  beckon*  some  kind  angel  fmm  above 
With  a  new  text  to  consecrate  their  love.* 

Witli  rapid  step,  yet  plesis'd  and  lingVing  eye. 
Did  the  youth  pass  these  pietiir'd  stories  by. 
And  hasten'd  to  a  exisement,  where  the  light 
Of  the  calm  moon  came  in,  and  freshly  bright 
The  fields  without  were  seen,  sleeping  as  still 
As  if  no  life  remain'd  in  breeze  or  rilL 
Here  paused  he,  while  the  miisic*  now  less  near, 
Breath'd  with  a  holier  language  on  his  €ar, 
As  though  the  distance,  and  that  heav'nly  ray 
Through  whieh  the  sounds  came  floating,  took 

away 
All  that  had  been  too  earthly  in  the  lay. 

Oh  !  could  he  listen  to  such  sounds  unmov'd, 
And  by  that  light  ^ —  nor  dream  of  her  he  lov'd  ? 
Dream  on,  imconscioits  boy  !  while  yet  thou  may'st ; 
*Tis  the  last  bliss  thy  soul  sbull  ever  taste. 
Clasp  yet  awhile  her  image  to  thy  heart. 
Ere  all  the  light,  that  made  it  dear,  depart. 
Think  of  her  smiles  as  when  thou  saw^st  ihem  last. 
Clear,  beautiful,  by  nought  of  earth  o'ereaat ; 
Recall  her  tears,  to  thee  at  parting  giv*n» 
Pure  oa  they  weep,  i/"  angels  weep,  in  Heav'n. 
Think,  in  her  own  still  bower  she  waits  thee  now, 
With  the  same  glow  of  heart  and  bloom  of  brow, 
Yet  shnn'd  in  solitude  —  thine  ail,  thioe  only. 
Like  the  one  star  above  tbee,  bright  and  lonely. 
Oh  !  that  a  dream  so  sweet,  fto  long  enjoy 'd, 
Should  be  ao  sadly,  cruelly  destroy 'd  I 

The  song  fa  hush*d,  the  laughing  nj-mphs  are 

flown, 
And  he  i*  left,  musing  of  bliss,  alone ;  — 
Alone  ?  — no,  not  alone  —  that  heavy  sigh, 
That  sob  of  grief,  which  broke  from  some  one 

nigh  — 
Whose  eould  it  be?  —  alas  !  is  misery  found 
Here,  even  here,  on  this  enchanted  ground? 
He  turns,  and  sees  a  female  form,  close  veil'd. 
Leaning,  a&  if  both  heart  and  strength  had  fa i I'd, 


'  The  wife  nf  Potlphart  thui  nsflMMl  by  the  Orlpfltnlv. 

The  [Miiioni  which  thli  Trail  beauty  of  anUtiuity  conceived 
for  h*T  roung  Mebr<Mr  *!«»«  hu  gtvi-n  rtto  lo  amturli-pftiMMiied 
porm  fn  th*'  Fmlan  bngnagr,  ontltl^ed  YuMt^vtiu  Zrii&ha^  hj 
Nottrtddin  Jitmi  i  the  mana»cr]pt  copy  or  which,  in  the  Bod' 
leiao  Library  at  OifonJ,  li  luptiOM^l  to  bp  the  fineit  in  the 
wtfole  world  " -^  Stite  upern  Sot  ft  Ttantiatum  of  Hafez. 


Against  a  pillar  near ;  —  not  glittVing  o'er 
With  gems  and  wreaths,  auch  aa  the  others  wore, 
But  in  that  dcup-blue,  melancholy  dress,' 
Borhara's  maidens  wear  in  mindfulnesa 
Of  friends  or  kindred,  dead  or  far  away  \  — 
And  such  as  Zeljca  had  on  that  day 
He  left  her —  wlien,  with  heart  too  full  to  speak, 
He  took  away  her  hist  warm  tears  u^Hjn  his  cheek. 

A  strange  emotion  stirs  within  him,  —  more 
Than  mere  compassion  ever  wak'd  before  ; 
Unconsciously  he  opes  his  arms,  while  she 
Springs  forward,  as  with  life*s  last  energy, 
Ilutt  swooning  in  that  one  eonvulslfe  bound, 
Sinks,  ere  she  reach  his  arms,  upon  the  ground  \  — 
Herveil  falls  off — her  faint  hands  clasp  his  knees  — 
*Ti8  she  herself!  — ^*tis  Zelica  he  sees  ! 
But,  flh,  so  paks  so  chang'd —  none  but  a  lo¥cr 
Coitl  .1  in  that  wrei'k  of  beaiity's  shrine  discover 
The  €nce-udor*d  divinity  —  ev'n  he 
Stood  for  gome  moraenig  mute,  and  doubtingly 
Put  back  the  ringlets  from  her  brow,  and  gaz'd 
Upon  those  lids,  where  once  such  lustre  hlaz'd, 
Ere  he  could  thiuk  she  was  indeed  his  own, 
Own  darling  maid,  whom  he  so  long  had  known 
In  joy  and  sorrow,  beautiful  in  both  ; 
Who,  ev'n  when  grief  was  heaviest — ^when  loth 
He  left  her  for  the  wars—  in  that  worst  hwur 
Sat  in  her  sorrow  like  the  sweet  night-flowV,-* 
When  darkness  brings  its  weeping  glories  out. 
And  spreads  its  sighs  like  frankincense  about. 

"  Look  up,  my  Zet^icA  —one  moment  show 
**  Those  gentle  eyes  to  me,  that  I  may  know 
**  Thy  life,  tliy  loveliness  is  not  all  gone, 
'*  But  /Arre,  at  least,  shines  as  it  ever  shone* 
"  Come,  look  upon  thy  AstiM  —  one  dear  glance, 
**  Like  those  of  old,  were  heav*n  1  whatever  chance 
"  Hatb  brought  tbee  here,  oh,  ^twos  a  blessed  one  \ 
**  There  —  my  lov'd  lips  —  they  move  —  that  kisa 

haih  nin 
"  Like  the  first  shoot  of  life  through  every  vein, 
'*  And  now  I  clasp  her,  mine,  all  mine  again. 
"  Oh  the  delight  —  now,  in  this  very  hour, 
"  When  had  the  whole  rich  world  been  iu  my  powV> 
**  I  should  have  singled  out  thee,  only  thee, 
**  From  the  whole  world's  collected  treasury  — 
"  To  have  thee  here  —  to  hang  thus  fondly  o  er 
"  My  own,  beet,  purest  Z*:i.icA  once  more  !" 


»  The  pnrtleu1»r<  of  Mahomrt^i  amour  with  Mary,  ch« 
Coptic  girl,  In  jiiailficatliin  %vt  which  hn  ndided  a  new  chapter 
tn  the  Kor«n,  rns)-  be  rouad  tn  Gagnier'*  Notes  upon  jibH(fc4a, 
ft.  lb\. 

*  "  Deep  hlue  U  ihclr  mourning  colmjr."  —  llamptijf, 

*  The  torrowrul  nyctanthn,  whic^h  t>ejri[u  to  iprr«(l  tt«  ricti 
odour  9^CT  luiLiet. 
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It  was  indeed  the  toocb  of  those  fond  Hps 
Upon  her  eyes  lliat  chased  their  short  eclipse. 
And,  gradual  as  the  snow,  at  ]Jeaven*a  breath, 
Melts  off  and  shows  the  azure  tlow*rs  beneath, 
Her  lid:S  unelns'd,  and  the  bright  eyes  were  seen 
Gay.ing  on  his  -*  oot,  as  they  late  had  heen^ 
Quick*  restl&Hs,  wild,  hut  moarnfnlly  serene ; 
As  if  to  lie,  ev  n  for  tliat  tranced  minute. 
So  near  his  heart,,  had  consolation  in  it ; 
And  thus  to  wake  in  his  belov'd  caress 
Took  from  her  soul  one  half  its  nrretchedness. 
But,  w  hen  she  heard  him  call  her  good  and  pure, 
Oh^  *twas  too  much  —  tf>o  dreadfxil  to  endure  I 
Shudd'ring  she  broke  away  from  his  embrace, 
And,  hiding  with  both  hands  her  guilty  fykce^ 
Said,  in  a  tone  whose  anguish  would  have  riv*n 
A  heart  of  very  marble^  *'  Pure  I  —  oh  HeaT*n  !  "-^ 

That  tone  ^  those  looks  so  chaog'd— the  wither- 
ing blight. 
That  sin  and  sorrow  learc  where'er  they  light  j 
The  dead  despondency  of  those  smik  eyes. 
Where  oncc^  had  he  thus  met  her  by  surprise. 
He  would  have  seen  himself,  too  happy  boy, 
Reflected  in  a  thousand  lights  of  joy ; 
And  then  the  place,  —  that  bright,  unholy  place, 
Where  vice  lay  hid  beneath  each  winning  grace 
And  charm  of  hixVy,  as  the  viper  weaves 
Its  wily  covVing  of  sweet  balsam  leaves,  — ^ 
All  struck  upon  his  heart,  sudden  and  cold 
As  death  itself;  —  it  needs  not  to  he  told  — 
Ko,  no  —  he  sees  it  all,  plain  as  the  brand 
Of  burning  shame  can  mark  —  whate'er  the  hand^ 
That  could  from  Heav'n  and  liim  such  brightness 

sever, 
'Tis  done  —  to  Heav'n  and  him  she's  lost  for  ever! 
It  was  a  dreadful  moment  j  not  the  tears, 
The  lingVing,  lasting  misery  of  years 
Could  match  that  minute's  augui.sh  —  all  the  wofst 
Of  sorrow's  elements  in  that  dark  hiirst 
Broke  o'er  his  soul,  and,  with  one  crash  of  fate, 
Laid  the  whole  hopes  of  his  life  desolate* 

"  Oh  1  curse  me  not,"  she  cried,  as  wild  he  to«s'd 
Hia  desp'rate  hand  towVds  Heav^fi — **  though  I 

am  lost, 
*'  Think  not  that  guilt,  that  falsehood  made  me  fidl, 
"  Niy^  no  —  'twas  grief,  'twas  madness  did  it  all! 
**  Nay,  doubt  me  not  —  though  all  thy  love  hath 

ccas'd  ^- 
"I  know  it  hath  —  yet,  yet  believe,  at  least, 
*♦  That  every  spark  of  reason's  light  must  be 
**  Quenched  in  this  brain,  ere  I  could  t»tray  from  thee. 


*  **CoiuB»niir)f  the  rtpert,  wlilch  Pllnf  »*Ti  were  frffqtt^nt 
unoof  ib«  t]«li«tii.troei,  I  mads  terf  (lAftkul^r  toqulrjr; 


**  They  told  me  thou  wert  dead  —  M'hy,  Azof,  why 

"  Did  we  not,  both  of  mt,  that  instant  die  - 

"  When  we  were  parted  ?  oh !   cutildst   thou  but 

know 
**  With  what  a  deep  devotedness  of  woe 
"  I  wept  tiiy  absence  —  o'er  and  o*er  again 
**  Thinking  of  thee,  still  thee,  till  thought  grew 

pain, 
"  And  mem'rj.^  like  a  drop  that,  night  and  day, 
"  Falls  cold  and  ceaselefs,  wore  my  heart  away. 
**  Didst  thou  hut  know  how  pale  I  sat  at  home, 
•*  My  eyes  still  turu'd  the  wiiy  thou  wert  to  come, 
"  And,  all  the  long,  long  night  of  hope  and  fear, 
•*  Thy  \oice  and  step  still  sounding  in  my  ear  — 
"  Oh  God  I  thou  wouldst  not  wonder  that,  at  lost, 
"  When  every  hope  was  all  at  once  o'ercast, 
"  When  I  heard  frightful  voices  round  me  say 
**  Azim  ia  dtauf /  — this  wretched  brain  gave  way, 
**  And  I  became  a  wreck,  at  random  driven, 
*^  Without  one  glimpse  of  reason  or  of  lleav*n  — 
**  All  wild  —  and  even  this  quenchless  love  within 
**  Turu'd  to  foul  fires  to  light  me  into  sin  I-= 
**  Thou  pitiest  me  —  1  knew  thou  would'st  —  that 

sky 
**  Hath  nought  beneath  it  half  so  lorn  as  L 
"The  fientl,  who  lur'd  me  hither  —  hist  I  come 

near, 
"  Or  thou  too,  thou  art  lost,  if  he  should  hear  — 
*'  Told  me  such  things — ^oh  I  with  such  dev'lish  art, 
*^  As  would  have  niin'd  ev'u  a  holier  heart  — 
"  Of  thee,  and  of  that  ever-radiant  sphere, 
"  Where  bless'd  at  length,  if  J  but  ser\''dA»«  here, 
**  I  should  for  ever  live  in  thy  dear  sight, 
"  And  drink  from  those  pure  eyes  eternal  light- 
**  Think,  think  how  lost,  how  maddeu'd  I  must  be, 
"  To  hope  that  guilt  could  lead  to  God  or  thee  J 
**  Thou  weep'st  for  me  —  do  weep  —  oh,  that  I  durst 
**  Kiss  off  that  tear  t  but,  no  ^ — these  lips  are  curst, 
**  They  must  not  touch  thee  ;  —  one  divine  caress, 
"  One  blessed  moment  of  forgetful ness 
"I've  had  within  those  arms,  and  that  shall  lie, 
"  Shrin*d  in  my  soul's  deep  memVy  till  1  die; 
**  The  last  of  joy's  last  relics  here  below, 
"  The  one  sweet  drop,  in  all  this  waste  of  woe, 
"  My  heart  has  treasur'd  from  affection's  spring, 
"  To  soothe  and  cool  its  deadly  withering ! 
**  But  thou  —  yes,  thou  must  go  —  for  ever  go ; 
"  This  place  is  not  for  thee  —  for  thee  !  oh  no : 
**  Did  I  but  tell  thee  half,  thy  tortur'd  brain 
**  Would  burn  like  mine,  and  mine  go  wild  again  I 
"Enough,  that  Guilt   rcigiia  here — tliat  hearts, 

once  good, 
"  Now  tainted,  chlll'd,  and  broken,  are  his  food.  — 


i«verjil  were  brought  mc  tkHvm  both  to  Vsmtio  imd  Jlddn/ 
Srt$et. 
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*^  Enough,  thAt  we  urv  piru^ — that  there  rolls 
**  A  flood  of  heodloog  &t«  betireen  oor  tools, 
**  Whose  darkness  seTers  me  u  wide  fhun  thee 
**  As  hell  from  heav*!!,  to  all  eieinitj  1 " 

"'  Z£UCA,  Zkucx  r  the  jomh  exebim'd. 
In  all  the  tortures  of  a  mind  mflaxn'd 
Almost  to  mndness  ^  ^  by  ihat  ncred  HeftT^ 
**  Where  yet,  If  pny*n  can  moTc^  thoalt  be  Ibr- 

giv'n, 
**  As  thoa  art  here  —  here,  in  this  wnthtng  heart, 
**  AU  sinful,  wild,  and  nun*d  as  thou  ait  I 
**  By  the  remembrance  of  oor  once  pore  lore, 
**  Which,  like  a  church-yard  Light  still  bums  ahcrre 
*^>  The  gmre  of  our  lost  souls  —  which  guilt  in  thee 
•*  Cannot  extinguish,  nor  despair  in  me ! 
**  I  do  conjure,  implore  thee  to  fly  hence  — 
^'  If  thou  bast  yet  one  spark  of  innoceuce, 
•*  Fly  with  me  from  this  place  — " 

''  With  tbee  !  oh  Uias  1 
•*  *Ti»  worth  whole  years  of  lorrocnt  to  hear  this. 
"  What'  take  the  lost  one  with  thee?  —  let  her  rove 
"  By  thy  dear  side,  as  in  those  days  of  love, 
**  WTien  we  were  both  so  happy,  both  so  pure— 
**  Too  hcav'nly  dream  t  if  there's  on  earth  a  cure 
**  For  the  sunk  heart,  'lis  this -^ day  aft<;:r  day 
**  To  be  the  blest  companion  of  thy  way  ^ 
*'  To  hear  thy  angel  eloquence  ^ — to  see 
"  Those  virtuous  eyes  for  ever  tum'd  on  me  -, 
**  And,  in  their  light  re-ehasten'd  silently, 
"  Like  the  stain'd  web  that  wbiteus  in  the  sun, 
"  Grow  pure  by  being  purely  shone  upon  1 
"And  thou  wilt  pray  for  mi;  —  I  know  ibou  wilt— 
"  At  the  dim  vesper  hour,  when  thoughts  of  guilt 
**  Come  heaviest  o'er  the  heart,  thoult  lift  thine 

eyes, 
'*  Full  of  sweet  tears,  imto  the  dark'nbg  skies, 
**  And  plead  for  me  with  Heay'n,  till  I  can  dare 
•*  To  fix  m?  own  weak,  siufui  glances  there  i 
**  Till  the  good  angeb,  when  they  see  me  cling 
**  For  ever  near  thee,  pale  and  sorrowing, 
^  Shall  for  thy  sake  pronounce  my  soul  forgiv'n, 
••  And  bid  thee  take  thy  wetping  slave  to  Heav'n  I 

"  Oh  yes,  Fll  fly  with  thee " 

Scarce  had  she  said 
These  breathless  words,  when  u  voice  deep  and 

dread 
As  that  of  MoHKER,  wakiog  up  the  dead 
From  their  first  sleep — so  starlling  ^twas  to  both — 
Hung  through  the  casement  near,  **  Thy  oath  I  thy 

oath  I " 
Oh  Ueav'n,  the  ghastHness  of  that  Maid's  look!  — 
•*  *Tis  he,'^  faintly  she  cried,  while  terror  shook 

*  '*  In  Ltia  terrltorj  of  lilkahar  there  Vi  a  kind  of  Nfiple*  MU 
ttf  which  U  fwect  vaA  half  lour /^  —  Ebn  HaukaL 


Her  iomost  core,  nor  durst  she  lift  her  eyes. 
Though  through  the  casement,  now,  nought  bat 

the  skies 
And  moonlight  fields  were  seen^  calm  as  befbire — 
"  Tis  he,  and  I  am^  his— all,  all  is  o*er — 
**  Go — fiy  this  instant,  or  tboo'rt  ruin'd  t(x> — 
**'  My  oath,  my  osth,  oh  God !  *tis  all  too  true, 
**  Tme  as  the  worm  in  this  cold  heart  it  is — 
**  I  am  MoL4MirA*8  bride — his,  KxsM,  his — 
^  The  Dead  stood  round  us,  while  I  spoke  that  vow, 
**  Their  blue  lips  echoed  it — I  hear  ihem  now  ! 
**  Their  eyesghuM  on  me,  while  I  pledg'd  that  bowl, 
"  'Twas  burning  blood —  I  feel  it  in  my  soul ! 
"  And  the  Yeij'd  Bridegroom — hist !  Fve  seen  to* 

night 
"  What  angels  know  not  of— ^so  foul  a  sight, 
**  So  horrible  —  oh  !  never  may*«t  thou  see 
^  What  cA^re  lies  hid  ^m  all  but  hell  and  me ! 
**  But  I  must  hence — off,  off — I  am  not  thine, 
**  Kor  Heav'n's,  nor  Love's,  nor  aug^bt   that   is 

divine  — 
"  Hold  me  not — ^ha  1  think'st  thoo  the  fiends  that 

sever 
"  Hearts,  cannot  sunder  hands  ? — thus,  then — for 

ever  \  *' 

With  all  that  strength,  which  madness  lends  the 

weak. 
She  flung  away  his  arm  ;  and,  with  a  shriek. 
Whose  sound,  though  he  should  Hager  out  more 

years 
Than  wretch  e'er  told,  can  never  leave  his  ears  — 
Flew  up  through  that  long  avenue  of  light. 
Fleetly  as  some  dark,  oiuiuous  bird  of  night, 
Across  the  sun,  and  soon  was  out  of  sight  1 


I 


Lajlla  Rookh  could  think  of  nothing  all  day  but 
the  misery  of  these  two  young  lovers*  Her  gaiety 
was  gone,  and  she  looked  pensively  even  upon 
Fai»ladeen.  She  felt,  too,  without  knowing  why, 
a  sort  of  uueasy  pleasure  in  imoginiug  that  Azm 
must  have  been  just  such  a  youth  as  Fsrajioiiz  ; 
just  as  worthy  to  ei^oy  all  the  blessings,  without 
any  of  the  pangs,  of  that  illusive  passion,  which 
too  often,  like  the  sunny  jij^ples  of  Istkalioj- ',  is 
bU  sweetness  on  one  side,  and  all  bitterness  on  the 
other. 

As  they  passed  along  a  sequestered  river  after 
sunset,  tliey  saw  a  young  Hindoo  girl  upon  the 
baok^,  whose  employment  seemed   to   them   s«> 

*  For  nn  arcoant  of  tJili  ofrreiDony,  tee  Ormiipr4*M  Vofoc* 
In  iHa  liuLlftn  Uceiin« 
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strange,  that  tliey  stopped  their  palaokeens  to 
observe  her.  She  hail  lighted  ii  Kiniil]  lamp,  filled 
i»ith  oil  of  cocoa,  and  plucing  h  in  tm  earthen 
dish,  adorned  with  a  wreath  of  flowers,  had  com- 
mitted it  with  a  tremhling  hand  to  the  strejim ; 
and  wa«  now  anxiously  watching  its  progress 
down  the  carrent,  heedlcsi  of  the  gay  cavalcade 
which  had  drawn  up  beside  her,  Lau*a  IloottK 
was  all  citriosity  ;  — when  one  of  her  aitendants, 
who  had  lived  upoD  the  banks  of  the  Ganges, 
(wht-re  this  ceremony  is  m  frequent,  that  often,  in 
the  dusk  of  the  evening,  the  river  is  ncvn  glittering 
all  over  with  lights,  like  llie  Oton-Tala,  or  Sea  of 
Star« ',)  informed  the  Princess  that  it  wjis  the 
usual  way,  in  which  the  friends  of  those  who  had 
gone  on  dangerous  voyoges  oflFered  up  vows  for 
their  safe  return.  If  the  lamp  sunk  immediately, 
the  omen  was  disastrous ;  but  if  it  went  shining 
dowQ  the  stream,  and  continued  to  bum  till  entirely 
out  of  sight,  the  return  of  the  beloved  object  was 
coDstdered  aa  certalo. 

Lmxa  RooKJff,  as  they  moved  on,  more  than 
once  looked  hack,  to  observe  bow  the  young 
IIlndo<ys  lamp  proceeded  j  and,  while  she  saw 
with  pleasure  that  it  was  still  unextinguished,  she 
could  not  help  fVaring  that  all  the  hopes  of  this 
life  were  no  better  than  ibat  feeble  lifjht  upon  the 
river.  The  remainder  of  the  journey  wa»  passed 
in  silence.  She  now,  for  the  iirst  time,  felt  that 
shade  of  melancholy,  which  comes  over  the  youth- 
ful maiden's  hearty  a«  sweet  and  transient  as  her 
own  breath  upon  a  mirror;  nor  was  it  till  she 
beard  the  Itite  of  FERAMoaz,  touched  lightly  at 
the  door  of  her  paviliou,  that  she  waked  from  the 

'  '*  The  pl»ce  where  the  Whunirho.arivercif  TlUbet,  rl*oi, 
«n(i  wh«ra  tborr  are  more  than  A  liundred  tpringt,  which 
«p»rkle  like  Ktttrt;  whence  U  U  talltxl  llutun-Dor,  that  it,  thu 
B««  or  Start.**  — l^nvn^rfAw  ttf  Thibet  in  Prnk^rltm. 

*  **  Tb«  LeMar  or  toipwrtol  Ounp  it  divlUfxt,  like  a  refulor 
toira,  tnto  t^iUTM,  atleys .  «nd  ttreoU,  and  from  a  rlfliuff  grouud 
fkimUhBi  (MM  of  tlio  ifimt  AKTMiible  profpccu  In  the  world. 
StArting  up  tn  »  few  hour*  tn  an  unlnhabftMl  plmln.  ft  riduti 
the  Iden  of  n  cUf  bukU  by  eDchautmeut.  Even  thoto  who 
tenvr  thuir  hoiutt  In  cUIc-a  to  follow  the  pHnce  In  hU  progreu 
are  rr(H|nr>nUjr  m»  rharn)«ril  with  the  Lescar,  iih«p  UtU4tf>d  Id  a 
brautiful  iifid  cmvfiTlcut  plAei\  that  thejp  uunot  prerail  with 
IhrmietycA  to  remorr.  To  preTeot  thii  Inconrenlenc^  to  tht 
rourt^  Che  Emperor,  aft<^r  •ufflciFut  ume  U  allowed  to  the 
trAdomen  to  Mttyw.  orderi  thcni  to  be  bumt  out  ot  their 
lenti."  — IXpv'i  lllndovlan. 

Cotonvt  VVUki  Kive*  a  liwv\f  picture  of  an  Eaiif<m  encamp* 
tnrnt:— "  HU  camp,  like  that  of  moH  Indian  armtc*,  e»h»- 
t»lte<l  It  motli»f  roUt^tlou  ofaijvn  rrom  the  tcorchlnjr  tun  viut 
dewt  of  the  nlfcht,  vartegated  according  to  the  tJi«tn  or  me»nii 
of  c*rh  tndlvldanl,  by  natenilve  b»Fto«ur««  of  c>  ' 
iiirruuiKUitg  feiifwrb  lultoi  of  UtiU\  by  l-agB> 
bUnkrti  ilrcichfd  o««rftlck«  of  branches  j  palro-i 
ftpr««ad  ofcr  •tmltar  tiipinr^rt* ;  handx^ne  l*M»t»  anU  ftjikiiaid 
owofftM  *.  hctrMv.  OMcn,  v|«phiiht«,  and  ranicit  i  at)  inr«rmltc«l 
without  any  exterior  mark  of  ord«r  or  detlfti,  c&r«pt  the  Aa^* 


rei^erie  in  which  she  had  been  wandering. 
stantly  her  eyes  were  lighted  up  with 
and,  afler  a  few  unheard  remarks  from  Fadla^ickm 
upon  the  inrJeeoruiu  of  a  poet  sealing  himsetf  in 
preaenee  of  a  Princess,  every  thing  was  ftrra&g«d 
as  on  the  preeeding  evening,  and  all  ljMeii4*d  with 
eagerness,  while  the  story  was  thi 


Whose  are  the  gilded  tents  that  crowd  the  way. 
Where  all  was  waste  and  silent  yesterduy  ? 
This  City  of  War  which,  in  a  few  short  hourv. 
Hath  gprung  up  liere^,  as  if  the  magic  powers 
Of  Him  who,  in  the  twinkling  of  a  star. 
Built  the  high  piilar'd  balls  of  Cnti.»tiN'AS,> 
Iliid  eonjwr'd  up,  far  as  the  eye  can  see. 
This  world  of  tents,  and  domes,  and  sim-bri^ht 

arcDory : — 
Princely  pavilions,  screen'd  by  many  a  fold 
Of  crimson  eloth,  and  topp'd  with  balls  of  gold:  — 
Steeds,  with  their  housings  of  rich  silver  spnn. 
Their  chuitis  and  ptutrel*  glittVing  in  the  sun  ; 
And  camels*  tufted  o'er  with  Yemen *s  shells;.  * 
Shaking  in  every  breeze  their  Ught-lon'd  bells  I 

But  yeater-eve,  so  motionless  around. 
So  mute  was  this  wide  plain,  that  not  a  somid 
But  the  far  torrent,  or  the  locnst  bird  * 
Hunting  among  Ihe  thickets,  could  be  heard  ;  — 
Yet  bark  !  what  discords  now,  of  ev'ry  kind. 
Shouts,  langhSf  and  screams  are  revelling  in  the 

wind; 
The  neigh  of  cavalry  ;  —  the  tinkling  throngs 
Of  laden  camels  and  their  drlTers*  loogs  ;* — 


of  the  ch{eff,  whtrh  tiKuaUy  mark  the  rentrei  oTsi 
th«Ae  maMefl  ;  the  only  regular  part  of  the  eiu-ampmcnt  I 
the  ftreets  of  *hopi,  each  of  which  U  coD*trncted  nearly  in  IIm 
tnannef  of  a  booth  itt  an  Englbh  talr." — liirtoricai  Mrtdkn 
t\f  the  South  f^  India. 

>  Tho  (dfacrf  of  Chilminar  and  Bather  are  tnppodnl  to 
have  bc«o  built  by  the  GcnU,  acttng  under  the  order*  of  Jan 
lion  Jan,  who  gorarnod  tho  world  long  before  tUn  tin*  «f 
Adam^ 

*  "  K  luiierb  ounet,  onuuncnted  with  flrhift  and  tuDt  of 
tmAll  then*/* '  Alt  Beg. 

*  A  native  of  Khoraisan,  aud  aJturcil  loathward  by  n»#aiic 
of  the  wRter  of  a  fountain  between  Shtrai  «nd  Npaban,  ralJM 
the  Fountain  of  Bird*,  of  which  it  ii  to  futid  tital  U  will  fwUov 
wherersr  th*it  water  it  carrtod. 

*  "  Some  of  the  catneU  have  bnlli  about  their  ntrki.  «n4 
•omo  about  thctr  tcgt.  like  tlioac  which  our  cnrrieri  piit  about 
(heir  rorr-hortct*  oedu^  which  together  with  (l»o  Mvrriuta 
(who  t>eiong  to  tho  camels,  and  trtvel  oti  UttA,}  tloging  all 
nijiht,  make  a  plnuant  nolae^  and  the  Iminnvy  paaia*  aw^y 
rti'K«htful!j/*  — /»#«'i  A.  ":        ...tan*, 

*•  The  camel -driver  f..!  mf.  »nd  tam^o 

tiniea  )>layiiiir  up^Jii  hii  \"\  '     ^Infiand  fttfrvi, 

thu  fjutrf  the  ciuni-la  go.     Na>,  tboy  wiU  AbUld  ttlU  «b«l!l  to« 
give*  over  hit  mntic/*—  TaPtmtfr. 
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Ringing  of  anus,  and  flapping  in  the  breeze 
Of  streamers  from  ten  thoofiaod  canopies ;  — 
Wiur-inujsic,  bursting  out  from  time  to  time. 
With  goDg  and  trmbiiloQ^s  tremendous  chitne;  — 
Or»  in  the  paufie«  when  harshtT  sounds  art  mutL% 
The  mellow  hrtathlngs  of  some  horn  or  flute, 
That  fair  off,  broken  by  the  eagle  note 
Of  the'  Abysslniim  Lrutnpet  \  swi.41  rmd  float. 

Who  lead*  ibis  mighty  arm  j  ? — ask  ye  "  who?  " 
And  mark  ye  not  those  bauners  of  dark  hue, 
The  Night  and  Shadow*,  over  yonder  tent  ?  — 
tt  15  the  CAi.iFB*fl  glorious  armament. 
Rous'd  in  his  Palace  by  the  dread  alarmSi 
That  hourly  came^  of  the  false  Prophet's  aims. 
And  of  hi&  host  of  infidels,  who  htirfd 
Deflonce  fierce  at  Islam  ^  and  the  world,— 
Though  worn  with  Greciau  warfare,  and  behind 
The  Teila  of  bis  bright  Palace  ealm  reclin'd* 
Yet  brooked  he  not  sueh  bliisphemy  should  stain, 
Thus  unrcveng'd,  the  evening  of  his  reign  ; 
But,  having  sworn  upon  the  Holy  Grave  * 
To  conqoer  or  to  perish,  once  more  gave 
His  ihailowy  banners  proudly  to  the  breeze. 
And  with  an  army,  ours'd  in  victories. 
Here  stands  to  erush  the  rebels  that  o>r-rnn 
Hk  blest  and  beauteotis  Province  of  the  Sun. 

Ne'er  did  the  march  of  Mahaoi  display 
Sueh  pomp  before  ;— 'UOt  ev'n  when  on  his  way 
To  Mecca's  Temple,  when  both  land  and  sea 
Were  spoilM  to  feed  the  Pilgrim's  luxury  j  * 
WTien  round  hiiiii  mid  the  burning  Bands,  he  saw 
Fruits  of  the  North  in  icy  freshness  thaw, 
And  cool'd  his  thirsty  lip,  beneath  the  glow 
Of  Mecca's  sun,  with  urns  t^f  Persian  snow  r — * 
Nor  e'er  clid  armatiient  nmre  grand  thau  that 
Pour  trom  the  kingdoms  of  the  CaliphaL 

*  **  Thl»  tminpH  [•  often  mlied,  In  Abjtiinia,  mrntr  cano, 
wbfeh  dinllin  the  Not*  of  ihe  Eagle/"— Xp<*  (^  Bruce't 
Ediior. 

*  The  two  Mitrk  lUiidArdt  borne  before  tbo  Cdiptii  ottht 
UouM  of  AbtHu  w^re  mlled,  MnL>i$orlcalljr,  Tbe  Nigbt  And 
rtm  Shadow.  -  See  Gfhiom. 

t  Hm  UaluMveUn  rrilfloa. 

*  **  Tb*  Pcrtimu  iwear  bj  tbe  Tonab  i»r  ShAh  BcMde,  who 
!■  burl«d  At  CAthln  ;  and  wbru  mm  dsftrst  ukotber  U>  a«»eir«. 
rat«  a  matter,  he  will  a^k  tilra,  If  be  4ut  iwmt  Ij^f  the  Holj 
Omtii."—  Struff. 

■  Miludi,  \n  A  »inKl<<  pUgriinaffe  to  Mect^  enpeud^d  §i% 
mlUltKii  of  dlnArt  o(  gftld. 

*  Klvrai  MiTcam  apporutrk,  rem  Ibi  Jiul  nunqnaiD  aut  mro 

7  Th»  InhAbiUnti  of  llcjoz  or  Aiabla  Prtwjt,  cJitltnl  by  an 
JSjut^m  writer  '*  I'he  iViple  of  ilip  ll^Kk."'—  Ebn  ilijuAai. 

*  "  T)iu«fl  KofH-a,  t'Allcd  by  tlip  Arablant  KochUnl.  of  *liom 
m  written  jrcnealoRj  hat  bwn.  kr^t  fof  SOW  y cart.  They  vre 
iald  to  derive  tUclr  urtgin  from  Rlnf  Sotomon'i  itecd*.**  — 

*  **  Msny  ol  ike  fipttt*  on  the  blwlef  of  thdr  iwords  are 


First,  in  the  van,  the  People  of  the  Rock,  f 

On  their  light  moantjiin  steeds,  of  royal  slock  ;* 
Then,  chieftains  of  Damascus,  proud  to  see 
The  flashing  of  their  swords'^  rich  marquetry  ;— ' 
Men,  from  the  regions  near  the  Volga's  mouth, 
Mix*d  with  the  rude,  black  archers  of  the  South  j 
And  Indian  lancers,  in  whitii-turban'd  runks. 
From  the  far  J^^inde,  or  Attock's  suered  banks. 
With  dusky  lef^ions  from  the  Land  of  Myrf  h, '« 
And  muny  a  mace-iLt*m'd  Moor  and  Mid-sea  inlander. 

Nor  less  in  number^  though  more  new  and  mde 
In  warfare's  school,  was  the  vast  multitude 
That,  fir'd  by  xeal^  or  by  oppression  wronged, 
Round  the  white  standard  of  the'  impostor  throng'd. 
Beside  his  thousands  of  Believers^ blind. 
Burning  and  headlong  as  the  Samiel  wind  — 
Many  who  felt,  aud  more  who  feared  to  feel 
The  bloody  Islamite's  converting  steel, 
Flock'd  to  his  banner; — Chiefs  of  the'  Uz,nEK  race, 
Waving  their  heron  crests  with  martial  grocer*' 
Tu&KOMANS,  countless  as  their  dix'ks,  led  forth 
From  the'  aromatic  pastures  of  the  North ; 
Wild  warriors  of  the  turquoise  hills  ^^,— and  those 
Who  dwell  beyond  the  everlasting  snows 
Of  lIiNiJOo  KosH  ^^,  in  stormy  freedom  bred, 
Their  fort  the  rock,  their  camp  the  torrent's  bed. 
But   none,  of  all   who  own'd  the  Chief's  com- 

maud, 
Rush'd  to  that  battle-field  with  bolder  hand, 
Or  sterner  hate,  than  [ran*s  oullaw'd  men. 
Her  Worshippers  of  Fire  —  all  pantiog  then 
For  vengeance  on  the'  accursed  Saracen  ; 
Vengeance  at  last  for  their  dear  country  spum*d. 
Her  throne  usnrp'd,  and  her  bright  shrined  o'er- 

tum'd. 
From  Yekd's**  eternal  Mansion  of  the  Fire, 
Where  aged  saints  in  dreams  of  Heav'n  expire  : 

wrought  In  gold  or  lilver,  or  In  marquetrr  with  iinall  genii/' 
'  Atmt.  Mttr.  t.  L 

■'  Axat}  or  Satuu 

1 )  "  Ttio  chiefa  of  I  he  Utbek  TarUn  wear  a  plunM  of  white 
heron 'i  featlieri  la  tbcfr  mrbaait  *'  —  dccoumt  itf  IndepemdtM 
Tartarif. 

13  lu  the  mountatnt  of  Nithapour  and  Tom  (In  Kborauan) 
thej  finil  tiirquaiie*,  *^Elm  IfauAitt, 

'3^  For*  de»crJ[iitlon  of  ihe»e  »tu|ictidoui  rangei  of  moQD- 
talnt,  »ee  Elpkmatonr"*  Caubul. 

>*  The  c;h«bert  or  GuebrM,  tboip  otSk^R<iI  nftHi*ei  of  FeraLa* 
who  adhered  to  ibelr  ancient  finiih,  thu  rcllgiou  of  ZcmNtater, 
and  who,  adcf  tho  conqiit»»t  of  their  country  by  the  Araba, 
were  either  periccutM  at  home,  or  furced  lo  beeoBie  wai»- 
dereri  abro*d. 

i»  "  Yfid,  thechtcf  reildence  nrthoieandeiit  lutlvea,  who 
WQT»hlp  Ibc  Sun  and  the  Fire,  which  Lniier  they  hare  care- 
fully k*^T»t  llilliited,  wilhouL  be(n|t  once  extlngulahed  for  a 
toooiLnit,  4ilKjiit  .100(1  ycaf  t,  on  a  moontaltk  near  \>ad.  called 
At<>r  QucdAh,  tigntfying  tb«  Houttt  or  MaoiloB  of  the  Fire. 
He  li  rt^kimed  very  unfortiiQlls  whodlMofftlwInMmnULD.** 
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From  BAPK0,  and  those  foautaiDu  of  blue  flame 
That  burn  into  the  Caspian  %  fiurce  tliey  came, 
Cureless  for  vkbat  or  whom  the  blow  was  s^ved. 
So  vengeance  triumyh^d*  and  their  tymnta  bled. 

Such  was  the  -wild  and  mijicellaneoua  host. 
That  high  in  uXr  their  motley  banners  tost 
Amund  the  Prophet-Chief — mil  eyes  still  bent 
U|>oa  that  glittering;  Veil,  where'er  it  wentt 
That  beacon  through  the  battle's  stormy  flood. 
That  raiobow  of  the  field,  whose  Bhowen  were 
blood  I 

Twiee  hath  the  buh  up^n  Iheir  conflict  set. 
And  riften  again,  and  found  them  grappling  yet ; 
While  atreums  of  eamage  in  his  ncwmtide  blaae. 
Smoke  up  to  Heav'n — hot  aa  that  crimson  hajte, 
By  whicb  the  prostrate  Caravan  is  ain^'d,- 
In  the  red  Desert^  when  the  kind's  abroud. 
"  Od,  Swordsof  God!"  the  panting  Caltph  calla,^ — 
**  Thrones  for  the  living — Heav*ii  fof  him  ivho 

failxr*— 
**  On»  brave  avengers,  on,**  Mokjlnna  cries, 
"  And  Eblis  blast  the  recreant  slave  that  flies  I" 
Now  comes  the  brunt,  the  crisis  of  the  day  — 
They  elrish  — they  strive  — the   CAtiPii's  troops 

give  way! 
Mokanna's  self  plucks  the  black  Bimner  down, 
And  now  the  Orient  World's  Imperial  erown 
Is  just  within  hi&  gn^sp-— when,  hark,  that  sh<>utl 
Some  hand  hath  check'd  the  flying  Moslem's  rout  j 
And  now  they  turn,  they  rally — at  iheir  head 
A  warrior,  (like  those  angel  youths  who  led. 
In  glorious  panoply  of  Heav'n'a  own  mail, 
The  Champions  of  the   Fiuth  thnmgh   Beder*8 

vale,)  * 
Bold  as  if  gifted  with  ten  thousand  lives, 
Turns  on  the  fierce  piumier's  blades,  and  drives 
At  once  the  multitudioous  torrent  back  — 
While  hope  and  courage  kindle  in  his  track  ; 
And,  at  each  step,  hh  bIcKKly  falchion  makea 
Terrible  vistas  through  which  vict'ry  breaks! 
Ib  vain  Mokanna,  midst  the  general  flight, 
Stands,  like  the  red  moon,  on  some  stormy  night, 
Among  the  fugitive  clouds  that,  hurrying  by, 
iieuve  only  her  unshaken  in  the  sky^ 


>  *'  When  the  wf'&tlior  li  biif.  the  tpringt  of  KsphthA  (on 
■n  laland actr  &»ku)  boil  up  th«  highrr,  luid  liie  Naphthsoftfii 
Uk<<«  Are  on  the  tarfsce  of  th«  «»rth,  mui  mm  tn  «  Aftnie  Into 
the  »tm.  to  s  dlstaoc*  alioo«l  irtcrfdlblo/'^—  fJanuta^  on  the 
M^erLutimg  Mr*  at  Bakm, 

■  Smmrp  tayt  aflh«  M»th  vlnd,  which  bluwi  In  Efjpt  tnm 
Ffbrattry  to  BI«x«  *^  5Kmi«tlnir«  tt  nppesri  only  tn  th«  tb«p« 
of  tn  lrii|»i-iiirKit  wtilrlwiml.  wdlich  fMstM  rs]»kll)r,  and  ia  Hital 

Vithr  trnrvUvt,  lurprUinl  In  thr  rolddto Of  ttK  Awtntt*    TOT. 
rcrfiu  of  tiurntng  und  roll  ttofoTo  U,  tb«  ArmcBeBt  li  sova^ 


In  vain  he  yells  his  desperate  curses  out. 

Deals  death  promiscuously  to  all  about, 

To  foes  that  charge  and  coward  friends  that  fly, 

And  seems  of  alt  the  Great  Areh-euemy* 

The  panic  spreads  — "  A  miracle  !"  throughotii 

The  Moslem  ranks,  **  a  miracle  !""  they  shout. 

All  gazing  on  that  youth,  whose  comtng  seems 

A  light,  a  glory,  such  as  breaks  id  dreams; 

And  ev'ry  sword,  true  as  o'er  billows  dina 

The  needle  tracks  the  load-star,  following  hiin  ! 

Eight  tow*rd8  Mo&akka  no«r  he  clesves  his 

path, 
Impatient  cleaves,  as  though  the  bolt  of  wrath 
He  bean  from  Heaven  withheld  its  awful  hurst 
From  weaker  heads,  and  souls  but  half  way  com:. 
To  break  o*er  Him,  the  migh litest  and  the  worst  I 
But   vain   his   speed  «^  though,   in   that   hour   of 

blood. 
Had  all  God's  seraphs  roond  Mokakha  stood. 
With  swords  of  fire,  ready  like  fate  to  fail» 
Moilakka's  soul  would  have  defied  them  all; 
Yet  now,  the  rush  of  fugitives,  too  strong 
For  human  force^.  hurries  ev'n  him  along : 
In  vain  he  struggles  'mid  the  wedg*d  array 
Of  Hying  thousands — he  is  home  away; 
And  the  sole  joy  his  baffled  spirit  knows. 
In  this  forc'd  flight,  ts^ — murdVing  as  he  goes ! 
As  a  grim  tiger,  whom  the  torrent's  might 
Surprises  in  some  jiarch^d  ravine  at  night. 
Turns,  ev'n  in  drowning,  on  the  wretched  flocks. 
Swept  with  him  in  that  snow-flood  from  the  rt»cks. 
And,  to  the  last,  devouring  on  his  way. 
Bloodies  the  stream  he  hath  not  power  to  stay, 

"  Alia  ilia  Alia  I  "—the  glad  shout  renew — 
"  Alia  Akbar  !"*  —  the  Caliph's  in  5£ER0tr, 
Hang  out  your  gilded  tapestry  in  the  streets. 
And  light  your  shrines  and  channt  your  airalet^ta,* 
The  Swords  of   God  have  triumphed — on   his 

throne 
Your  Caliph  sits,  and  the  veil'd  Chief  hath  flown. 
Who  does  not  envy  that  young  warrior  now, 
To  whom  the  Lord  of  Islam  bends  his  hrow» 
In  all  the  graceful  gratitude  of  power, 
For  his  throne's  safety  in  that  perilous  hour  f 


toped  ia  R  tbirk  veil,  and  the  •im  nppcart  of  the  colour  of 
blood.     S<mi«iii!ne«  whok  caravuii  Are  btih^l  In  H*** 

>  lo  the  ftvtX  rictarj  f  aIomI  b]r  Miilxommt  «|  IkNikrr.  hf>  ww 
stslited,  9ty  the  MuitaltnAai,  hjr  thrr**  iboui«nd  knyrli.  It4 
hf  G«b«iel,  motmtcd  on  hb  horM  Uidiuin^— $••  The  £ir«ni 
ami  its  Camm*mtal<>rt, 

4  Tb«  TocMr,  or  cry  of  the  Arsiba.  **  Alia  ActtsrT^  laft 
Ockky,  iiMMit,  **  Gnd  li  BUMi  mtihtr." 

*  The  tlnJ«fC  li  a  ktad  of  ehoriM.  which  tb«  wontfa  of  llw 
Ssit  itQC  upon  JoyM  otcaslsm^  —  RmteL 
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Who  doth  not  ironck r^  when,  amidst  the'  acelaiin 
Of  tbousaodLSt  heralding  to  heaven  his  aame  — 
*Mid  ail  those  holier  harmonies  of  fame, 
Which  sound  uloDig  the  path  of  Tirtuoua  souls. 
Like  music  round  a  planet  as  it  rolls, — 
He  turns  away — coldly,  us  if  some  gloom 
Hung  o'er  his  heart  no  triumph*  cao  iUtiine  j — 
Some  sighUess  grief,  upoo  whose  bhisted  ga*e 
Though  glory's  light  may  play,  in  vain  it  plays. 
Yes,  IT  retched  Azim  !  thine  Is  such  a  grief^ 
Beyond  all  hope,  all  terror^  all  relief; 
A  darkf  cold  calm,  which  nothing  now  can  hreakj 
Or  warm  or  brighten, — ^like  that  Symn  Lake,  > 
Upon  whose  surface  mom  and  auimner  shed 
Their  amilea  in  vain,  for  all  beneath  is  dead!  — 
Hearts  there  have  been » o'er  which  this  w  eight  of  woe 
Came  by  long  iise  of  sufl'Ving,  tame  and  slow  j 
But  thioe,  lost  yotilh  !  was  stidden— -over  thee 
It  broke  at  once,  when  all  seteni'd  ecstasy  j 
When  Hope  look'd  up,  and  saw  the  gloomy  Past 
Melt  into  splendour^  and  BHss  dawn  at  last — 
*Twa»  thea,.  ev'n  then,  oer  joys  so  freshly  blown, 
This  mortal  blight  of  misery  came  down  j 
Ev'n  then,  the  full,  warm  gushings  of  thy  heart 
Were  checked — like  fount-drops,  froien  m  they 

start— 
And  there,  like  them,  cold,  sunless  relics  hang, 
Each  fix'd  and  chiird  into  a  lasting  pang. 

Odc  sole  desire,  one  passion  now  remains 
To  keep  life's  fever  still  within  his  yeiae, 
Vengeance  I — dire  vengeance  on  the  wrelch  who 

cast 
0*er  him  and  all  he  lov'd  that  ruinous  blast. 
For  this,  when  rumours  reached  him  in  his  I3ight 
Far,  far  away,  a:P:er  that  fatal  night, ^^ — 
Rumours  of  armies,  thronging  to  the'  attack 
Of  the  Veiled  Chief,  —  for  this  he  wing'd  hira  back. 
Fleet  as  the  vulture  speeds  to  flags  unfurl'df 
And,  when  all  hope  s«em'd  desp'rate,  wikUy  hurFd 
Himself  into  the  scale,  and  sav*d  a  world. 
For  this  he  still  lives  on,  careless  of  all 
The  wreaths  tlmt  Glory  on  his  path  lete  fall ; 
For  this  ;\lone  eat ists^  like  lightning- 13 re. 
To  speed  one  bolt  of  vengeance,  and  expire  I 

Bat  safe  as  yet  that  Spirit  of  Evil  llve« ; 
TiVith  a  small  band  of  desp'rate  fugitives. 
The  last  sole  stttbhom  frajBrraent,  left  tmriv'o, 
Of  the  proud  host  that  lute  stood  fronting  Heav*n, 

1  Tbv  Dimd  B««,  which  conUlni  neither  ftaimal  nor  iref«. 
talil*  Ufe. 
>  Thfl  uicUnt  Oxm. 
*  AdtyorTrwioxlsna. 

^  *'  Ynu  never  can  cast  ymir  *yt%  on  thit  trfec»  but  jou 
tticrc  f  (th«r  bkuioini  or  fyuit ;  and  as  the  blofMtii  drop* 


I 


He  gain'd   Mebou— ^ breath 'd  a  short  curse   of 

blood 
O'er  his  lost  throne-^ then   pass'd   the  Jihon*s 

flood,* 
And  gathering  ail,  whose  madness  of  belief 
StiU  saw  a  Saviour  in  their  down-fall' n  Chief, 
Rais'd  the  white  banner  within  NEEflHEB's  gates,  3 
And  there,  imtam'd,  the'  approaching conq'ror  waita^ 

Of  all  his  Haram,  all  thai  busy  hive 
With  music  and  with  sweets  sparkling  alive, 
He  took  hut  one,  the  partner  of  his  flight, 
One^ — not  for  love -^  not  for  her  beauty's  lights 
No,  Zelica  stood  witli'ring  'midst  the  gay. 
Wan  as  the  blossom  that  fell  yesterday 
From  the'  Alma  tree  and  dies,  while  overhead 
To-day's  young  flowV  is  springing  in  its  stead./* 
Oh,  not  for  love — the  deepest  Damn'd  must  lie 
Touch'd  with  Heaveu*s  glor)',  ere  such  fiends  as  he 
Can  feel  one  glimpse  of  Love's  divinity. 
But  no,  she  Is  his  vjctim ;  —  there  lie  all 
Her  chajTus  for  him— charms  that  can  never  pall. 
As  long  as  hell  within  his  heart  can  stir, 
Or  one  faint  trace  of  Heaven  is  lePt  in  her. 
To  work  an  angel's  ruin,— to  behold 
As  white  a  page  as  Virttie  e'er  unroU'd 
Blacken,  beneath  his  touch,  into  a  scroll 
Of  damning  wia^  seal'd  with  a  burning  soul^ — 
This  11  hii  triiunph  j  this  the  joy  accurst. 
That  ranks  him  among  demons  all  but  first : 
This  gives  the  victim*  that  before  him  lies 
Blighted  and  lost,  a  glory  in  his  eyes, 
A  light  like  that  with  which  hell -fire  ill  utiles 
The  ghastly,  writhing  wretch  whom  it  consumes  I 

But  other  tasks  now  wait  him — tasks  that  need 
Ail  the  deep  daringncss  of  thought  and  deed 
With  which   the  Dives  ^  have   gifted   him  —  for 

mark^ 
Orer  yon  plains,  which  night  had  else  made  dark, 
Tliose  lanterns,  countless  as  the  winged  lights 
That  spangle  India's  fields  on  show'rj  night^^, — « 
Far  a*  their  formidable  gleams  they  fihcd. 
The  mighty  tents  of  the  beleaguerer  spread, 
Glimmering  along  the*  horizon's  dusky  line. 
And  thence  in  nearer  circles,  till  they  shine 
Among  the  founts  and  groves,  o'er  which  the  town 
In  all  its  arm'd  magnificence  looks  down. 
Ytl,  fearless,  ft-om  his  lofty  battlements 
MoKANNA  views  that  multitude  of  tents  ; 

iicid«rii»th  on  IHjr  ground  (which  li  frcMjucTitly  coirered  with 
tlicie  puTpl«'ColoLjTt>d  flowrri)  oLher*  come  fortli  in  tboir 

*  The  Detnmif  of  the  Pcrflui  mythrilogy. 

•  Carrerl  mnottuni  tlK'  fire-flies  fn  tndta  during  the  rtdaf 
teaMiii-*-  fife  hi*  TrATfli. 
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Nay,  smiles  to  tbink  that,  though  eotoird,  Wset, 
Not  l*sfi  thaD  myriads  dare  to  front  him  yet;  — 
That  friendless,  thront^less.  he  thus  Btandi;  fit  hay, 
Ev*n  thus  n  match  for  uiyriiuis  such  as  they. 
**  Oh*  for  a  sweep  of  that  dark  Angel's  wing, 
"  Who  brushed  the  thousands  of  the*   Assyrian 

King  I  ; 

**  To  darkneBS  in  a  moiuent^  that  1  might  i 

**  People  Hell's  chambers  with  yon  host  to-nighl  I  | 
'*  But,  eorae  vrhal  may,  let  who  will  grasp  the 

throne, 
"  Caliph  or  Prophet,  Man  alike  shall  groan  ; 
"Let  wh(>  will  torture   him»   Priest*- Caliph  — 

King  — 
*'  Alike  this  loathsome  world  of  his  shall  ring 
*^  With  victims'  shrieks  and  howlings  of  the  filaye, — 
**  Sounds,   that   shall    glad   me   ev'n   within    my 

grave  I " 
Thus,  to  himself^ but  to  the  scanty  train 
Still  left  around  him,  a  far  dilTereut  8train:  — 
**  Glorious  Defenders  of  the  sacred  Crown 
"  I  hear  from  Ueav'u,  whose  light  nor  blood  shall 

drown 
"  Nor  shadow  of  earth  eclipse  j — before  whose 

gems 
"  Tlie  paly  pomp  of  this  world's  diadems, 
**  The  crown  of  Gerashii>,  the  pillar  tl  throne 
"  Of  Pah  VIZ  ^,  and  the  heron  crest  that  shone,  ^ 
"  Magnificent,  o'er  Ain*s  beauteous  eyes,* 
"  Fade  like  the  stars  vfheu  mom  is  iu  the  skies : 
**  Warriors,  rejoice  —  the  port  to  which  we*vc  passed 
**  0*er  Destiny's  dark  wave,  beams  out  at  lastl 
**  VictVy's  oiur  own  — 'tis  written  in  that  Book 
"  Upon  whose  leaves  none  hut  the  angels  look, 
**  That  Islam's  sceptre  shall  beneath  the  power 
"  Of  her  great  foe  fall  broken  in  that  hour, 
"*  When  the  moon's  mighty  orb,  before  ail  eyes, 
"  From  Nekhucu's  Holy  Well  portentously  shall 

rise ! 

I  SfnnAch^rlb.  railed  by  tiie  Orietitali  KJog  of  ftfuuiul. 

*  Clio«ro4!s.  For  the  description  of  hl«  Tbroa*  or  PoIacc, 
•ei*  Gibbon  ixnd  D'Jlcrhttot. 

Ttipre  were  laitt  to  b«  under  thti  Thron*i  or  FoJace  of 
KhotrfM  PJirTii  a  hundrin]  vauMi  fillpd  wrlttt  "  treafenr^i  %o 
ImiTvcii**'  thait  sovnc  Mahometan  wriLeri  toll!  u^^  ihnf r  Prophet, 
Co  f»ncourjigia  b)i  dltclplef,  CArrlinl  them  tn  m  ruck,  wbirb  sic 
hii  coramaod  ^puined,  aaU  gwf  thom  a  prospect  thruagh  U  of 
the  treMuret  of  Khof  row/'  —  Univrnai  Ht'ttoiy* 

^  '*  The  crown  ot  Geraihid  tf  4>loudj  nnd  tamiihed  t»ercrc* 
lb«  henta  tuft  oJ  thy  turlwi."  —  From  one  of  the  ek'ijlc*  or 
MMljfl  ill  pralM  of  AH,  wriUeu  in  charnclcr*  at  gold  round  the 
filler;  of  Abbos'i  [nrnb,  —  Hoe  Charftm, 

*  Thtf  beautjr  of  AlTi  eyei  wiu  to  rcmnrkabte,  tbal  mrtirn* 
eror  tlio  P«rfian«  would  drtcrlbe  any  tblng  m  verj  lovely, 
th«3r  My  it  1i  Ayi)  Hall,  or  the  Eyet  of  All.  —  CAardht* 

^  Wa  Mrs  not  toltt  more  of  th1»  Irkk  of  the  Impoitor,  than 
that  II  wa«  *•  une  machine,  tpiUJ  dlit>U  tire  la  Lm»r/'  Ac- 
o«ifdtnif  lo  n]rh4rdiL>n,  tbo  mlr.icte  U  |Hcr|;Hfttuacd  tu  Nekj- 
cj*i>tj,  — *'  NKkahab,  tlic  name  pta  city  ta  Trai»oxlann,  nhcn- 


"  Now  turn  and  see  \ " 

They  turn*d,  and,  a«  he  ^poke^ 
A  fiuddeu  splendour  all  around  thetn  broke, 
And  they  beheld  tin  orb,  ample  and  bright. 
Rise  from  the  Holy  Well  *,  and  ca«t  its  light 
Ronnd  the  rich  city  and  the  plain  for  miles, — * 
Flinging  sueh  radiance  o'er  the  gilded  tiles 
Ol'many  a  dome  and  fair-ri>of\i  imaret, 
As  nutumn  suna  shed  round  them  when  they  Bet. 
Instant  from  all  who  saw  the"  illusive  sign 
A  nmrmtir  broke  —  '^  Miraculous  !  divine  1 " 
The  Gheber  bow'd,  thinking  his  idol  star 
Had  wak'd,  and  burst  impatient  through  the  bar 
Of  midnight,  to  inflame  him  to  the  war  ; 
While  he  of  Mouse  a  *«  creed  saw,  in  that  ray, 
The  glorious  Light  which,  in  his  freedom's  day, 
Had  rested  on  the  Ark'?,  and  now  again 
Shone  out  to  bless  the  breaking  of  his  chain. 

"  To  victory  V  is  at  once  the  cry  of  all  — 
Nor  stands  Mukanna  loiiVing  at  that  call ; 
But  instant  the  huge  gates  are  Uting  aside, 
And  forth^  like  a  diminutive  mount;iin-lidc 
Into  the  boundless  sea,  they  speed  their  course 
Right  on  into  the  Mosi*bm's  might)  force* 
The  watehmeo  of  the  camp,  —  who,  iu  their  rounds. 
Had  paus'd,  and  ev'u  forgot  the  pimctuid  simods 
Of  the  small  drum  with  which  they  count  the  nigbt,^ 
To  gaze  upon  that  supernatural  light,- — 
Now  sink  beneath  an  unexpected  arm, 
And  in  a  death-groan  give  their  last  alarm. 
"  On  for  the  lam|>s,  that  light  yon  Iwfty  screen,' 
"  Nor  blunt  your  blades  with  massacre  sc^  mean  ^ 
"  '/VitTc  rests  the  Caupu  —speed— one  lucky  lance 
'*  May  now  achieve  mankind's  deliveranee." 
Dejip'riite  the  die — such  as  they  only  east. 
Who  venture  for  a  world,  and  stake  their  last. 
But  Fate's  no  longer  with  him — blade  for  blade 
Springs  up  to  meet  them  thro"  the  glimm'riiig  shade, 

Ihey  irty  iherff  h  a  well,  in  which  the  appearance  of  the  moon 
Ia  to  he  feen  night  and  day." 

*  "  il  amuia  pendant  deux  moii  le  people  do  la  ville  d«i 
Nelibicheb,  en  falunt  Mftlr  t;«it«i  In  nuks  du  fond  d'un 
puUi  un  corpi  tumlneux  lerablatile  I  la  Lune„  qui  pnrtoit  ta 
lamldre  juiqu'l  ladiitancB  de  pluiieut»mllle».'*— jD'/?*^6t7crf, 
Henc!i(>  he  wa4  called  Sacendehmah.  or  the  Moon-maker, 

7  The  Sbechlnah,  called  BaJUaat  la  the  Koran.^Sce  6V^'f 
Note,  chap.  ii. 

■  The  partf  of  the  dtftht  are  tnade  known  m  wdl  by  i«- 
ttrumentir  of  muilc,  ai  by  the  rciund*  of  the  watchmen  wtth 
crief  and  «maJl  drximi. ^Ste  Burd^r't  OrienlaiCmtomt,  »oL  I. 
p.  111*. 

"  The  SerrapurdOt  high  icrt^iu  of  red  elolK,  itifltoed  wilh 
cJine.  ui«d  to  eticloie  a  coDfiderahle  space  roaod  the  rof«l 
tent*.—  Xolr«  om  ihc  BakardamuMk. 

The  trnt*  of  Prbicen  were  uenerallly  UiuiniaAted.  Karden 
tellf  uj  I  fa  tit  the  tent  of  the  Bey  of  Glrge  wai  dllitlnfulahod 
from  the  other  teoU  by  forty  lanterni  betng  luipeadttl  iMltora 
it.  _  See  ilarmtr't  CMmnattiaiu  oo  Job. 
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And,  as  the  dash  is  heard,  new  Icgionn  soon 
Pour  to  I  he  sp<jt,  like  bees  of  Ka^zkroon  ' 
To  the  sbriU  tmibrerg  snmmoos,  —  till,  at  length, 
The  mighty  camp  swamis  out  in  ajl  m  strength, 
Aod  back  to  Nekshed^s  gates,  co%'erkig  the  plaio 
With  random  slanghter,  drives  the  adventurous 

train  ; 
Among  the  last  of  whom  the  Silver  Veil 
Is  seen  glltt*niig  at  times.  Like  the  ^hite  sail 
Of  lome  toss'd  veusel,  on  a  stormy  nigbt. 
Catching  the  tempest's  momentary  light ! 

And  hath  not  this  browght  the  prond  spirit  low  ? 
Nor  dashM  his  brow,  nor  check'd  his  daring  ?  No. 
Though  half  ibe  wretches,  whom  at  night  he  letl 
To  thrones  and  victVy,  lie  diagmc'd  and  dead. 
Yet  morning  hears  hitii  with  unshrinking  erest. 
Still  Tatint  of  ibrones,  and  victVy  to  the  rest ;  — 
And  they  believe  him  I  —  oh,  the  lover  may 
DLfttrust  that  look  which  steals  his  soul  away  ;  — 
The  babe  may  cease  to  think  that  it  can  play 
With  Heaven's  rainbow  ;  —  alchy mists  may  doubt 
The  shioing  gold  their  crucible  gives  out ; 
But  Faith,  fanatic  Faith,  once  wedded  fast 
To  some  dear  &lsehoodt  bugs  it  to  the  last. 


And  well  tbe'  Impostor  knew  all  lures  and  arts, 
That  Lucifer  e'er  taught  to  tangle  hearts  ; 
Nor,  'mid  these  last  bold  workiri^s  of  his  plot 
Against  men's  soula,  is  Zelica  forgoL 
Ill-fated  Zelica  !  had  reason  been 
Awake,  through  half  thtt  horrors  thou  hast  aceo, 
Thua  never  coil Id'st  bave  borne  It^ — Death  badeome 
At  one*?,  and  taken  thy  wrung  spirit  home. 
But  'twsis  not  so  —  a  torpor,  a  suspense 
Of  thought,  almost  of  life,  came  o Vr  the  intense 
And  puMsHoiiate  stnigglcs  of  that  fear-ful  nlgbt, 
When  her  last  hope  of  peace  and  heav'n  took  flight: 
And  though,  at  times,  a  gleam  of  frenzy  broke,— 
As  through  some  dull  irolcano's  vale  of  smoke 


•  *'  From  the  prr«Te«  nrorango  trcci  at  KauLieroon  tho  h«ci 
call  ft  ci'lebTJitutl  honny/*  —  M or fcr*4  TratrftM. 

■  **  A  cuttotn  It  HI  •ubiijting  «t  thfi  day,  Ketni  to  me  to 
pyoTc  tliat  ihe  Egjptiiiiut  rurmcrljr  tacHflceU  «  jroung  vtrgtn 
to  the  God  of  the  N'il« ;  for  thry  dow  mmke  a.  itAtuu  of  uarih 
In  thxpe  of  «  gljrl,  to  wlilrb  I  hoy  give  the  nune  of  tho  Be- 
troth^ Brlilc.  *ijd  ihrow  it  IclId  lhc»  river."  —  Suvarg. 

'  That  tli^y  kin*w  the  BCfret  nf  thi?  (Jire«k  Are  utiong  lh« 
MuAuilmanc early  in  tlie  clcTcnih  retiturj',  aiipeiirj  from  Daw't 
Aeoyqoc  of  MarawMl  [,  "  WHikh  he  wrriiitd  at  Ifloultan, 
fimiliix  tJuit  the  trountry  of  the  JiLt  woa  defruded  bj  great 
rtrert,  he  ordered  llftctMi  1liUQdr<nl  bo^iti  to  b«  buHt^  «acli  of 
which  tut  e^tmcd  wllh  ilk  Iron  fplket,  projecdDg  from  thrir 
|»rt>wi  and  ildca,  to  previ-qt  thvk  hfiug  iTourded  hy  the  rncmy, 
«bo  wens  vory  «xpert  in  that  kind  of  war.  Whtru  ho  had 
lauiM:hi«<i  Ihii  fleet,  be  ordcriid  twcuty  archer ■  into  o^th  h  >at, 
ftnd  Ave  oibert  with  flrc-tMllii,  to  burti  the  craft  of  the  Jita, 
juhI  tuiphtlu  to  wi  the  whoie^  river  on  fin^,'" 

ThemgftftiuierttoQ,  In  leidian  pocmi  the  tnitiiunent  of 


Ominous  fiashings  now  aad  then  will  start. 
Which  show  the  fire's  still  busy  at  its  heart ; 
Yet  was  &he  mostly  wrap[>'d  iu  snk-mn  i^loom, — 
Not  such  as  AseiM's,  brooding  o'er  its  doom. 
And  calm  without,  as  is  the  brow  of  death, 
While  busy  worms  are  gnawing  underneath  — 
But  io  a  blank  and  pulseless  torpor,  free 
From  thought  or  [>ain,  a  seal'd-up  apathy, 
Which  left  her  ofTf,  with  scarce  one  living  thrill, 
The  coldt  pale  viciim  of  her  torturer's  wilL 

Again,  m  in  Mero0,  he  had  her  derk'd 
Gorgeously  out,  the  Priestess  of  the  sect ; 
And  led  her  gliltViug  forth  before  the  eyes 
Of  his  rude  train,  as  to  a  sacrifices- 
Pallid  us  she,  the  young,  devoted  Bride 
Of  the  fierce  NiLSi,  when,  dcck'd  in  all  the  pride 
Of  ntiptial  pomp,  she  sinks  into  his  tide.'^ 
And  whUe  the  wretched  maid  hung  down  her  head. 
And  stood,  as  one  just  risen  from  the  dead^ 
Amid  that  gazing  crowd,  the  fiend  would  tell 
His  credulous  slaves  it  was  some  chanu  or  spell 
Po«se^*d  her  now, — ^and  fromi  that  darken 'd  trance 
Should  dawn  ere  long  their  Faith  s  deliverance. 
Or  it^  at  times,  goaded  by  guilty  shame. 
Her  soul  was  rous'd,  and  words  of  wildness  came, 
Instant  the  bold  blaKphemer  would  translate 
Her  ravings  into  oracles  of  fate, 
Would  hail  Heav'n's  signals  iu  her  flashing  eyeSt 
And  call  her  shrieks  the  language  of  the  skiesl 

But  vain  at  length  his  arts — -despair  is  seen 
GathVing  arou^nd  ;  and  famine  comes  to  glean 
All  that  the  sword  had  left  nnreap'd  : — ^in  vain 
At  mom  and  eve  across  the  northern  plain 
He  looks  impatient  for  the  promised  spears 
Of  the  wild  Hordes  and  Tahtar  mountaineers  j 
They  come   not — while   his  fierce  beleaguerers 

pour 
Kngines  of  havoc  in,  nakaowEi  before,' 


Flre»  whoM  Jflame  eannot  t>e  (mdnguiihed,  l»  »up|;»of€>d  to 
■iKnlfy  Uiii  Gre<.'k  Ftre.  —  »ec  Hj/itj't  South  of  India,  vo].  1. 
p^l7t. —  Aud  Id  tbcr  rurloua  Jav^n  (Kxtm,  the  Braia  Yu^Aa 
glTrn  hf  SttStarn/ord  Ihr^ei  in  hii  ILbtor)'  «}f  Java,  we  i!iKl, 
"  He  Blm(?d  at  the  heai^t  of  Soeta  with  the  tliarp. pointed 
Weapon  of  Fire.  " 

The  mention  of  fuopowder  a»  in  uie  amonf  tiio  Aral^ijinA, 
long  bpforf  )tt  lappoMd  dhcovery  in  Knropo,  li  hitroduecd  liy 
Etm  FatthK  the  Kftypitiaii  pengT»[ihpr*  who  ihetl  in  the  thir- 
teenth century.  "^  BmiU-s,"  In?  tay*,  "*  in  the  form  of  leor- 
ploni,  ttoDind  r<iui)d  and  liiied  with  nitrmi*  powder,  gttde 
along,  making  i  gentle  ualio;  then,  exiilndinifr,  tbey  iighlrn, 
ni  It  wer«,  and  tMra.  But  there  are  cjtheri  wblcb^  ca»i  Intu  tiie 
air.  ttr«tch  along  lllt«  a  doud,  marinf  borriljiy,  aa  tti under 
roari,  and  ou  all  tide*  vomiting  out  Aarocs,  bunt,  burn,  and 
rpduirt^  to  dnden  whatever  romat  in  th<^ir  waj."  The  hl»* 
torlan  Ben  AbdafUi,  In  ft|>ealtlnf  of  the  ilegea  of  AtHdwalM  Iti 
the  jcar  oT  tho  Mt- glra  713,  laji,  "  A  fii'ty  gldlw,  b)r  meani  uf 
roTnbuttibtc  maltrr,  with  a  mlghti'  nol»c  lUddetily  enktird, 
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And  horrilik  as  new  i ; — jaTeUns,  that  fly 
EtiwrcAtli'd  with  smoky  flames  through  the  dark 

sky. 
And  red-hot  glohes,  that,  openhig  us  they  mount. 
Discharge,  os  from  a  kindled  Naphtha  foont,^ 
Show*™  of  conaamlng  fire  o'er  all  below ; 
I^okmg»  as  through  the'  illiiniin'd  night  they  gO| 
Llkt'  those  wiiil  birds  ^  that  by  the  l^lagians  oft, 
At  festivals  of  fire,  were  sent  aloft 
luto  the  air,  with  blai:iiig  faggots  tied 
To  their  huge  wings,  scatt'ring  combestion  wide* 
All  night  the  groans  of  wretches  who  expire^ 
Iti  agony,  hvneath  these  darts  of  fire. 
Ring  through  the  city  —  while,  descending  o'er 
ttfl  shrines  and  domes  and  streets  of  syeaniore» — 
Its  lone  baaars,  with  their  bright  eloths  of  gold,i 
Siuce  the  last  peaceM  pageant  left  unroird, — 
Its  beaut  eons  marble  baths,  whose  idle  jets 
Now  gush  with  blood, — and  its  tall  minarets, 
That  late  have  stood  up  in  the  ev  niug  glare 
Of  ibe  red  &tiu»  unhallow'd  by  a  prayer?  — 
O'er  each,  in  turn^  the  dreadful  llame-bolts  fulU 
And  death  and  conflajErration  throughout  all 
The  desoLife  city  hold  high  festival  i 

MoKANKA  see*  the  world  is  his  no  more  ;— ^ 
One  sting  at  partings  and  bis  grasp  is  o'er. 
^  Whatl  drooping  now  I*'— thus,  with  unblushvng 

cheek, 
He  haib  the  few,  who  yet  can  hear  him  speak, 
Of  all  tho^'  famish 'd  slaves  around  him  lyings 
And  by  the  light  of  blaiing  temples  dying  ;  — 
**  What  1  — drooping  now  ?  —  now,  when  at  length 

we  press 
**  Home  o Vr  the  very  threshold  of  success  ; 
"  WTien  Alla  from  our  ranks  hath  thiim*d  away 
"  Those  grosser  braaches,  that  kept  out  his  ray 
"Of  favour  irom  us,  and  we  stand  at  length 
*'  Heirs  of  his  light  and  children  of  his  strength, 
*'  The  chosen  few,  who  shall  survive  the  fall 
**  Of  Kings  and  Thrones,  triumphant  over  all  I 


itKlini  with  thn  forcvt  of  tightntnir,  Mid  thaliei  the  citadel/' 
_Spe  iboflxtTMls  froini  Canrtm  BiUloth.  Arab.  Hlijiaa.  In 
tJir  ApjHKidlx  to  Betington'ii  Llt«rarj  Hittory  of  the  fttldrtle 
A  get. 

>  The  Gr«?k  fire»  which  wai  (>rc.TAlfin*\ly  Nml  lijr  the  Mn> 
per  on  10  their  «Uie»,  **  It  wai,"  §a.j§  Gibbon,  '*  **Uhor 
launched  in  ri^d-hot  hulli  orttone  and  iron,  or  darted  In  arruw* 
mtA  iateUnt,  twlited  rounni  with  H*%  Mad  tow,  whkh  bad 
dwiiljr  imbtbed  ihe  ioUnmmubln  oil." 

*  Se<*  iJanway'i  Account  of  the  SprlnjrtorKapbthBAt  Baku 
(wlilch  in  calUvi  by  Ltrutmiirti  Pottinger  Joala  MiK>ke«,  or,  the 
FUtDJng  Mouth,)  talibji  fire  and  running  into  the  ma.  Dr. 
CooAt^  in  bji  Journat^  mrntioni  lomi^  wpIIi  in  Cifouila, 
■trongly  fmpri*gnated  with  (hi«  In^ammnbk  oil,  from  which 
U'ltei  boUfnit  wiitcr.  '*  Thmigb  thu  weather,"  be  add*,  •■  wai 
now  »try  ctsW,  tb*.'  vtarinth  of  thi'M*  welh  of  hot  water  pro- 
duc«d  ufjtT  llietu  the  verdure  and  fiowrrt  of  iprlng/' 


**  Have  you  then  lost,  weak  rournrrers  as  you  are, 
"  AH  faith  in  him,  who  was  your  Light,  your  Star? 
"  Have  you  forgot  the  eye  of  glorj%  hid 
**  Beneath  this  Veil,  the  flashing  of  whose  lid 
"  Could,  like  a  sun^stroke  of  the  desert,  wither 
**  Millioos  of  sueh  as  yonder  Chief  brings  hither? 
"  Long  have  its  lightniugK  slept — too  long— but 

now 
**  A 11  earth  shall  feel  the*  unveiling  of  this  brow ! 
**  To-night  —  yes,  sainted  mtn !  this  very  night, 
**  I  bid  you  all  to  a  fair  festal  rite, 
"  MTiere — having  deep  refreshed  each  weary  limb 
**  With  viands,  sueh  as  feast  Heav'n's  cheruhiint 
"  And  kindled  up  your  souls,  now  stmk  and  dim, 
"  With  that  pare  wine  the  Dark-ey'd  Maidii  alnive 
"  Keep,  seal'd  with  priicious  mtisk,  for  those  they 

love, — * 
"  1  will  myself  uncurtain  in  yonr  sight 
**  The  wonders  of  this  brow's  ineffable  light ; 
"  Then  lead  you  forth,  and  with  a  wink  dispen»e 
*•  Yon  myriads,  howling  through  the  universe  1 " 

Eager  they  listen  —  while  each  acceol  darts 
New  life  into  their  chill'd  and  hope-aick  hearts  \ 
Such  treach*ro«s  life  as  the  coi>l  draught  supplies 
To  him  upoo  the  stake,  who  drinks  and  dies  I 
Wildly  they  point  their  lances  to  the  light 
Of  the  fast  sinking  sun,  and  shout  "To-night !  "— 
"  To-night,"  their  Chief  re-echoes  in  a  voice 
Of  fiend-like  mockVy  that  bids  hell  rejoice. 
Deluded  victims  I  —  never  bath  this  earth 
Seen  mourning  half  so  mournful  as  their  mirth. 
Here^  to  the  few,  whose  iron  frames  had  stood 
This  racking  waste  of  famine  and  of  blood, 
Faint,  dying  wretches  clung,  from  whom  the  ihcnit 
Of  triumph  like  a  maniac's  laugh  broke  trat :  — 
J^erf,  others,  lighted  by  the  smould'ring  fire, 
Danc*d,  like  wan  ghosts  about  a  funeral  pyre, 
Among  the  dead  and  dying,  strewed  around*, — 
While  some  pale  wretch  look*d  on,  and  from  hit 
woiund 


Mt^for  Sc9t{  Wnrmg  laji,  th^t  najilittiii  tt  ttted  bjr  Um  Per- 
cbuu,  Of  we  are  told  it  wat  la  hell,  fbr  lampi. 


Of  ttarrf  lamp4  and  blaiiof;  cr««4irt*,  finl 
WUh  naphtha  and  asphaltui,  jrldding  ll£ht 
At  (ram  a  tkj. 

*  *'  At  the  in-cat  feillTal  of  Dro.  called  th#  Sheb  S«4,  Ihcjr 
uied  to  tct  fire  to  large  bunfrbci  of  drjcombuAtiblvi.  fHitmnt 
round  wild  t>«ut«  and  birdi,  wbfcih  bclof  than  let  loote,  tb* 
air  and  earth  appeared  one  great  fUtimtiuiLloti ;  and  at  Ui«a* 
terrilled  creature*  naturallj  Bed  to  the  wood«  forthcller*  K 
U  ca*y  to  concciTc  the  counagratliiot  tljey  pirodaeed.** — 
HiciuirttM€m*t  DitM^rtatiun. 

*  "  The  rl|i:hieou4  ihall  be  fiteti  to  drink  of  pun  wine, 
fcjiled;  the  M^al  whereof  ihall  be  rouiik.^'  —  A'onm,  rbap. 
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Flacking  tlic  fiery  tlart  by  which  he  bied» 
In  ghastly  transport  wavM  it  o'er  liis  bead ! 

f    *Twas  more  than  midnlgbt  now — a  fearful  pause 
Had  followed  tbe  long  shDUts«  tlie  wild  appIaoBCf 
That  ktely  from  thoM;  Royal  Gardens  burst. 
Where  the  VeiFd  demon  held  his  feast  Qjccurst^ 
When  Zelica — alas^  poor  niin'd  heart, 
In  evYy  horror  doomed  to  hear  its  part  !-^ 
Was  bidden  to  the  hanqnet  by  a  slave. 
Who,  while  his  qui v' ring  lip  the  summons  gave, 
Grew  black,  as  though  the  shadows  of  the  grave 
Compass'd  him  roitud,  and,  ere  he  could  repeat 
His  message  through,  tell  lifeless  at  her  feet ! 
ShnddVing  she  went — a  soul-felt  pang  of  fear, 
A  presage  that  her  own  dark  doom  was  near, 
RoQs'd  eVry  feeling,  and  brought  Reason  back 
Once  more,  to  writhe  her  last  upon  the  rack. 
All  round  seem'd  rnmquil— ev'n  the  foe  had  ceas'd. 
As  if  aware  of  that  demoniac  feast. 
His  fiery  holts  ;  and  though  the  heav*ns  look'd  red, 
Twas  but  some  distant  conflagratiouV  spread. 
But  hark  —  she  stops  —  she  listens — dreadful  tone ! 
'Tis  her  Tormentor's  laugh  —  and  now,  a  groan» 
A  long  death-gman  eomes  with  it :  — ^can  this  be 
The  place  of  mirth,  the  bower  of  revelry  ? 
She  enters— Holy  Ali*a,  what  a  sight 
Was  there  before  her !     By  the  glimm'ring  light 
Of  the  pale  dawn,  mix'd  with  the  flare  of  brands 
Tliflt   round   lay  burning,  dropp'd   from   lifeless 

hands. 
She  saw  the  board,  in  splendid  mockery  spread. 
Rich  censers  breathing  —  garlands  overhead^ 
The  urns,  the  cups,  from  which   they  late  had 

quaff'd 
AH  gold  and  gems,  but  - — ^what  bad  been  the  draught? 
Oh  I  who  need  ask,  that  saw  those  livid  guests. 
With  their  swoU'n  beads  sunk  black 'ning  on  their 

breasts. 
Or  looking  pale  to  Fleav*n  with  glassy  glare, 
Ai  if  they  sought  but  saw  no  mercy  there  ; 
As  if  they  felt,  though  poison  rack'd  them  throught 
Remorse  the  deadlier  torment  of  the  two  ! 
While  some,  the  bravest,  har-diest  in  the  train 
Of  their  fake  Chief,  who  on  the  battle^plaio 
Would  have  met  death  with  trmisport  by  his  side, 
Here  mute  and  helpless  grasp'd ;  —  but,  as  they  died, 
Look'd  horrible  vengeance  with  their  eyes'  last 

strain  r 
And  oleoch'd  the  slackening  hand  at  him  in  vain. 

Dreadful  it  was  to  see  the  ghastly  stare. 
The  stony  look  of  horror  and  despair, 

i  "  Tb#  Aifhitiin»  bcUcte  emeh  of  JJxMiMmtToui  iolituilefl 
of  their  coiuitry  to  be  lohKbHted  by  .t  lonely  demon, 
thvf  call  llie  Cboole«  Q-<««fthau,  or  SjilrU  gfthe  \Va*t*- 


Which  some  of  these  expiring  victims  eiiist 
Upon  their  souls'  tormentor  to  the  Jjist ;  — 
Upon  that  mocking  Fienrl,  who&c  veil,  now  rais'd, 
Show'd  them,  as  in  death's  agony  they  gase'd, 
j  Not  the  long  promised  light,  the  brow,  whose 
I  beaming 

,  Was  to  come  forth^  all  eoaqu'riug,  all  redeeming, 
1  But  features  horribler  thun  Hell  e'er  trac'd 
'  On  its  own  brood  ; — no  Di'mon  of  the  Waste, ' 
No  church-yard  Ghole^  caught  ling'nug   iu  the 

light 
Of  the  blest  sun,  e'er  blasted  human  sight 
W^ith  lineaments  bo  foul,  so  ierce  as  thi»se 
The*  Impostor  now,  in  grinning  mock'ry,  shows: — 
"  There,  ye  wise  Saints,  behold  your  Light,  ycmr 

Star — 
"  Ye  would  be  dupes  and  victims,  and  ye  are. 
"  Is  it  enough  ?  or  must  I,  while  a  thrill 
"  Lives  in  your  sapient  bostjms,  cheat  yon  still? 
"  Swear  that  the  burning  death  ye  feel  within 
"  Is   but   the   trance   with   which   Heav'n's  joya 

begin ; 
**  That  this  foul  visage,  foul  as  e^er  dtAgrac*d 
**  Ev'n  mouslrous  man,  is — after  God's  own  taste  j 
**  And  that  — but  see  [ — ^ere  I  have  half-way  said 
"  My  greetings  through,  the"  uncourteous  souls  are 

fled. 
"  Farewell,  sweet  spirits  !  not  in  vain  ye  die, 
"  If  Euu»  toves  you  half  so  well  as  I.— 
"  lla,  my  young  bride  ! — 'tis  well — take  thou  thy 

seat; 
"  Nay  come -^  no   shndd  ring— didst  thou  never 

meet 
**  The  Dead  before?  —  they  grac'd  our  wedding, 

sweet ; 
"  And  these,  my  guests  to-night,  have  brimm'd  so 

true 
**  Their  parting  cups,  that  ihoa  shalt  pledge  one  tCMX 
**  But — how  is  this? — ^all  empty?  all  drunk  up? 
"  Hot  lips  have  been  before  thee  in  the  cup, 
**  Young  bride —  yet  stay —  one  precious  drop  re- 
mains, 
"  Enough  to  warm  a  gentle  IViestess*  veins ;  — 
"  Here,  drink— and  should  thy  lover*8  cont|uVing 

arms 
"  Speed  hither,  ere  thy  Up  lose  all  its  charms, 
*•  Give  him  but  half  tliis  venom  in  thy  kiw, 
"  And  rU  forgive  my  haughty  rivuFs  bliss! 

"  For  mc*^I  too  must  die — but  not  like  theie 
"  Vile,  rankling  things,  to  fester  in  the  breeze  j 
**  To  have  this  brow  in  mffian  triumph  shown, 
**  With  all  death's  grimness  added  to  its  own, 

Tbt7  often  Uluitrste  tins  mndnetuetimj  ict^nettf^red  trilie.bf 
laylnir,  ttiey  arc  wild  u  the  Demon  of  the  W Amtv. "—Etpkrm* 
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"And  rot  to  dust  bcueiuh  the  tauntiag  eyes 

*'  Of  aliivest  excliuming,  *  There  hU  G(xlsliip  lies  I' 

**  No — cursed  race  —  since  first  my  soul    drew 

breath, 
**  They  Ve  been  my  dupes,  aitd  shaU  be  eT'o   in 

death. 
•*  Thou  see*st  yon  cistern  in  the  shade  ^ — 'lis  61  Td 
'*  With  burning  drugs,    for    this    last   hour  dis- 

tiU'd:— ' 
*•  There  will  I  plunge  me  In  that  liquid  flame  — 
**  Fit  buth  to  lave  a  dying  Prophet's  frame  !  — 
•*  There  perish,  alt  —  ei-e  pulse  of  thine  shuU  fail — 
**  Nor  leave  one  limb  to  tell  mankind  the  tale. 
"  So  shall  my  votaries,  wheresoe'er  they  rnve, 
*'  Proclaim  thai  Ilear'n   took  back   the   Saint  it 

gave; — 
**  That  I've  but  vooish'd  from  this  earth  air  bile, 
**  To  curae  a^ain,  with  bright,  un^hrouded  snille  I 
*"  So  shall  they  build  me  altars  in  their  zeal, 
**  \^liere  knaves  shall  miniBtert  and  fools  shall 

kneel  1 
»*  Where  Faith  maj  matter  o'er  her  mystic  spcll^ 
"  Written  in  blood— and  Bigotry  may  swell 
"  The  sail  he  sprutuls  for  Hcav'o  with  bhu»ts  from 

belli 
**  So  shall  my  banner,  through  long  ages,  be 
**  The  rallying  sign  of  fraud  and  anarchy;  — 
'*  Kings  yet  unborn  shall  rue  ^loK anna's  name, 
"  And,  though  1  die,  my  spinL.  slill  the  siuoic, 
*•  Shall  walk  abroad  in  all  the  stormy  strife, 
"  Aud  gailt,  and  blood,  that  were  its  bliss  in  life, 
**  But,   hark  I  their  battVing  engine  shakes  the 

wall  — 
**  Why,  let  it  shake — ^ihus  I  Gsn  brave  tbem  all. 
"  No  trace  of  me  shall  greet  them,  when  ihey  come. 
"  And  I  can  trust  thy  faith,  for — thou  It  be  dumb. 
*'  Now  mark  how  readily  a  wretch  like  me, 
**  In  one  bold  plunge  commenceB  Deity  t  *' 

He  sprung  and  sunk,  as  the  last  words  were 
said  — 
Quick  closVi  the  burning  waters  o'er  his  head, 
And  Zkuca  was  left  —  within  the  ring 
Of  those  wide  wall*  the  only  living  thing; 
The  only  wretched  ooe,  still  cursM  with  breath, 
In  all  (hat  frightful  wilderness  of  death  ! 
More  like  some  bloodlesi  ghost ^ — such  aa,  they  tell, 
In  the  Lone  Cities  of  th(*  8tleot  ^  dwell. 
And  there,  unseen  of  all  hut  Aoji,  sit 
Each  by  Its  own  pale  carcaiss,  watcliing  it. 


*  ♦•  II  '^1' !  ■  "ni,on  d«Qi  In  tin  S  lam  *pi  ceni.ci  *e 

Jflta  In  I  ttin*  uue  cm  e  pkltje  da  drvirti«i  brO* 

Lantci  •  ,  -.ftn  t^uHl  n«  re-JtSt  rivn  <ta  tanu  tvi 

mfmttir.  M^ccux  qui  T**trtlOTitdo  u  f«ets 

|ii(il««riii  n*m\h  im  «lek  («  <)ut  ne  intoqiM 


But  morn  is  up,  and  a  fresh  warfare  stirs 
Throughout  the  camp  of  tlie  beleagiiercrs. 
Their  globe*  of  fire  (the  dn>ad  arliU'ry  lent 
By  Greece  to  conquering  Mahadi)  are  spent ; 
And  DOW  tltc  scorpion's  shaft,  the  quarry  sent 
From  high  balistas,  and  the  shielded  throng 
Of  soldiers  swinging  the  huge  ram  along. 
All  s|)eak  the'  impatient  Islamite  s  intent 
To  try,  at  length,  if  tower  and  bat  dement 
And  bast  ion 'd  wall  be  not  less  hard  to  win, 
Less  tough  to  break  down  than  the  hearts  within. 
First  in  impatience  and  in  toil  is  he, 
The  burning  Azim —  oht  could  be  but  see 
The"  Impostor  once  alive  within  his  grasp, 
Not  the  gaunt  !ion*s  hug,  nor  boa's  clasp, 
Cotild  match  that  gripe  of  vengeance,  or  keep  pace 
With  the  fell  heartiness  of  Hate's  embrace  I 

Loud  rings  the  pond'rousram  against  the  walls  ; 
Now  shake  the  ramparts,  now  a  buttress  falls, 
But  still  no  breach — ^^'^  Once  more,  one  mighty  awing 
**  Of  all  your  beams,  together  thundering  I" 
Therc^^ — the  wall   shakes  — the   shouting    Ifoop* 

exult, 
'*  Quick,  quick  discharge  your  weightiest  catapult 
■*  Right  on  that  spot,  and  Nersheu  is  our  own  f " 
*Tis  done — the  battlements  come  crashing  down. 
And  the  huge  wall,  by  that  stroke  riv'n  in  two, 
Yawning,  like  some  old  crater,  rent  anew. 
Shows  the  dim,  desolate  city  smoking  throngb. 
But  strange  1  no  signs  of  life  —  nought  living  s«eii 
Above,  below — what  can  this  stillness  mean? 
A  minute's  pause  suspends  all  hearts  and  eyes«-> 
"  In  through  the  breach,"  impetuous  Asstit  cries; 
Btit  the  cool  Cai.iph,  fearful  of  some  wile 
In  this  blank  stillness,  checks  the  troops  awhile,-^ 
JuBt  then,  a  figure,  with  slow  step^  advanced 
Forth  from  the  ruiu'd  wall?,  and,  as  there  ghuic'd 
A  snnbeam  over  it,  all  eyes  coitld  see 
The  well-known  Silver  Veil !  — "  Tit  He,  'lis  Be, 
**  MoKANNA,  and  alone  I  "  they  shout  around  ; 
Young  AziM  from  his  steed  springs  to  the  ground^ — 
**  Mine,  Holy  Caliph  I  mine,"  he  cries,  *^  the  task 
"  To  crush  yon  daring  wretch^  *tts  all  I  ask.** 
Eager  he  darts  to  ujcet  the  demon  foe. 
Who  still  across  wide  heap«  of  ruin  slow 
And  fftlteringly  comes,  till  they  arc  near ; 
Then,  with  a  t)ound,  rushes  on  A21M*6  spear, 
And,  casting  off  the  Veil  In  falling,  shows— ^ 
Oh !  — 'tis  his  Zeuca's  life*blood  thst  flows  I 


*  "Tlt**x  ha?**  ftll  a  sTMt  finr«r*n«t  Ihr  V--'-'  —- — A*, 

tli«  Mdcnt,  uid  whiih  thP7  people  witli  tbe  ^M  ir^ 

p«nod.  wbo  tit  c«rh  at  th«  llmdef  lUt  oiR»  irarv.  kirUUilfl  ta 
taortal  ajM."  —  EtpAimkme. 
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*♦  I  meant  not,  Azi^"  sootliijigly  she  nud. 
As  on  hk  trembling  arm  she  lean'd  her  heudj 
And,  looking  in  his  face,  iraw  anguish  there 
Beyond  all  wounds  the  quivVing  flesh  can  bear — 
**  I  meant  not  thou  shouJdst  have  the  pain  of  this  : — 
^  Though  death,  with  thee  thus  tasted^  is  a  bliss 
**  Thou  woiildst  not  roh  me  of^  didst   thou  but 

know, 
•*  How  oft  Vre  prayed  to  God  I  might  die  so ! 
**  But  the  Fiend's  venom  was  too  scant  and  slow ;  — 
•*  To  linger  on  were  madd'oing^and  I  thought 
"  If  once  that  Veil  — naj\  look  not  on  it — caught 
**  The  ey4*s  of  your  fierce  soldiery,  f  should  be 
**  Struck  by  a  thousand  death-darts  instantly. 
**  But  this  is  sweeter^ oh  I  believe  me,  yes  -^ 
**  I  would  not  change  this  sad,  bat  dear  caress, 
*'  This  death  within  thy  arms  I  would  not  give 
**  For  the  most  smiling  life  the  happiest  live  1 
"  All,  that  stood  dark  and  drear  before  the  eye 
**  Of  my  strayed  soul.  Is  passing  swiftly  by  ; 
**  A  light  comes  o*er  me  from  those  looks  of  love, 
**  Like  the  first  dawn  of  mercy  from  above  ; 
**  And  if  thy  lips  but  tell  me  I'm  forgiven, 
**  Angels  will  echo  the  blest  words  in  Heaven  I 
**  But  live,  my  AziK  ;  —  oh  t  to  call  thee  mine 
**  Thus  once  again  I  my  Azim  — dream  divine  ! 
*  Live,  if  thou  ever  lov*dst  me,  if  to  meet 
"  Thy  Zexica  hereafter  would  be  sweet, 
"  Oh,  live  to  pray  for  her — to  bend  the  knee 
**  Morning  and  night  before  that  Deity, 
**  To  whom  pore  lips  and  hearts  D^ithout  a  stain^ 
**  As  thine  are,  Azim,  never  breathed  in  vain,^ — 
"  And  pray  that  He  may  pardon  her, — may  tuke 
**  Compassion  on  her  sout  for  thy  dear  soke, 
**  And,  nought  reinemb'riog  but  her  love  to  thee, 
**  Make  her  all  thine,  all  Hia,  eternally  t 
*•  Go  to  those  happy  fields  vhere  first  we  twiii'd 
**  Our  youthful  hearts  together — every  wind 
»  That   meets   thee   there,   fresh   ftrom  the  well- 
known  fiow'rs, 
**  Will  bring  the  sweetness  of  those  innocent  hours 
"  Back  to  th}'  sou),  and  thou  mny'st  feel  again 
**  For  thy  iK>or  Zklica  as  tUou  didst  theu. 
•♦  So  shall  thy  orisoiL^,  like  dew  that  flies 
**  To  Hcav'n  upon  the  morning's  sunshine,  rise 
"  With  all  love's  earliest  ardour  to  the  skies  I 
**  And  should  they — but,  alas,  my  senses  fiiil — 
*•  Oh  for  one  minute  I  — should  thy  prayers  pre- 
vail— 

*  **TI>e  celebrity  of  Msxa^ong  li  owin^  to  H»  mangoM, 
«rhVh  ftm*  c^rtaitily  th«  bc«t  IVuit  I  ictm-  tutod.  The  |>a,rcnt* 
'  '  iiich  all  Ltioic  orthi;«ip«di>»  haveb«vQgraflcd,lj. 

ring  ihe  rniU-icimm  by  a  gUKn)  of  t^poya ;  and. 
•r  SbAh  Jehan,  courier*  were  Atatlonctl  between 
Dvlhl  uiU  ihn  Hahratts  eosut,  to  ««cure  aa  abundaxit  and  freah 
iupf^l/  <tC  maiiKoea  fqr  tba  rojal  table."  *- Mrf.  Gritkmn*a 
iiiaiiiat  of  a  Retidonce  to  India. 


*'  If  pardon'd  iouls  may,  from  that  World  of  Blias, 
"  Reveal  their  joy  to  those  they  love  in  this  — 
^  m  come  to  thee  —  in  some  sweet  dream  ^  and 

(ell  — 
**  Oh  Heav*n  —  I  die^ — dear  love!  farewell,  fartv 

well" 

Time  fleeted — years  on  years  had  paa&'d  away. 
And  few  of  those  who,  on  that  mournful  day. 
Had  stood,  with  pity  in  their  eyeB,  to  see 
The  maiden's  death,  and  the  youth's  agony, 
Were  living  still — when,  by  a  rustic  grave. 
Beside  the  swift  Amoo*a  tnuiaparent  wave, 
An  aged  man,  who  hiid  grown  aged  there 
By  that  tone  grave,  morning  and  night  in  prayer. 
For  the  last  time  knelt  down  —  and,  though  the 

shade 
Of  death  hung  darkening  over  him,  there  play*d 
A  gleam  of  raptore  on  his  eye  and  eheek. 
That  brightcn'd  even  Death  —  like  the  last  streak 
Of  intense  glorj'  on  the*  horizon's  brim. 
When  night  o'er  all  the  rest  hun^  chill  and  diitk 
Hia  soul  had  seen  a  VLtjon,  while  he  slept ; 
She,  for  whose  spirit  he  had  prayed  and  wept 
So  many  years,  had  come  to  him,  all  drest 
In  angel  smiles,  and  told  him  she  was  blest ! 
For  this  the  old  man  brealli'd  his  thanks,  and 

died* — 
And  there,  upon  the  banks  of  that  lov*d  tide. 
He  and  liis  Zklica  sleep  sidy  by  side. 


Thf.  story  of  the  Veili'd  Prophet  of  Khorassan 
being  ended,  they  were  now  doomed  to  hear 
F.ii>LAD£i:N's  criticisms  upoti  it  A  series  of 
disappointments  and  accidents  had  occurred  to 
this  itfurned  Chamberlain  during  the  journey. 
In  the  first  place,  those  couriers  stationed,  as  in 
the  reign  of  Shah  Jehan,  between  Delhi  and 
the  Western  coast  of  Indiu,  to  secure  a  constant 
supply  of  mangoes  for  the  Royal  Table,  had, 
by  some  cruel  irregularity,  failed  ia  their  duty  t 
and  to  eat  any  mangoes  but  those  of  Mazagong 
was,  of  course,  impossible^  In  the  next  place, 
the  elephant,  laden  with  his  fine  antique  porce- 
lain^,  bad,  in  an  nnuBual  fit  of  liveliness,  shat- 

»  Till  J  old.  porrelaln.  U  foiin-d  In  diggings,  and  "  IT  It  l«  e§. 
teemeil,  it  it  not  bc«su«e'  U  ba*  acquired  aaj  new  dcgrer  of 
beauty  to  tbe  earth,  but  because  it  tun  retained  Iti  ancient 
beautf  ;  and  tlitt  alone  b  orgreat  Importance  In  China.  «rber« 
tbey  glre  large  lumt  for  the  ciDAlleft  vetceta  which  w«rt  UMd 
under  tii«  Emperon  Yan  aod  Chim^  ivbo  reigned  mAuj  aget 
tiefore  the  dynasty  of  T&ng,  at  which  time  porcelain  began  lo 
be  used  by  ibe  t^nnpesron"  (about  th«  year  iii).  —  Dtmn^i 


i 
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100^  as  tBonj  ot  thm  vessels  were  so  «^qukit«ly 
«li,  m  19  h«Te  been  used  under  the  Emperon 
Tib  wd  Chiui,  irbo  reigned  many  ag««  bdbre 
ibe  djnastj  of  Tsng.  His  Koran^  too,  tnp* 
posed  lo  be  the  ideniical  copy  between  the 
IcATes  of  which  Mithomet's  fiivoimte  pigeon 
oaed  to  nestle,  had  been  mislud  by  hU  Korsn- 
heaier  three  whole  days;  not  withoat  much 
qwritna]  alarm  to  Fadi.u)eek,  who,  thoagh 
profeaang  to  hold  with  other  loyal  and  orthodox 
Mnnttlmam,  that  saltation  could  only  be  fbimd 
in  the  Koran^  was  stroogly  suspected  of  believ- 
ing in  his  heart,  that  it  could  only  be  found  In 
his  own  partieulnr  copy  of  it.  When  to  all 
these  grievances  is  added  the  obstinacy  of  the 
eooks,  in  putting  the  pepper  of  Canara  into  his 
dishes  instead  of  the  etnuamon  of  Serendib,  we 
may  easily  suppose  that  he  came  to  the  tusk  of 
criticism  with,  at  least*  a  suflieient  degree  of 
irritability  for  the  poipose. 

**  In  order,**  said  he,  importantly  gwinging  about 
his  chaplet  of  pearls,  **  to  convey  with  clearness 
my  opinion  of  the  story  thisyomig  man  has  related^ 
it  is  necessary  to  take  a  review  of  all  the  stones 

that  have  ever "^  —  **  My  good  Fadladbek  !  ** 

exclaimed  the  Princess,  interrnpting  him,  **  we 
r«ally  do  not  deserve  that  you  should  give  your- 
self so  much  trouble.  Tour  opinion  of  the  poem 
we  have  just  heard,  will,.  I  have  no  doubt,  be 
abundantly  edifying,  without  any  further  waste  of 
your  valuable  erudition.*- — "  If  that  be  all,"  re- 
plied the  critic,  —  evidently  mortified  at  not  being 
allowed  to  show  how  much  he  knew  about  every 
thing,  bat  the  subject  immediately  before  him — 
"  if  that  be  all  that  is  re<}uired,  the  matter  is  easily 
despatched."  lie  then  proceeded  to  analyse  the 
poem«  in  that  ftmin  (so  well  known  to  the  uofor* 
tnnatc  bards  of  Dellii),  whose  censures  were  nn 
from  whieh  few  recovered,  and  whose 
'▼ery  praises  were  like  the  honey  extracted  from 
the  bitter  flowers  of  the  aloe.  The  chief  person- 
ages of  the  story  were,  if  he  rightly  understood 
them,  an  ill-lkvoured  gentleman,  with  a  veil  over 
his  fiice  ;^a  young  lady,  whose  reason  went  and 
came,  according  as  It  suited  the  poet's  convenience 
to  be  sensible  or  otherwise  ; — and  a  youth  in  one 
of  tbi>8e  hideous  Bucharian  bonnets,  who  took  the 
aforesaid    gentleman   in  a  veil    for  a   Divinity. 

OoUectioR  of  ruHoui  OUervatloni,  «tc. ;  — ■  bad  truulAtton 
«r  MHno  pgirtf  of  thp  Lcttrei  Edifiaotcs  «t  t'urUnuci  »(  tht 

*  *'  I'll  Irctiir*  da  c«i  FiMet  plsitoU  li  fort  aux  Amtxv,  que, 
qu«n4  Maliomflt  1«»  «iitratciioiC  de  rilliiuirr  derAcid«D  Tm- 
umatit,  Lit  let  mAfirlMtmt,  lal  dliAnt  qup  relk*  qi»  K«m*t 


Ike  whole  set  to  pieces: — an   irreparable  ^  **  From  such  materials,**  said  he,  "what  can  be 

expected?  —  after  rivalling  each  other  in  long 
^eeches  and  absordities,  through  some  thousundis 
of  lines  as  indigestible  as  the  filberts  of  Beidaa, 
our  ^end  in  the  veil  jamps  into  a  tub  of  aqua* 
fortis ;  the  young  lady  dies  in  a  set  speech,  whose 
<udy  recommendation  is  that  it  is  her  last ;  and  the 
lover  lives  on  to  a  good  old  age,  for  the  laudable 
purpose  of  seeing  her  ghost,  which  he  at  last  hap* 
pily  accomplishes,  and  expires.  This,  you  will 
allow,  is  a  fair  summarj'  of  the  story  j  and  if 
Nasser,  the  Arabian  merchant,  lotd  no  better,  our 
Holy  Prophet  (to  whom  be  all  honour  and  glory !) 
had  no  need  to  be  jealous  of  his  ahililies  for  story- 
telling."* 


With  respect  to  the  style,  it  was  worthy  of  the 
matter  i  —  it  bad  not  even  those  politic  contrivances 
of  structure,  which  make  up  for  the  commoDDefis 
of  the  thoughts  by  the  peculiarity  of  the  manner, 
nor  that  stately  poeLical  phraseulog}^  by  which 
sentiments  mean  in  themselves,  like  the  black- 
smith's *  apron  converted  into  a  banner,  are  so 
easily  gilt  and  embroidered  into  consequence. 
Then,  as  to  the  versification,  it  was,  to  say  no 
worse  of  it,  execrable  ;  it  had  neither  the  eopioua 
dow  of  Ferdosi,  the  sweetness  of  Hafes,  nor  the 
sententious  march  of  Sadi ;  but  appeared  to  him, 
in  the  uneasy  heaviness  of  its  movements,  to  have 
been  modelled  upon  the  gait  of  a  Tery  tired  dro- 
medary. The  licences,  too,  in  which  it  indulged, 
were  unpardonable  j — for  instance  this  line,  and 
the  poem  abounded  with  such  \*-~ 

Like  the  Taiat,  exqiii»it«  muiJc  of  %  dream. 

"What  critic  that  can  count,**  said  Faiujldkem, 
"  and  has  his  fbll  complement  of  fingers  to  count 
withaU  would  tolerate  for  an  instant  such  syllabic 
superfluities  ?  " —  He  here  looked  round,  and  dis- 
covered that  most  of  his  audience  were  asleep ; 
while  the  glimmering  lamps  seemed  inclined  to 
follow  their  example-  It  became  necessary,  there- 
fore, however  painful  to  hinuelf,  to  put  an  end  to 
his  valuable  animadversions  for  the  present,  and 
he  accordingly  concluded,  with  an  air  of  dignified 
candour,  thus  :—**  Notwithstanding  the  observ- 
ations which  1  have  thought  it  my  duty  to  make, 
it  is  by  no  means  my  wish  to  discourage  the  young 
man  :^so  hr  from  it,  indeed,  that  if  he  will  but 
totally  alter  his  style  of  writing  and  thinking,  I 

tour  ncootolent  HoAeat  biauMKtp  plui  tx-Uist.  CeUe  pt^ 
ftraiieeaitlra  i  KtMer  la  nakfcdicMoD  At  MaiukmH  el  dr  tout 
MS  dlMiples."  ^  D'HerMoi. 

«  The  bladumUh  Gao.  who  socccMhtUj  mltlcd  ths  tj- 
rant  Zohak,  and  wtups  apron  iMcaiae  the  Bojal  Staadard  tfT 
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4UTe  very  little  doubt  that  I  glial]  lie  Tartly  pleased 
trrh  hiinu** 

Some  dnys  elapsed,  ^fter  this  harangue  of  the 
Great  Chamberlain,  before  Lalla  Eookh  could 
▼enmre  to  ask  for  another  story.  The  youth  was 
i!tiU  a  welcome  guest  in  the  pavilion*— to  one  heart* 
perhaps,  too  dangerously  welcome  j^but  all  men- 
tion of  poetry  was,  as  if  by  common  consent* 
aToided.  Though  none  of  the  party  had  much 
respect  for  FADLAitEEN^  yet  his  censures,  thus 
magisterially  deUveredt  evidently  made  an  iuapres- 
sion  on  them  all.  The  FiK'U  himself,  to  m-hom 
criticism  was  quite  a  new  operiition,  (being  wholly 
unknown  in  that  Paradise  of  the  Indies,  Cash- 
mere,) felt  the  shock  as  it  is  generally  felt  at  first, 
liU  use  ha*  made  it  more  tolerable  to  the  patient  j 

—  the  Ladies  began  to  suspect  that  they  ought  not 
to  tie  pleased,  and  seemed  to  conclude  that  there 
most  have  been  much  good  sense  in  what  Facla^ 
lifiEN  said,  from  its  having  set  them  all  so  soundly 
to  sleep  ; — while  the  self-complacent  Chamberlain 
una  left  to  triumph  in  the  idea  of  having,  for  the 
hundred  and  fiftieth  time  in  his  life,  extinguished 
a  Poet.  Lalla  Hookh  alone — and  Love  knew 
why  — persisted  in  being  delighted  with  all  she 
had  heard,  and  in  resolving  to  hear  more  as 
speedily  as  possible.  Her  manner,  however,  of 
first  returning  to  the  subject  was  utilucky.  It  was 
while  they  rested  during  the  heat  of  noon  near  a 
fountain,  on  which  some  hand  had  rudely  traced 
thofie  well-known  words  from  the  Garden  of  Sadi, 

—  ••  Many,  like  me,  have  viewed  this  fountain,  but 
ihey  are  gone,  and  their  eyes  are  closed  for  ever  V' 

—  that  she  took  occasloD,  from  the  melancholy 
beauty  of  this  passage,  to  dwell  upon  the  channs 
of  poetry  in  general,  "  It  is  true,"  she  said,  "  few 
poets  can  imitate  that  sublime  bird,  which  liieu 
alwaya  in  the  air,  and  never  touches  the  earth ' : 


I  •*  1^  Humm,  •  bird  p&rallAf  to  the  Bwt  It  li  mppofted 
to  §f  ooofttnllj  \n  the  air.  uid  oever  totucli  the  groujod  }  it  La 
looked  upon  ai  a  bird  of  happ^  ttvnvvi ;  and  that  Rterjr  bead  It 
OTcnbvdi'i  Witt  In  tlmv  wear  a  crawn.'*  _  Stchardum^ 

la  the  termi  of  allbnce  m«de  by  Fuizel  Quia  Khan  wftli 
Hjder  in  X'GD.  am  o/  thu  itliialattofii  w«.  "  that  ho  thoulil 
Ikvre  Uic  dtiiJDetkon  o(  two  lioaorary  attvodanti  ttandliig 
bofalod  h\ta,  holding  fani  oomEMMod  of  lbs  feathcrt  of  the 
bumou,  mccdTdintf  to  the  [iiticticv  of  bit  (amllf."  —  H'iUitt*t 
Soutb  of  IndJa.  He  adds  in  a  note;  -."The  tlummti  ii  a 
Ikbuloui  bird.  The  head  over  which  Jti  ii^Adow  once  psitiei 
wHI  auatedJjr  be  circled  wkb  a  crown.  The  ftplettdld  llttic 
bird  tiupMMlDd  OTM  tbe  tliroue  of  TIppoo  i^ultaun.  found  at 
Swinffi iwUin  tn  1799,  wai  Intended  to  repTcwnt  ihli  poetical 
tanef." 

*  *'  To  tbe  pllKiinu  to  Motmt  SlnaJ  we  muit  attribute  tbe 
Inicriptiutia,  Aguns,  &c  on  those  rodu*  wbUrb  have  from 
thence  acqnlr«d  tbc  mtiio  of  tho  Written  Mountain.'*^ 
Votnfjf,     M.  GetNPlla  and  otbert  h«To  t>ee»  at  mufh  paint  tn 


—  if  is  only  onee  In  many  ages  a  Genius  appears, 
whose  words,  like  those  on  the  Written  Mountain, 
last  for  ever*  :  — but  still  there  are  6ome»  as  de- 
lightfur,  perhaps,  though  not  so  wonderful,  who,  if 
not  stars  over  our  bead,  are  at  least  floorers  along 
our  path,  and  whose  sweetness  of  the  moment  we 
ought  gratefully  to  inhale,  without  calling  upon 
them  for  a  brightness  and  a  durability  beyond 
their  nature.  In  short,"  continued  nhe,  blushing, 
as  if  conseioua  of  being  caught  in  an  oration,  '*  it 
is  quite  crtiel  that  a  poet  cannot  wander  ihrough 
his  regions  of  enchantment,  without  having  a  critic 
for  ever,  like  the  old  Man  of  the  Sea,  upon  his 
back  I"  J — Fadladeen»  it  wa«  plain,  took  this  last 
luckless  allusion  to  himself,  and  would  treaGure  It 
up  iQ  his  mind  as  a  whetstone  for  his  next  criti- 
cism. A  sudden  silence  ensued  ;,  and  tbe  Princess, 
glancing  a  look  al  FEBaMoaz,  saw  plainly  she 
must  wait  for  a  more  courageous  moment. 

But  the  glories  of  Nature,  a^d  her  wild,  Iragrant 
airs,  playing  freshly  over  the  current  of  youthful 
spirits,  will  soon  heal  even  deeper  wounds  than 
the  dull  Fadladeeofl  of  this  world  can  Lofliet.  In 
an  evening  or  two  afler,  they  eame  to  the  small 
Valley  of  Gardens,  which  had  been  planted  by 
order  of  the  Emperor,  for  his  favourite  sister 
Rochinara,  during  their  progress  to  Cashmere, 
some  years  before ;  and  never  was  there  a  more 
sparkling  assemblage  of  sweets,  since  the  Gukar- 
e-Irem,  or  Rose-bower  of  Irem.  Every  precious 
flower  was  there  to  he  found,  that  poetry,  or  love, 
or  religion,  has  CTer  consecrated  ;  from  the  dark 
hyacinth^  to  which  Hafez  compares  his  mistress's 
hair-t,  to  the  Cdmahtd,  by  whose  rosy  blossoxoi 
the  heaven  of  Indra  is  scented,  ^  As  they  sat 
In  the  cool  fragrtince  of  this  delicious  spot,  and 
Laij^  Roo&n  remarked  that  she  could  fancy  it 
the  abode  of  that  Flower-loving  Nymph  whom 


Attach  Ktme  nf  itertomi  And  Important  meaning  to  thew  1n- 
■criptloni ;  but  Nlebuhr,  at  well  as  Volnpy^  Ihlnki  that  tliej 
rnutt  hAte  tteen  executed  at  Idk  bouri  by  tbe  tr«tteller«  to 
Mount  Sinai, "  who  wera  tatJiflad  with  etittlnf  kb«  unpollibed 
rock  with  itnjr  pointed  imtrVHHlit; -ttdkUnf  to  their  oamea 
and  the  date  of  tbelrjoiiniqri  VDoa*  nule  flfcurci.  whirb  be> 
apeak  tbe  hand  of  a  pMi^  but  Uttl«  iklllea  in  llie  art«.'*~ 

^  The  Story  of  Slnbad. 

4  See  Not  ft  Hofet,  Ode  v. 

^  '*Tbe  Cimilati  (called  by  Llnn«uf.  Ipomxii)  It  tho 
rnoit  boKttilPlil  of  it*  «riler,  both  in  tlie  colour  and  form  of  iti 
leave*  and  flknrrn  ;  lU  etegant  biofiomt  are  '  rrleiUiLl  roiy 
red.  Love**  proper  line,'  ^nd  iiavo  Jyitly  pnacured  it  tbc  Udiue 
of  C£maUt4i  or  Lovr't  Crerper/'  —  Str  W,  Jvnr»- 

*'  C£m«ia(A  may  alio  mean  ■  mylliologlcal  plaat^  by  which 
all  deiirpi  are  gr4inted  to  such  ma  Inhabit  the  heaven  of  Indm  j 
and  if  ever  flower  waf  worthy  of  paradlte,  it  l«  our  cbanni&g 
lpo'mB^a.'*->-  lb. 
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they  irorsbip  io  ihe  temples  of  Kathn^y  \  or  of 
one  of  those  Pci  is,  those  beautiful  creatures  of  the 
tiir,  who  live  uinin  perfumes^  and  to  whom  a  place 
like  this  might  make  some  lunends  for  the  Furadise 
they  have  lost,*— the  young  Poet,  in  whose  eyes 
she  ftpp<jared,  while  she  spoke,  to  be  one  of  the 
bright  spiritual  creatnrea  she  was  describing, 
said  hesitatingly  that  he  remembered  a  Story  of 
a  Peri,  which,  if  the  Princess  had  no  objection, 
he  would  venture  to  relate.  "It  ii»»"  said  he, 
with  an  appealing  look  to  Fadladeetn,  *^  in  a 
lighter  and  humbler  strain  than  the  other  :"  then, 
striking  a  few  cureless  but  melancholy  chords  on 
his  kitar,  he  Lhu£  began  : — 


PARADISE  AND  THE  PERL 

One  morn  a  Peri  at  the  gutc 
Of  Eden  »tood,  diseonftolate  ; 
And  as  she  listened  to  the  Springs 

Of  Life  within,  like  muaic  flowiug. 
And  caught  the  light  upon  her  wings 

Through  the  half-optn  portal  glowing. 
She  wept  to  think  her  recreant  race 
Should  e'er  hiiTe  lost  that  giorious  place! 

**  How  happy,"  exclaim'd  this  child  of  air, 
♦*  Are  the  holy  Spirits  who  wander  there, 

"  Mid  dowL'Ts  that  never  shall  lade  or  fjU  ;; 
*•  Though  mine  are  tlie  gardens  of  larth  and  sea, 
*•  And  the  Blare  theiiiselve*  have  (lowers for  nie, 

*•  One  blostK>ui  of  Heaven  out-bluoms  them  all  I 

**  Though  sanny  the  Lake  of  cool  Cash^iere, 
♦*  With  iia  phine*tree  Isle  reflected  clear,* 

"  And  sweetly  the  founts  of  that  Valley  fallj 
'  Though  bright  are  the  waters  of  SiNO'iii7  HAY, 
**  And  the  golden  floods  that  Ihithcnrard  stray,' 
**  Yet — oh,  *tift  only  the  Ble«t  can  say 

**  Uow  the  waters  of  ileavcn  outshine  them  all ! 

I  "  Acourdlftg  to  Fttlhar  Prwmrr,  Iti  bit  tr«et  em  Chin«M 
Mffhotnfry,  thir  motlu'r  ol  Fft-hl  ww  the  U4ii|rhtnr  of  hranrra. 
•lirfNiofHl  l-'ltm or-lot Ing  ;    aiul  m  the  nymiih  wii»  w*lklnj| 

-'  ■ '^ '  Uiuik  of  B  ri*^*r.  tUr  fuMiid  hi'm-lf  *iic  nicd  hy  ■ 

I  ,  M*«  dellfurfd  o(  a  mti  tsuittni  «■  tieneir/'  — 

J  JUL  Hci. 

t  *^  Kitmerotu  itfiall  (atuni}*  ewnift  frum  Ch«  l^k*  Of  Csih*' 
ntfre.  Oat  \*  calltMl  Char  ClictiAU]-,  ttam  tha  plslMi  Ireetu^od 

*  ••  •?>«•  AMw  Krtt  or  r»rtM*»»>  Hl*#f  nt  TI»»p»,  wHIcIi  nait 

I  ■  '        1  In  tt« 

luer  In 

MnifMr  flowrr*  fitily  tti  Vank>U*t^.'*  —  Xtf  W.  Jimi't.     If  *p- 
potrt,  Iwwcrrer.  Ihhi»  a  eutlou*  letter  ©I  iHc  SulUu  of  MruMUf  > 


**  Go,  wing  thy  flight  from  star  to  star, 
"  From  world  to  luminous  world,  as  far 

"  As  the  oniverse  sprea/fls  its  flaming  vrall : 
"  Take  all  the  pleasures  of  all  the  spheres, 
"  And  niuhiply  each  through  endless  years, 

"  One  miiiute  of  Heavoa  is  worth  them  ali  1  * 

The  gtoriouB  Angel,  ivho  was  keep  tog 
The  gates  of  Light,  beheld  her  weeping; 
And,  as  he  nearer  drew  and  lisien'd 
To  her  sad  song,  a  tear-drop  glistened 
Within  his  eyelids,  like  the  spray 

From  Eden*«  fountain,  when  it  liet 
On  the  blue  flow*r,  which  —  Bramius  say  — 

Btvoms  nowhere  but  in  Paradtie.^ 

"  Nymph  of  a  fair  but  erring  line  I" 
Gently  he  said  — '*  One  hope  is  thine^ 
"  'Tis  written  in  the  Book  of  Fate, 

♦*  The  Petiffet  may  he  forgiv'n 
**  Who  bringx  to  thin  Eternal  gatt 

**  The  Gift  that  in  iwcwr/  dear  to  Henv'nf 
**  Go,  %q^\l  it,  and  redeem  thy  sin  — 
"  'Tis  sweet  to  let  the  piirdon*d  in/' 

Rapidly  as  comets  niD 

To  the'  embraces  of  the  Sun  % — 

Fleeter  tliau  the  starry  brands 

Fhmg  at  night  from  angel  hands* 

At  those  dark  and  during  sprites 

Who  would  climb  the*  empyreal  heights, 

Down  the  blue  vault  the  Pjini  flit-s, 

And^  lighted  earthward  by  a  glance 
That  just  then  broke  from  morning's  eyi*s. 

Hong  bov*riDg  o'er  our  world's  cxpaase. 

But  whither  shall  the  Spirit  go 
To  find  this  gift  for  Heav'n?  —  •»  I  know 
**  The  wealth,"  she  cries,  "  of  every  am, 
**  In  which  unnuniber'd  rubies  bum, 
"  Beneath  the  pillars  of  rniL><i?«AR;* 
**  I  know  whvre  the  Isles  of  Perfume  ar«,7 

caliow,  f lv«n  by  M«r«<lcnt  tli«t  trnf  pl^ri*  ftn  rartti  muf  Ijif 
ebilm  to  ihr  |>o«ti'ii<on  of  ll.    "  Ttilt  If  tti<>  "^  »  • 'iii 

the  flowor  chAmpdbA  th»t  U  h\\%*,  miU  to  Iw  i  >  ^mr 

CAUuUf  tiut  hli,  twins  jellow  oUowhnre/' — ■.,^, .  ^d.^ 

^  "  TlieMalramH'tui  »i>t«|wt«4>  iu«t  r«l1li>g  lurs  tr*  th«  tlrv^ 
liraad^  wbcrvwitli  tin'  if^joU  anirttt  ittitc  awm^  I)I««  Ii^  «rlMi» 
t)M»y  approach  too  tirar  tbe  vmpyrviin  or  verfr  of  th*  bi«Bvaiw/* 
—  Fr^r. 

*  Ttic»  Fortjr  PilLin  :  lo  the  Prnbnt  i:iill  Iho  r\ilA»  r«CP»f. 
lopotifl,  tt  la  Htiar**<*«4  l»v  Ihrtn  lti«l  tilt*  pAlacr  wid  tlw  Hl- 
flfi-t  ai  Daltwc  «>  '  r  ifev  |iitrp<»a*  of  lildinf 

Iti  U»*4r  *til>l*rTu  -.*  tr««»arct,  whtrb  itSU 

remnin  Ihore.  —  / ' 

f  Dfttdurm*  nw  mUoi}*  liui  UI*.  ^l  ratirlula.  lo  tliv  •*i«ilb  nf 
Arabia  Vt^Mx,  whrrn  Owpr*  ura*  a  tpmjvlp  of  Ju|>tt<T  TliU 
l«tAiid«  or  ralbrr  cli4»t«r  ijf  Ulrt,  baa  itlaafifwarml,  "  iuuk  (aaijrs 
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"  Many  a  fittbooi  down  in  the  sea, 

"  Ta  the  south  of  sun-bright  Arabv  ;  * 

"  1  know,  too»  where  the  Genii  hid 

**  The  jeweird  cnp  of  their  King  JAMSBm^* 

•*  With  Life's  elixir  sparkling  high  — 

"  Bot  gifts  like  these  are  not  for  the  sky. 

•*  Where  wws  there  ever  jr  gem  that  shone 

"  Like  thi*  steps  of  Alla's  wonderful  Throne  ? 

**  And  the  Drops  of  Life — oh!  what  wotiJd  they  he 

"  In  the  boundless  Deep  of  Eternity?" 

While  thus  she  mus^d,  her  pinions  fanned 
The  air  of  that  sweet  Indian  land. 
Whose  air  is  halm ;  whose  ocean  spreads 
0*er  ooral  rocks,  and  amber  beds ;  ^ 
Whose  nMMintaios,  pregnant  by  the  beam 
Of  the  warm  snn^  with  diamonds  teem  ; 
Whose  rirulets  are  like  nc:h  brides. 
Lovely,  with  gold  beneath  their  tides ; 
Whose  sandal  gvoTes  and  bow'rs  of  spice 
Might  he  a  Peri's  Pamdise  ! 
But  crimson  now  her  rirers  ran 

With  hnmaii  blood  ^the  smell  of  death 
Came  reekfng  from  those  spicy  bow'ns 
'And  man,  the  sacrifice  of  man, 
*  Mingled  his  taint  with  ey'ry  breath 
ttpwafted  from  the*  innocent  flow*r8. 
Land  of  the  Sun  I  what  foot  invades 
Thy  Pagods  and  thy  pillared  shades^  — 
Thy  cavern  shrines,  and  Idol  stones^ 
Thy  Monarehs  and  their  thoujiand  Thrones?^ 
Ti*  He  of  Gazna* ^fierce  in  wrath 

He  comes,  and  India's  diadems 
Lie  scatter'd  in  his  ruinoixs  path, — 

His  bloodhounds  he  adorns  with  gems, 
Tom  from  the  violated  necks 


Graniprfi  In  lb«Ab]rFi  mjide  bj  the  Arc  beneath  their  foimd:- 
jiiioAi."  —  Voffo^e  to  tht  Indian  Ocean* 

'  Thr  Jilec  of  Panchala. 

»  "  The  cup  of  JtuDthid,  dUcorered,  they  ny,  when  dlf^iof 
for  tli«  fbuodAtlotiA  of  Feru*palU."  —  BichardMon. 

'  "  It  Ll  tiot  like  the  Sea  of  ludU*  <ii'I}qs«  boUoin  k  rich 
fHth  twvU  and  aznberKria^  who*o  mountainf  of  the  coait  are 
«lami  viih  gold  and  prt^Hou*  itortet,  wboM>  ^i\h  breed  crea- 
ture* elbat  yield  iv-ory^  and  among  the  f>Ltnu  uf  whose  ihore« 
smciiaay,  r«d  wood,  and  the  wood  of  Ualrsin,  slom,  cwnpiior, 
doves,  iamUl-woodt  and  all  other  ^Icm  sad  aronuAlct ; 
whar*  parrala  lad  peaeodu  ate  blrda  of  tint  lbf«tt,  and  tauik 
■nd  dret  are  collected  upon  tb«  laiida/'  —  Tnnet»  ^tvta  Mo- 

•.,.,.....    in  Ihe  pn'r^und 
Tbe  bended  twig*  t»ke  rewt,  jwid  d»t}g1iitct»  grow 
About  the  moihc'-treo,  a  pfitar'ti  thad^, 
Hl^h  over-arch 'd,  and  echoing  twalki  between.    Miltoh. 

For  a  particular  deicri|iili)U  and  plate  of  the  Baajran-trt-v, 
•ce  Cordimrr'%  Oylon. 

*  "  With  thU  ImmcQiA  treacure  llamood  ?eturned  to 
GhiJUl^  and  bi  the  5  ear  400  prepared  a  mAgiiificciit  festival^ 


Of  roan^r  a  yonng  and  IotM  Sultana ;  ? 
Maidens,  within  Ihelr  pure  S^nana, 
Priests  in  Ihe  very  frme  he  slaughters, 
And  ebooks  up  with  the  glitt'riug  wrecks 
Of  golden  shrines  the  sacred  waters  I 

Downward  the  Psai  turns  her  gaxe. 
And,  through  the  war-field*s  Moody  hgam 
Beholds  a  youthful  warrior  stand. 

Alone  beside  his  native  river, — 
The  red  bhide  broken  in  his  hand. 

And  the  last  arrow  in  his  quiver, 
"  Live,**  said  the  ConquVor,  *'  live  to  share 
**  The  trophies  and  ihe  crowns  1  bear!" 
Silent  that  youthful  warrior  stood— 
Silent  he  pointed  to  the  flood 
All  crimson  with  his  country "s  blood, 
Then  sent  his  last  remaining  dart. 
For  answer,  to  the*  InTader'a  heart 

False  flew  the  shaft*  though  pointed  wcU ; 
The  Tyrant  liv'd,  the  Hero  fell!  — 
Yet  mark'd  the  Peri  where  he  lay. 

And.  when  the  rush  of  war  was  past, 
Swiftly  descending  on  a  ray 

Of  morning  light,  she  caught  the  last  — 
Last  glorious  drop  bis  heart  had  shed, 
Before  its  frce-bom  spirit  fled ! 

'  Be  this,"  she  cried,  as  she  wing'd  her  flight. 

My  welcome  gift  at  the  Gates  of  Light. 
'  Though  foul  are  the  drops  that  oft  distil 

**  On  the  field  of  warfare,  blood  like  this, 

**  For  Liberty  shed,  so  holy  is,  ■ 
'  It  would  not  stain  ihe  purest  rill, 

"  That  sparkles  among  the  Bowers  of  Bliss  I 


where  be  dUplayed  to  th«  people  hU  aealth  In  folden  tbron^ 
and  In  other  oroauneott,  io  a  froat  plain  without  the  city  of 
GMtnL"  —  FerUkia, 

*  **  Mahroood  or  Gasna,  or  GhisnJ,  vho  eorMjuered  India 
in  the  begliinitiig  of  Umj  llth  century.**^ —  See  hii  IlUtory  in 
Douf  and  Sir  J.  Maicolm. 

7  *■  U  li  reported  that  the  bunting  equipage  of  the  Sultau 
Mabmood  wni  »o  mafiiificenc,  that  he  kept  100  greyhnoDdi 
and  bloodhound*,  each  of  wbjcb  wore  a  collar  »et  with  Jewels, 
and  a  coYerbi;  edged  with  gokl  atid  ptiuU."'~'UHipfrtttlHi»' 
tory,  ?o1.  ill. 

•  Ob]«etlQ(nf  may  be  roado  Io  my  me  of  the  word  Liberty 
In  thit,  and  more  eipectally  In  the  >torf  that  foUowi  It,  ai 
totally  Inapplicable  to  any  ttate  of  thinft«  (hat  bat  ever  esiftled 
In  the  East  {  but  tboufb  1  cannot,  of  rourso,  mean  to  employ 
it  in  that  enlarged  sad  nntilfr  tense  which  It  »a  well  understood 
at  the  present  day,  and,  1  gricTe  to  say,  sa  Utile  acted  upon, 
yet  it  is  no  ditparatement  to  Ibe  word  to  aff  ly  It  to  that 
national  Indopecidrnee.tliat  IVMdoim  from  tbe  htJtnrferaieeand 
dictntlan  of  forel^^ert,  wlthocit  which,  Indmfd.  do  liberty  of 
any  kind  can  ti%\*t ;  and  for  which  both  Hlndooi  and  Peritam 
fought  agatnftt  their  Mutiulman  liivadi.'ri  with*  in  many  csset* 
a  hrafery  that  deserved  much  better  succesa. 
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*•  Obni  if  there  be,  on,  this  earthly  sphere, 
**  A  h<)on,  an  offtiring  Heav'n  holdfi  dear, 
"  'Tis  the  last  Hhation  Liberty  draws 
"  From  the  lii^art  that  blcedji  imd  breaks  in  htr 
cause  I  *' 

**  Sweet,"  said  the  Angel,  as  she  gave 

The  gift  into  hU  radiant  hand, 
**  Swi&et  is  our  weleonie  of  the  Brave 

"  Who  die  thus  for  their  native  Lund,—* 
"  But  see — alas!— the  crystal  bar 
«  Of  Eden  moves  not  —  holier  far 
"  Than  ev'n  this  drop  the  boon  must  be, 
**  That  opea  the  Giites  of  Heav'n  for  theti  V* 

Her  first  fond  hope  of  Eden  blightedt 

Now  amocLg  A  frig's  lunar  Mountains, ' 
Fur  to  the  South,  the  PEni  lighted ; 

And  skek*d  her  plumage  at  the  fountoJOfl 
Of  that  Egyptian  tide  —  whose  birth 
Is  hidden  from  the  sons  of  earth 
Deep  in  those  solitary  wo<xls, 
Where  oft  the  Genii  of  the  Floods 
Dance  round  the  cradle  of  their  Nile, 
And  hail  the  new- bom  Gianfa  smile.* 
Thence  over  Egypt's  palmy  groves. 

Her  grots,  oud  sepulchres  of  Kings,* 
The  exil'd  Spirit  sighing  roves  ; 
And  now  h^ngs  listening  to  the  doves 
In  vann  Rosetta*8  vale* — now  loves 

To  watch  the  moonlight  on  the  wings 
Of  the  white  pelicans  that  hrealt 
The  azure  calm  of  MtERts*  Lake.  * 
'Twaa  a  fair  scene  —  a  Land  more  bright 

Never  did  tiiortal  eye  heboid  I 
Who  could  have  thought,  that  saw  this  night 

Those  valleys  and  their  fruits  of  gold 
Backing  in  Heav'ns  serenesl  light ;  — 
Those  groups  of  lovely  date-trees  hending 

Languidly  their  leaf-crow n'd  heads. 
Like  youthful  maids,  when  sleep  descending 

Warns  them  to  their  silken  beds  \  —  <» 

>  **  Thfl  MouDtiilntof  the  Moon,  or  the  Mi»ile«  Lun«  orautl^ 
q  ul  tjr  ,Kt  Ihe  foot  of  w  hich  the  N  ilc  U  iupp09«il  to  «ri  »e, '  '^Bruce. 

*-'■  Sumetlmci  called!/'  any*  Jackstm,  *'  JIbbH  Kumrlo,  ortho 
while  CT  luTiAr-colrturfid  mountaltm  t  «o  «  white  ttorke  l»  c«l!ed 
hf  the  Arabksuii  a  mooa-colourcd  hor««." 

*  *•  The  mie,  which  the  Abjrulnliuia  know  by  the  au^1^«of 
JkhtfmodAb\.wj^orlhcGlARt."^Axiat.Hr»e<trch.  Tol.i.  p.3H7. 

*  Erne  Perry"  •  V)«w  of  tbo  Lefant  for  nn  Account  of  the 
Mipokltirei  in  Vpper  Thpbet,,  and  the  Duinbcrki«  groU, 
eotired  «J<1  orer  ivtih  hforo|l;pibica  lo  the  mounLaJiu  of 
Upper  Egypt. 

*  '*  The  orchariU  of  RotclU  are  filled  with  turtlie-doTCt." 
—  Simnitti. 

*  fiavary  inctitiorn  the  pcllcaiu  m>aii  I^akr  Mcrrif. 

*  "Thii^  iuppth  {late>trce,  «ho4e  head  lAtiKutdly  rectioei, 
like  Ihat  of  »  hj(nd«an>e  woman  overcome  with  iU»ep,*'— /*tj- 
fard  H  Hadad. 


Those  virgin  lilies,  all  the  night 

Bathing  their  beauties  in  the  lake. 
That  they  may  rise  more  fresh  and  bright. 

When  their  beloved  Sun's  awake  i  — 
Those  rtun'd  shrines  and  tow'rs  that  seem 
The  relics  of  a  splendid  dream  % 

Amid  whose  fairy  lonelinesa 
Nought  but  the  lapwing*8  cry  is  heanU 
Nought  seen  but  (when  the  shadows^  flitting 
Fast  from  the  moon^  unsheath  its  gleam,) 
Some  purple- vring*d  Sultana'''  sitting 

L7pon  a  column,  motionless 
And  glitt'ring  like  an  Idol  bird  !^— 
Who  could  have  thought,  that  there,  ev'ii  there, 
Amid  those  scenes  so  still  and  fair, 
The  Demon  of  the  Ptague  hath  east 
From  his  hot  wing  a  di!adli«r  blast, 
More  mortal  ftr  thsn  ever  came 
From  the  red  Desert's  sands  of  flame  I 
So  quick,  that  ev'ry  living  thing 
Of  human  shape,  toueh'd  by  his  wing, 
Like  plants,  where  the  Simoom  hatli  past, 
At  once  falls  black  and  withering! 
The  sun  went  down  on  many  a  hrow, 

Which T  full  of  bloom  and  freshness  then, 
Is  rankling  in  the  pest-house  now. 

And  ne'er  will  feel  that  sun  again. 
And,  oh!  to  see  the'  unburied  heaps 
On  which  the  lonely  moonlight  sleeps — 
The  verj-  vultures  turn  away. 
And  sicken  at  so  foul  a  prey  I 
Only  the  fierce  hynjna  stalks » 
Throughout  the  city's  desolate  walks** 
At  midnight^  und  bis  carnage  plies  :  — 

Woe  to  the  half- dead  wretch,  who  meets 
The  glaring  of  those  large  blue  eyes  **> 

Amid  the  darkness  of  the  streets  I 

"  Poor  nice  of  men  I"  said  the  pitying  Spirit, 
"  Dearly  ye  pay  for  your  primal  Fall  — 

"  Some  fiowVets  of  Kden  ye  still  inherit, 
••  But  the  trail  of  the  Serpent  is  over  them  all  I " 

'  '*  That  tieautlful  bird«  with  plutnage  of  the  fli»eft  •blulof 
bluF,  ifirlth  purple  bL'ak  and  Icgt,  the  natural  ami  IWIfif  Ofna* 
rnent  of  th{»  teT^^^^I«^  and  palajcei  of  the  Ctrwyk*  and  R<Rnaii<. 
which,  ham  the«Latelinpi»of  Iti  port,  ai  well  u  the  brilliancy 
nf  lu  colqiiiri,  hJ9j  obtointid  the  title  of  Sultana/'  —  Samnmi. 

"  iack*on,  fpeskking  of  the  plagtie  that  oceurred  in  Wett 
Bar!  wry,  when  hr  wju  Iheru.  iay«.  "The  bird*  of  the  air  ll*d 
away  froin  the  abodea  lof  meu.  The  hyrnoi^  on  the  coiHraiTt 
vijit'Cd  thf  cemcterlcj./'  Ac. 

*  *'  Gondar  wa«  fuM  of  hy«naa  from  tfa«  tlioa  it  tnni«d 
dark,  till  the  dawn  of  dap,  ■Mkhif  the  dUlbrMt  piece*  at 
ftlauithtprtxl  careaitps,  which  Lhli  crud  and  umclean  pea^* 
i>x|>ote  ill  the  iktreeli  without  hurt^K  and  who  trmlj  beliavs 
that  three  animaU  are  FaiMhta  froto  th«  nelghbouriiit  moun. 
taint.  troDirormcd  bjr  magic,  add  come  down  to  «at  btunan 
tieth  in  the  dark  In  safety •**—  Brmtx, 

I"  IhUl. 
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She  wept  —  the  air  grew  pure  aod  clesr 

Ah  !  once,  how  little  did  he  think 

Around  her,  as  the  bright  dro{i&  ran ; 

An  hour  would  come,  when  he  shonid  shrink 

For  theri.'*s  a  magic  in  each  tear. 

With  horror  from  that  dear  embrace. 

Soch  kindly  Spirits  weep  for  man  ! 

Those  gentle  arms,  that  were  to  him 
Holy  as  is  the  cradling  place 

jnet  then  beneath  Bome  omnge  tree*, 

Of  Eden's  in&nt  cherubim  1 

V^hose  fruit  and  blossoms  in  the  breeze 

And  now  he  yields  ^^  now  turns  away. 

Were  wantoning  together*  free, 

Shndd'ring  as  if  the  venom  lay 

LiJke  age  at  play  with  infency  — 

All  in  those  proffer'd  lips  alone  — 

Beneath  that  fresh  and  springing  bower. 

Those  lips  that,  then  so  fearless  grown. 

1 

Close  by  the  Lake,  she  heard  the  moan 

Never  until  that  instant  came 

Of  one  whot  at  this  silent  hour. 

Near  his  unasked  or  without  sh^me. 

Had  thither  stoFn  to  die  alone. 

"  Oh  !  let  me  only  breathe  the  air. 

Ofie  who  in  life  whereVr  he  mov'd^ 

"  The  blessed  air,  that^s  breath'd  by  thee, 

Drew  after  bim  the  hearts  of  many  ; 

"  And,  whether  on  its  wings  it  bear 

^_ 

g^^Yet  now,  as  though  he  neVr  were  lov'd^              , 

"  HeaUng  or  death,  'tis  sweet  to  me  I 

^ 

■ 

IV    Dies  here  nnaeen,  unwept  hy  any  I 

"  There  —  drink  my  tears,  while  yet  they  fiill  — 

I 

^" 

'•'"Kone  to  watch  near  blm  —  none  to  slake 

"  Would  that  my  bosom's  blood  were  balm. 

■ 

1 

The  fire  that  in  his  bosom  lies* 

**  And,  well  thon  know'st,  Td  shed  it  all, 

■ 

1 

With  ev'n  a  sprinkle  from  that  lake. 

**  To  give  thy  brow  one  minute's  calm. 

w 

1 

Which  shines  so  cool  before  his  eyes. 

"  Nay,  turn  not  from  me  that  dear  face  — 

k.^ 

No  Yoice,  well  known  throngh  many  a  day, 

**  Am  I  not  thine  —thy  own  lov'd  bride  — 

^ 

■ 

To  speak  the  last,  the  parting  word, 

"  The  one,  the  chosen  one,  whose  place 

■ 

^ 

Which,  when  all  other  soimda  decay. 

**  In  life  or  death  is  by  thy  side  ? 

I 

Is  still  like  distant  music  heard  i  ^- 

**  Think^st  thou  that  she,  whose  only  light. 

1 

That  tender  farewell  on  the  shore 

**  In  this  dim  world,  from  thee  hath  shone. 

1 

Of  this  rude  world,  when  all  is  o'er. 

"  Could  bear  the  long,  the  cheerless  night, 

1 

Which  cheers  the  spirit,  ere  its  bark 

**  Tlmt  must  be  hers  when  thoo  art  gone  ? 

I 

Puts  off  into  the  unknown  Dark, 

"  That  I  can  live,  and  let  thee  go, 
"  Who  art  my  life  itself?  —  No,  no  ^ 

1 

Deserted  yooth  !  one  thought  alone 

"  When  the  stem  dies,  the  leaf  that  grew 

Shed  Joy  around  his  soul  in  death  — 

"Ont  of  its  heart  must  perish  too ! 

That  she,  whom  he  for  years  had  known. 

"  Then  turn  to  rae,  my  own  love,  turn, 

And  lov'd,  and  might  have  ealfd  his  own, 

"  Before^  like  thee,  I  fade  and  burn  ; 

Wat  salie  from  this  fonl  midnight  s  breath,  — 

**  Cling  to  these  yet  cool  lips,  and  share 

Safe  in  her  fritbcr's  princely  halls. 

"The  last  pure  life  that  lingers  there  T* 

Where  the  cool  airs  from  fountain  falls. 

She  foils  -~  she  sinks—  as  dies  the  lamp 

Freshly  perfttm*d  by  many  a  brand 

In  chamel  airs,  or  cavern -damp, 

Of  the  sweet  wood  from  India's  land. 

So  quickly  do  his  baleful  sighs 

Were  pore  as  she  whoae  brow  they  fimn^d. 

Quench  all  the  sweet  light  other  eyes. 
One  struggle —  and  his  pain  b  past  — 

But  see  —  who  yonder  comes  by  stealth  J 

Her  lover  is  no  longer  living! 

This  melancholy  bow'r  to  seek. 

One  kiss  the  maiden  gives,  one  last. 

Like  a  young  envoy,  sent  by  Health, 

Long  kiss,  which  she  empires  in  giving ! 

With  rosy  gifts  upon  her  cheek  ? 

*Tii  she  —  far  off,  through  moonlight  dim, 

"  Sleep,**  said  the  Pehi,  as  softly  she  stole 

He  knew  his  own  betrothed  bride, 

The  farewell  sigh  of  that  vanishing  soul. 

She,  who  would  rather  die  with  him. 

As  true  as  e'er  wormed  a  woman's  breast  — 

Than  live  to  gain  the  world  beside  !  — 

"  Sleep  on,  in  visions  of  odour  rest. 

Her  arms  are  round  her  lover  now, 

•*  In  Imlinier  airs  than  ever  yet  slirr*d 

Hia  li^'id  cheek  to  hers  she  presses, 

"  The*  enchanted  pile  of  that  lonely  bird. 

And  dips,  to  bind  his  burning  brow, 

♦'  IMio  sings  at  the  last  hia  own  death -lay ,« 

In  the  cool  lake  her  loosen 'd  tresses. 

"  And  in  music  and  perfume  dies  away  1" 

*  Tlili  drcttmitBixre  ham  beeu  often  imn)4ucwl  Into  poetry  j 

*  **  Ta  Ih*  EMt,  ibfj  luppOM  tU  Pbopnlx  to  twTB  fifty 

—  br  Vtaceotiiu  F«t>riclui,  by  Darwin,  Jiod  lately,  with  very 

oriflcM  In  hit  bill,  •hlcli  are  cootlnued  to  hi*  tall ;  and  that, 

fKiwerftil  w9kU  bf  Mr.  Wllion. 

all«r  Uviog  om  thoutand  jvtfi,  li«  bwUda  himtelt  a  funeral 

i 

1 

1 
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Thus  saying,  fnmk  her  lipe  she  spread 

Unearthly  breathmga  through  the  place. 
And  shook  ber  sparkling  wreath,  and  shvd 

Such  lustre  o'er  each  paly  face. 
That  like  two  lovely  saints  ihey  seeni'd^ 

Upon  the  ere  of  doomsday  taken 
From  their  dim  graves,  in  odour  sleeping ; 

^Miile  thnt  benevolent  Pkri  heam'd 
Like  their  good  angel,  exilmly  keeping 

Watch  o'er  them  tilt  their  souls  woidd  wfLken. 

But  mom  is  blushing  in  the  sky ; 

Again  the  Pkri  soars  above. 
Bearing  to  Ileav'n  that  precious  sigh 

Of  pure,  self-sacrificing  love. 
High  throbb'd  her  henrt,  with  hope  elaic, 

The'  Elysian  p:tlra  she  soon  shall  wini 
For  the  bright  Spirit  at  Ihe  gate 

Smil'd  OS  she  gave  that  off' ring  in ', 
And  she  alrea<ly  bears  the  trees 

Of  £den,  with  their  crystal  belU 
Ringing  in  that  anxbnislal  breexe 

That  from  the  throne  of  Alla  swells ; 
And  she  con  see  the  starry  bowls 

That  lie  around  that  lucid  lake, 
Upon  whose  banka  adtnitted  Soula 

Their  flrst  sweet  draught  of  glory  take  I  ■ 

But,  ah  1  even  Pmiua'  hopes  are  Tain  — 

Again  the  Fates  forbade,  again 

The'  immortal  barrier  closed  —  **  Not  yet,'* 

The  Angel  said,  as,  with  regret. 

He  shut  from  her  that  glimpse  of  glory  — 

"  True  was  the  maiden,  and  her  story, 

"  Written  in  light  o'er  Alla's  head, 

**  By  seraph  eyes  shall  long  be  read. 

**  But  Peri,  see  —  the  crystal  bar 

**  Of  Eden  moves  not  —  holier  fiir 

"  Than  ev'n  this  sigh  the  boon  roost  bt 

**  That  opes  the  Gates  of  Heav'o  for  thee.* 

Now,  upon  SrftiA'a  land  of  roses  ^ 
St»ftly  the  light  of  Eve  reposes, 
And,  like  a  glory,  the  broail  sun 
Hangs  over  sainted  LKBAif oh  ; 

piln.  ilit^  s  cnelodimH  «(r  nf  dlO'«ff«nit  han '  rurhhli 

filtj  Arpra  fkl|M>f ,  <l«c«  U\t  wlngt  iritli  •«  h  a^t 

llr*  tu  III*  tvomJ,  and  cauKmnrs  lilmMlf/'       ^^  ^    u, 

>  *'  On  iHr  fthuf  vi  vt  *  qiiAclrftnguliir  \mkc  KtAnd  a  ttioiHuuu) 
pabl«f»,  tnji4*  of  ttnn,  out  of  wMcb  tmib  prMl««ttii«i]  to  t•%^i^>y 
foUcttjr  drink  ih^rrytMl^  «r«vi»."  — Trow  CAAi^nHbfittml't  Dp. 
■rrlptloD  oftbv  M«liinAtttu  Parodlic.  In  ltd  Btamikg  ^  CkHt- 

n  Ihlakt  IbM  Hjtit  htkA  4t»  n4m«  rh>in  Surl,  » 
i>  i^'lleal*  spsidM  of  mr,  for  whtch  thnl  romitry 

ba.   .,..«.   ^.j.ji;rt  ftaienii  {•'bcnce,   SitrUUn,  tli*   t*«iM  ttt 

>  *'  Thf  tiiimWr  nf  tiMriU  1  m*  wif  di|  In  the  fical  cmirt 


Whose  head  in  wintry  grandeur  tow*r». 

And  whitens  with  eternal  &leet« 
While  summer,  in  a  vale  of  fiow'ra, 

Is  sleeping  rosy  at  his  feet 

To  one,  who  look'd  from  upper  air 

O  er  all  the'  enchanted  regions  ibere. 

How  beauteous  must  have  been  the  glow, 

The  life,  the  sparkling  from  below ! 

Fair  gardens^  shining  streams^  with  ranks 

Of  golden  melons  on  their  banks. 

More  golden  where  the  sun -light  falls  c— 

Oay  liaards,  glittering  on  tlie  walls 3 

Of  ruined  shrines,  busy  and  bright 

A*  they  were  all  alive  with  light; 

And,  yet  more  splendid,  numerous  flocks 

or  pigeons,  settling  on  the  rocks, 

With  their  rich  restless  wings,  that  gleam 

Variously  in  the  crimson  beam 

Of  the  warm  West,  — as  if  inlaid 

With  brilliimts  from  the  mine,  or  made 

Of  tearless  rainbow  s,  such  as  span 

The'  unclouded  skies  of  PjiaiJ9TA>r. 

And  then  the  mingling  sounds  that  come« 

Of  shepherd's  ancient  reed\  with  hum 

Of  the  wild  bees  of  PAtJJSTiNK,* 

Banqueting  through  the  flow'ry  vales  ; 
And,  JoHi>AN,  those  sweet  banks  of  chine, 

And  woods,  so  full  of  nightingales*^ 

But  nought  can  charm  the  luckless  Pkw  j 
Her  soul  is  sad—  her  wings  are  weary  ^ — 
Joyless  she  sees  the  Sun  !*xjk  down 
On  that  great  Temple,  once  his  own,' 
Who'jte  lonely  columns  stand  sublime. 

Flinging  their  shadows  from  on  high. 
Like  dials,  which  the  wizard.  Time, 

Had  rais'd  to  count  his  ages  byl 

Yet  haply  there  may  Uc  eoneeal'd 
Beneath  iliose  Chambers  of  the  Sun, 

Some  amulet  of  gems,  annealed 

In  upper  fires,  some  tablet  seard 
With  the  great  name  of  Solomom, 
Which,  speird  by  her  illumin'd  eyca, 

of  rlio  Teinplf  of  thp  Sun  at  B«lb«c  rnnoitntrd  to  maity  tlkim* 
flftitdft  ;  the  frotii>(|,  thr  tfTRlU,  and  ttonta  of  th«  fulll«4b«lll4> 
Iii4l»,  wr'fc  ii>v«mt  *tUi  thum,"—  lirucf, 

*  '*  The  Sjrtifix  or  I'ati'a  |itpe  U  •rttl  ji  psatocsl  iQilflBMat 

*  "  Wild  I.  I  il<^lfie.  In  \«AUm  tnmks  or 
bfiifKlt*-«  •  I  ii  «r  rorka.    Tlma  It  b  asM 

Ori4*i)lAl  CuiiMtMtt 

"  "  Th«  rlrcr  Jonlan  tt  o»  batli  aldiv  biMt  arftH  llttl»,  tliirk, 
ftlMl  |itrjuaiif  irm>c1«,  un'm^  whtch  thouaaii^  Of  I 
waftilo  all  to^irth*  r/"  —  Ihn^rHtnt. 

r  Tlin  Ti'TopIr  at  Lii«  Sun  at  B«ltMe, 
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Msj  teac?b  her  where,  beneath  the  mooa, 

Met  that  unclouded^  joyous  gaze, 

In  earth  or  ocejin^  lies  the  t>ooD, 

Aft  torches,  that  have  burnt  all  night 

The  chann,  that  csm  restore  so  soon 

Through  some  impure  and  godless  rite^ 

An  erring  Spirit  lo  the  skies. 

Encounter  morning 'g  glorious  rays. 

Cheer'd  hj  this  hope  she  bends  her  thither  }-=- 

But,  hark  I  the  vesper  calhs  to  prayV, 

Still  laughs  the  radiant  eye  of  Heaven » 

As  Blow  the  orb  of  daylight  aeta, 

Nor  have  the  golden  bowers  of  Even 

Is  rising  sweetiy  on  the  air, 

In  the  rich  West  begun  to  wither  i^ — 

From  Syria's  thousand  minarets  1 

Wben»  o>r  the  vaJe  of  Uaj^bec  winging 

The  boy  hafi  started  from  the  bed 

Slowly,  she  sees  a  child  at  play, 

Of  flowers,  where  he  had  laid  his  head. 

Among  th£  rosy  wild  iow'rs  singing, 

And  down  upon  the  fragrant  sod 

As  rosy  and  as  wild  as  they ; 

Kneelfl^wiib  bis  forehead  to  the  south, 

Chasing,  with  eager  hands  and  eyei» 

Lisping  the'  eternal  name  of  God 

The  beautiful  blue  damsel-flies, ^ 

From  Purity's  own  cherub  mouth. 

That  flutter'd  round  the  jasmine  stems. 

Ajid  lookiof?,  while  bis  handa  and  eyes 

Like  winged  flow'rs  or  flying  gems  :  — 

Are  lifted  to  the  glowing  skies, 

And,  near  the  boy,  who  tir'd  with  play 

Like  a  stmy  babe  of  Pnrtidise, 

Now  nestling  'mid  the  roses  lay, 

Juflt  lighted  on  that  tlow'ry  plain. 

She  saw  a  wearied  man  dismount 

And  seeking  for  its  home  again. 

From  his  hot  steed,  and  on  the  brink 

Oh  I  'twas  a  sight  —  that  Heav'o  —  that  child  — 

Of  a  small  iraaret*s  rustic  fount '^ 

A  scene,  which  might  liave  well  beguiFd 

Impatient  fling  him  down  to  drink. 

Ey*n  haughty  Enus  of  a  sigh 

Then  swift  bis  haggard  brow  he  turned 

For  glories  lost  and  peace  gone  by  I 

To  the  fair  child,  who  fearless  sat, 

Though  never  yet  hath  day -beam  bum*d 

And  how  felt  /if,  the  wretched  Man 

Upon  a  brow   more  fierce  than  that,— 

Reclining  there  —  while  memory  ran 

Sullenly  fierce^ a  mixture  dire. 

0  er  many  a  year  of  guilt  and  strife, 

Like  thunder  clouds,  of  gloom  and  fire  ; 

Flew  o'er  the  dark  flood  of  his  life. 

In  which  the  Peri's  eye  coidd  read 

Nor  found  one  sunny  resting-place. 

Dark  tales  of  many  a  ruthless  deed ; 

Nor  brought  him  hack  one  branch  of  grace. 

The  ruined  maid — the  shrine  profao'd  — 

"  There  waji  a  time,"  he  said,  in  mild. 

Oaths  broken  —  and  the  threshold  stain'd 

Heart-hnmhled  tones  —  **  thou  bksscd  child! 

With  blood  of  gtieats!  —  iJierc  written,  all, 

**  When,  young  and  haply  pure  as  thou. 

Black  sa  the  damning  drops  that  fall 

**  I  look'd  and  pray'd  like  thee — -but  now  — " 

From  tlie  denonncing  AngePs  peti, 

He  bung  his  head  —  each  nobler  aim, 

Ere  Mercy  weeps  them  out  again. 

And  hope,  and  feeling,  which  had  slept 
From  boyhood's  hour,  that  instant  came 

Yet  trancjuil  now  that  man  of  crime 

Fresh  o'er  bim,  and  he  wept  ^  he  wept  1 

(As  if  the  balmy  evening  time 

SoftenM  his  spirit)  look'd  and  lay. 

Blest  tears  of  soul-felt  penitence  ! 

Watehing  the  rosy  infantas  play  :  — 

In  whose  benign,  redeeming  flow 

Though  still,  wheneVr  his  eye  by  chance 

Is  felt  the  first,  the  only  sense 

Fell  on  tlie  boy*«,  its  lurid  glance 

Of  gulltlesa  Joy  that  guilt  can  know* 

they  are  about.  In  that  T«ry  place  tlh<ej'  chance  to  rtand  on  ^ 

Able  ipociM  orbrAuUful  lni«cti,  the  elegance  of  wfaow  appear- 

lnf«Tnu(?h  that  when  a  JanUiarr,  whom  fou  bave  ia  ftuard  fou 

mottand  their  attire  procured  for  Iht-m  the  tmiae  of  Dfttnt«li.^' 

up  and  dowti  the  city,  h^art  ttae<  notice  which  ti  given  him 

~Smmtii*L 

fjrow  the  iteeplei,  be  wlU  turn  nbout,  itand  illli,  and  beckon 

*  Inaret,  "  hoipic«  oh  on  loffc  et  nourrit,  gratit,  1p*  pile- 

wkh  hli  hand.  t<x  toll  hlf  charjre  he  mu«t  haire  patience  Tor 

rlii«  prndant  trol*  }our«.<*  —  Toderini,  translated  hy  the  Abhi 

awhOe  ;  when^  taking  out  lila  handkerchief,  ho  ipreada  U  on 

df  Cottrmmtd.—Sc€  also  Castf Han't  Mauri  4v*  Olhtimaiia, 

the  g^rDtind,  *IU  croti-leffrcd  thereujton.  and  laythu  prajera^ 

tom.T,  p,  14». 

though  In  Ihc  open  raarket,  wlilcli,  baring  ended,  he  leapi 

>  **  Sach  Turk]  at  at  the  cdminon  hoari  of  prajcr  ai"?  on 

brlakljr  up,  ialutca  the  piTioii  whom  hv  undertook  to  convey, 

the  road,  or  to  i^mploypd  a»  not  to  find  coiivenli'ncf  to  attend 

and  renewi  hia  [cHiniey  with  the  mild  e%pres«lui)  of  GheU 

the  tncHquef,  are  «tlll  obliged  to  excM-nl^  that  Untjr ;  uat  ar« 

gohnnttm  gheU^  or  Come,  dear,  roIJow  nie.*"  —  Aanm  HiWi 

M 

Ihfj  cft^t  ktiown  to  fall,  whiUerer  buituetft  they  are  then  about, 

Travfla 

but  pray  tmntedlateljr  when  the  hour  aUnni  tbem,  whatever  i 

1 

1 

1 

▲  ▲  u 

J 
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"  There's  a  drop,"  said  the  Peri,  "  that  down 

from  the  moon 
"  Falls  through  the  withering  airs  of  June 
"  Upon  Egypt's  land  >,  of  so  healing  a  pow'r, 
**  So  balmy  a  virtue,  that  ev'n  in  the  hour 
**  That  drop  descends,  contagion  dies, 
"  And  health  re>animates  earth  and  skies ! — 
'*  Oh,  is  it  not  thus,  thou  man  of  sin, 

**  The  precious  tears  of  repentance  fall  ? 
**  Though  foul  thy  fiery  plagues  within, 

**  One  heavenly  drop  hath  dispell'd  them  all !" 

And  now — behold  him  kneeling  there 
By  the  child's  side,  in  humble  pray'r. 
While  the  same  sunbeam  shines  upon 
The  guilty  and  the  guiltless  one. 
And  hymns  of  joy  proclaim  through  Heav'n 
The  triumph  of  a  Soul  Forgiv'n  I 

'Twas  when  the  golden  orb  had  set. 
While  on  their  knees  they  linger'd  yet. 
There  fell  a  light  more  lovely  far 
Than  ever  came  from  sun  or  star. 
Upon  the  tear  that,  warm  and  meek, 
Dew'd  that  repentant  sinner's  cheek. 
To  mortal  eye  this  light  might  seem 
A  northern  flash  or  meteor  beam — 
But  well  the*  enraptur'd  Peri  knew 
'Twas  a  bright  smile  the  Angel  threw 
From  Heaven's  gate,  to  hail  that  tear 
Her  harbinger  of  glory  near  I 

"  Joy»  joy  for  ever !  my  task  is  done — 
"  The  gates  are  pass'd,  and  Heav'n  is  won ! 
**  Oh !  am  I  not  happy  ?  I  am,  I  am — 

"  To  thee,  sweet  Ekien  !  how  dark  and  sad 
**  Are  the  diamond  turrets  of  Shadukiam,  ^ 

**  And  the  fragrant  bowers  of  Amberabad  ! 

"  Farewell,  ye  odours  of  Earth,  that  die 
**  Passing  away  like  a  lover's  sigh  ;  — 
"  My  feast  is  now  of  the  Tooba  Tree,  ^ 
**  Whose  scent  is  the  breath  of  Eternity  ! 

**  Farewell,  ye  vanishing  flowers,  that  shone 
"  In  my  fairy  wreath,  so  bright  and  brief ;  — 


>  The  NucU.  or  Miraculous  Drop,  which  falU  in  Egypt 
precisely  on  St.  John's  day,  in  June,  and  is  supposed  to  hare 
the  effect  of  stopping  the  plague. 

*  The  Country  of  Delight  —  the  name  of  a  province  in  the 
kingdom  of  Jinnistan,  or  Fairy  Land,  the  capital  of  which  is 
called  the  City  of  Jewels.  Amberabad  is  another  of  the  cities 
of  Jinnistan. 

s  The  tree  Tooba,  that  stands  in  Paradise,  in  the  palace  of 
Mahomet.  See  Sale's  Prelim.  Disc.  —  Tooba,  says  D'Uer. 
beiot^  signifies  beatitude,  or  eternal  happiness. 

*  Mahomet  is  described,  in  the  53d  chapter  of  the  Koran, 


**  Oh !  what  are  the  brightest  that  e*er  hsre 

blown, 
"  To  the  lote-tree,  springing  by  Alla's  throne,^ 

**  Whose  flowers  have  a  soul  in  every  leaf. 
"  Joy,  joy  for  ever ! — my  task  is  done — 
*'  The  Gates  are  pass'd,  and  Heav'n  is  won  I" 


"  And  this,"  said  the  Great  Chamberlain,  «*  is 
poetry !  this  flimsy  manufacture  of  the  brain, 
which  in  comparison  with  the  lofty  and  durable 
monuments  of  genius,  is  as  the  gold  filigree- work 
of  Zamara  beside  the  eternal  architecture  of  Egypt !" 
After  this  gorgeous  sentence,  which,  with  a  few 
more  of  the  same  kind,  Fadladeen  kept  by  him 
for  rare  and  important  occasions,  he  proceeded  to 
the  anatomy  of  the  short  poem  just  recited.  The 
lax  and  easy  kind  of  metre  in  which  it  was  written 
ought  to  be  denounced,  he  said,  as  one  of  the 
leading  causes  of  the  alarm mg  growth  of  poetry 
in  our  times.  If  some  check  were  not  given  to 
this  lawless  facility,  we  should  soon  be  overrun 
by  a  race  of  bards  as  numerous  and  as  shallow  aa 
the  hundred  and  twenty  thousand  Streams  of 
Basra.  ^  They  who  succeeded  in  this  style  de- 
served chastisement  for  their  very  success  ;  —  as 
warriors  have  been  punished,  even  after  gaining  a 
victory,  because  they  had  taken  the  liberty  of 
gaining  it  in  an  irregular  or  unestablished  manner. 
What,  then,  was  to  be  said  to  those  who  failed?  to 
those  who  presumed,  as  in  the  present  lamentable 
instance,  to  imitate  the  license  and  ease  of  the 
bolder  sons  of  song,  without  any  of  that  grace  or 
vigour  which  gave  a  dignity  even  to  negligence ;  — 
who,  like  them,  flung  the  jereed®  carelessly,  but 
not,  like  them,  to  the  mark; — "and  who,"  said 
he,  raising  his  voice  to  excite  a  proper  degree  of 
wakefulness  in  his  hearers,  "contrive  to  appear 
heavy  and  constrained  in  the  midst  of  all  the 
latitude  they  allow  themselves,  like  one  of  thof^e 
young  pagans  that  dance  before  the  Princess,  who 
is  ingenious  enough  to  move  as  if  her  limbs  were 


as  haring  seen  the  angel  Gabriel  "  by  the  lote-tree,  t>e7ond 
which  there  is  no  passing :  near  it  is  the  Garden  of  Eternal 
Abode."  This  tree,  say  the  commentators,  stands  in  the 
seventh  Heaven,  on  the  right  hand  of  the  Throne  of  God. 

^  *'  It  is  Mid  that  the  rivers  or  streams  of  Basra  were 
reckoned  in  the  time  of  Pelal  ben  Abl  Bordeh,  and  amounted 
to  the  numt>er  of  one  hundred  and  twenty  thousand  streams." 
—  Ebn  HauJtal. 

•  The  name  of  the  Javelin  with  which  the  Easterns  exercise. 
See  CastelUmt  Metwrt  dei  Oikomam^  torn.  ill.  p^  161. 
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fettered,   m   a  pair  of  the  ligbtcat  and   loosest 
drawers  of  liastdifotani  1  ** 

It  WAS  but  little  suitable,  he  coatinued^  to  the 
grave  march  of  criticism  to  follow  thii  fanlustical 
Peri,  of  Mrhom  they  had  just  heard,  through  all 
her  flights  and  adventures  between  earth  and 
heaven;  but  he  could  not  help  adverting  to  the 
puerile  coaoeitedaess  of  tht?  Three  Gifts  which 
tihe  U  supposed  to  carry  to  the  skies^ — a  drop  of 
blood*  forsooth,  a  sigh,  and  a  tear  !  How  the  first 
of  these  articles  was  delivered  into  the  Angel's 
**  radiant  band"  he  professed  himself  at  a  loss  to 
discover ;  and  as  to  the  safe  cjvrriagc  of  the  eigh 
and  the  tear,  such  Peris  and  such  poets  were  beings 
by  far  too  incomprehensible  for  him  even  to  guess 
bow  they  managed  such  matters.  "  But,  in  short,*' 
said  he,  **■  it  is  a  waste  of  time  and  patience  to  dwell 
longer  upon  a  thing  so  incurably  frivolous,  —  puay 
eyeii  among  its  own  puny  race,  and  such  as  on]y 
the  Banyan  Hospital^  for  Sick  Insects  should 
undertake." 

la  rain  did  Laixa  Eoosh  try  to  soften  this 
inexorable  critic  -,  in  vain  did  she  resort  to  her 
most  eloqaent  common -places, — ^  reminding  him 
that  poetA  were  a  timid  and  sensitive  race,  whose 
sweetness  was  not  to  be  drawn  forth,  like  that  of 
the  fragrant  grass  near  the  Giinges,  by  crushing 
and  trampling  upon  theixi^  ;  —  that  severity  often 
extinguished  every  chance  of  the  perfection  which 
it  demanded;  and  that,  after  all,  perfection  was 
like  the  Mountain  of  the  Talisman,  —  no  one  bad 
ever  yet  reached  its  lumrait.  ^  Neither  these 
gentle  axioms,  nor  the  still  gentler  looks  with 
which  they  were  inculcated,  could  lower  for  one 
instant  the  elevation  of  Fadi-adeen's  eyebrows, 
or  charm  him  into  any  thing  like  encouragetneut, 
or  even  toleration,  of  her  poet.  Toleration,  indeed, 
was  oot  among  the  weaknesses  of  Fadladeex:  — 
he  carried  the  same  spirit  into  matters,  of  poetry 
and  of  religion,  and,  though  little  versed  in  the 
beauties  or  sublimities  of  either,  was  a  perfect 
master  of  the  art  of  persecution  in  iKith.  His  zeal 
was  Ibe  same,  too,  in  either  pitrsuiC ;  whether  the 


*  **  Htlt  Account  excft«d  ft  dettre  of  vttEting^  the  Banyan 
Il<>«|>lt4il,  4*  I  had  hoard  much  of  tbnlr  bcoPTolPUce  to  all 
kiDits  oraolnoiil*  Lh«t  WHT^  l^ither  iick.  Idtn^,  or  infirm,  through 
ftKB  or  •cci4eiit«  On  rojr  ftrrJral>  there  wirre  piresentc^  to  injf 
view  Butaj  honei,  cow*,  ftpd  oxen,  in  ooff  apjirtmcnt ;  (n 
anoihor,  dofft,  ili««|i,  goat*,  and  nioctkpyfl,  with  cktao  itraw 
tut  Ottem  to  nspa«e  on.  Atiove  «tain  were  deposttoriei  Tor 
Moda  of  Biatijr  tortt,  and  flat,  broAd  diMivs  for  water,  for  the 
nitt  of  blrdi  and  Ijoecu.*'  ■--  Par§tm'*  Travi<1a. 

If  U  taid  tliat  aM  anlraali  know  the  fianyant,,  thnt  thft  tno>t 
timid  aiiproadbi  ttiani,  and  that  bird*  wtll  fly  nt^oriT  to  ihem 
than  to  oiber  p«op]v<  —  S«w  Grmtdprt, 


game  before   him   was  pagans  or   poctasterR, — 
worshippers  of  cows,  or  writers  of  epics. 

They  had  now  arrived  at  the  splendid  city  of 
Lahore,  whose  mausoleums  and  shrines,  magni- 
lieent  and  numberless,  where  Death  appeared  to 
share  eritial  honours  with  Heaven,  would  have 
powerfully  affected  the  heart  and  iiiiagination  of 
Lalla  Rooicei,  if  feelings  nuire  of  this  earth  had 
not  taken  entire  possession  of  her  already*  She 
was  here  met  by  measengers,  despatched  from 
Ca-Hbiuere,  who  informed  her  that  the  King  had 
arrived  in  the  Valley,  and  was  himself  super^ 
imleuclitig^  the  sumptuoiis  prepLimtions  that  wer« 
then  making  in  the  Saloons  of  the  Shalimar  for 
her  reception.  The  chill  she  felt  on  receiving 
this  intelligence* — ^  which  to  a  bride  whose  heart 
was  free  and  light  would  have  brought  only 
linages  of  affection  and  pleasure, — convinced  her 
that  her  peace  was  gone  for  ever,  and  that  she  was 
ill  love,  irretrievably  in  love,  with  young  Fkramouk,. 
The  veil  had  fallen  otf  in  w  hieh  this  passion  at  first 
dbgnifies  itself,  and  to  know  thiu  ^he  loved  warn 
now  as  painful  as  to  love  witltout  knowing  it  had 
been  delicious.  Fekamorz,  tofj,^what  missery 
would  be  hie,  if  the  sweet  hours  of  intercouriic  so 
imprudently  allowed  them  should  have  stolen  into 
his  heart  the  same  fatal  fascination  us  into  hers;  — 
if,  notwithstanding  her  rank,  and  the  modest 
homage  he  always  paid  to  it»  even  he  should  have 
yielded  to  the  in6uence  of  those  long  and  happy 
interviews,  where  music,  poetry,  the  delightful 
scenes  of  nature,  ^ — all  had  tended  to  bring  their 
hearts  close  together,  and  to  wuken  by  every  means 
that  too  ready  pasFilon,  which  often,  like  the  young 
of  the  desert-bird,  is  warmed  into  life  by  the  eyes 
alone  !  ^  She  saw  bu(  one  way  to  prescribe  herself 
from  being  culpable  as  well  as  unhappy,  and  this^ 
however  painful,  she  was  resolved  to  adopt. 
FiiftAMORZ  must  00  more  be  admitted  to  her 
presence.  To  bnve  itrayed  so  far  into  the  dan- 
gerous labyrinth  was  wrong,  but  to  linger  in  it, 
while  the  clue  was  yet  in  htr  hand,  would  be 
criminal.  Though  the  heart  she  had  to  offer  to 
the  King  of  Bucharia  might  be  cold  and  broketi. 


*  "  A  very  fmttant  f tm«  from  the  tmnka  of  the  Ganyai, 

near  ll«^ridwar,  which  In  locne  pEocei  eoters  whole acfea,  and 
r||lffLMe»,  when  crujiliKl,  a  iLrunR  odour."  ^ Sir  tV.  Jamtt  no 
the  S|jtkt'0.artl  of  the  AiKiontft. 

3  "  Near  thH  h  a.  curlout  hiy,  called  Koh  TallfTD,  the 
Mountain  of  the  TatLBoian,  IxraUM'.  accordJns  to  title  tradi- 
tiinni  of  the  country,  uo  person  efor  Auccceded  Ln  falning  LU 
iOnimlt"  —  Ktitftfir. 

4  "The  Arabfani  brlicTe  tliat  the  oitrfcHei  hatch  their 
youner   by  only   looking  at  tbcm,"  ^  F.  t'aiulcbet   JMai. 
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it  should  at  least  be  pore ;  oiidl  she  must  onlj 
eiidoaYOur  to  forget  the  short  dream  of  happiness 
she  had  enjoyed, — like  that  Arabian  shepherd^ 
who,  in  wandering  into  the  wildcrnefis,  caught 
a  glimpse  of  the  Gardena  of  Iriin,  and  then  lost 
them  agiiin  for  ever  I ' 

The  arriral  of  the  young  Bride  at  Lahore  was 
celebrated  in  the  most  enthasiastic  manner. 
The  Rigaa  nnd  Omras  in  ber  train,  who  had 
kept  at  a  certaiti  distance  dnring  the  joamey, 
land  never  encamped  nearer  to  the  Princess  than 
was  strictly  necessary  for  her  safeguard,  here 
rode  in  splendid  cavalcade  through  ihe  city, 
and  distributed  the  -*nost  costly  presents  to  the 
crowd*  Engines  were  erected  in  all  the  s<juare8, 
whicli  cast  forth  showers  of  confectionary  among 
the  people;  while  the  artisans,  in  chariots' 
adorned  with  tinsel  and  flying  fitreamers,  ex- 
hibited the  badges  of  their  respective  trades 
through  the  streets.  Such  brilliant  displays  of 
life  Qud  pageantry  among  the  pahces,  and  domes^ 
and  gilded  minarets  of  Lahore,  made  the  city 
altogether  like  a  place  of  efichantmeot;  —  particu- 
larly on  the  day  when  Lai^la  Roorh  set  oni 
agiiin  upon  her  journey,  when  she  was  accom- 
panied to  the  gate  by  all  the  fairest  and  richest 
of  the  nobility^  and  rode  along  between  ranks  of 
beautiful  boys  and  girls^  who  kept  waving  over 
their  heads  plates  of  gold  and  silver  flowers',  and 
then  threw  them  around  to  be  gathered  by  the 
populace. 

For  many  days  alTer  their  depcirtnre  fW)iii 
Lahore,  a  considerable  degree  of  glotnn  himg 
over  the  whole  party.  Lalljl  Eookii,  who  had 
intended  to  make  illness  her  excuse  for  not 
ndmitting  the  young  minstrel^  as  usual,  to  the 
pavilion,  soon  found  that  to  feign  indisposition 
was  unnecessary;  —  Fadladekn  felt  the  losi  of 
the  good  road  they  had  hitherto  travelled,  and 
was  yery  near  cursing  Jehan-Gutre  (of  blessed 
memory!)  for  not  having  continued  his  delectable 
ftlJey  of  trees*,  at  lea»it  as  far  as  the  mountains  of 
Cashmere; — while  the  Ladies,  who  had  nothing 
now  to  do  all  day  but  to  be  fanned  by  peacocks* 
feathers  and  listen  to  Fadladeev,  seemed  heartily 
weary  of  the  life  they  led,  and,  in  spite  of  ali  the 
Great  Chamberlain's  criticisms,  were  so  tasteless 


I  Hm  Satf'B  kitran,  note,  tol.  iL  p.  4M. 

i  Ortf<nUl  T«1i><. 

>  Ki*rl*htii.    ••  Or  rather,"  ««y*  ScoU^  upon  th*  f»&iiuigff  of 

fr'rliitiTn.  frnm  i»lilclj  Ihti  H  UiK*m  "tdiAU  euiof.  ftAmiwd 

"^  ntmAamrr,     Tliey  arr  ■lUJ  lucwl  in  IndU  fo 

li,»rHjr,  nnii>  on  ncr^itjon,  throitn  hy  lh«  piutc- 


as  to  wish  for  the  poet  again.  One  eT^iing,  i 
they  were  proceeding  to  their  place  of  rest  for  the 
night,  the  Princess,  who,  for  the  freer  enjoyment 
of  the  nir^  had  mounted  her  favourite  Arabian 
palfVey,  in  passing  by  a  tmail  grove  heard  the 
notes  of  a  lute  from  within  its  leaves*  and  a  voioe^ 
which  she  but  too  well  knew,  singing  the  follow- 
ing words : ^ 

Teix  me  not  of  joys  above. 

If  that  world  can  give  no  bliss, 
Truer,  happier  than  the  Love 

Which  enslaves  oar  souls  in  this. 

Tell  me  not  of  Houris*  eyes  j  — 
Fur  from  me  their  dangerous  glow. 

If  those  looks  that  light  the  skies 
Wound  like  some  that  burn  below. 

Who,  that  feels  what  Love  is  here. 
All  its  falsehood  —  all  its  pain  — 

Would,  for  ev*n  Elysium's  sphere, 
Risk  the  fatal  dream  again  ? 

TrMio.  thai  midst  a  desert's  heat 

Sees  the  waters  fade  away, 
W^ould  not  rather  die  than  meet 

Streams  sgain  as  false  as  they  ? 

The  tone  of  melancholy  defiance  in  which  Ihest 
words  were  uttered,  went  to  LAtJU  Booicb's 
heart  ;-^  and,  as  she  reluctantly  rode  on,  she 
could  not  help  feeling  it  to  be  a  sad  but  still 
sweet  certainty,  that  Fcbamorz  was  to  the  full 
as  epamoured  and  miserable  os  herself. 

The  place  where  (hey  encamped  that  eveniag 
was  the  first  delightful  spot  they  bad  come  to 
since  they  left  Lahore.  On  one  side  of  tliem 
was  a  grove  full  of  small  Hindoo  temples,  and 
planted  with  the  most  graceful  trees  of  the  East  t 
where  the  tamariad,  the  cassia,  and  the  tilkcii 
pUntaina  of  Ceylon  were  mingled  in  rich  contrui 
with  the  high  fan-like  foliage  of  the  Palmyra,— 
that  favourite  tree  of  the  luxurious  bird  that  ligbta 
up  the  chambers  of  its  oest  wuh  fire-flies.*  In 
tlie  middle  of  the  lawn  where  the  pavilion  stood 
there  was  a  tank  surrounded  by  small  maggot- 
trees,  OD  the  clear  cold  waicrt  of  which 


*  Ths  flue  ttmA  qm(J«  bjr  the  Bmpcror  Jehiin^niilrr  tnm 
Agnta  Lahcrrv,  pUntod  with  lrr«t  tm  cwch  Md«.  Tbit  toad 
I*  2.V)  li'Afuc*  III  If'nstit-    It  !»•  *'  little  pjTaiiilds  or  mmti,** 

MQd  (^uunt  ttvlt<  to  affurtl  drink  to  paiMOfvn. 
the  youns  iTCCt/' 
^  "  T1»o  !!«>«,  or  ImllAn  Cifo»Hi«Mik — *rtr  W. 
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i&iiltJtade«  of  the  bei^nliAil  red  lotus  M  whilt;  at  a 
dbtance  stood  the  ruins  of  a  strange  and  awAil- 
lookiog  tower,  which  s«emed  old  enough  to  have 
been  the  tt-mple  of  ftomo  religion  no  longinr  known» 
and  which  spoke  the  voice  of  desolation  in  the 
midst  of  all  thut  bloom  and  loveliness.  This 
aingular  ruio  excilt-d  the  wonder  and  conjeclures 
of  alL  LALtA  Hook II  gues^Hl  in  vain,  atid  the 
all-pretending  pAOLADELy,  who  had  never  till 
this  journey  been  heyond  the  precinct*  of  Delhi, 
was  proceeding  most  learnedly  to  show  that  he 
knew  nothing  whatever  about  the  matter,  when 
one  of  the  I^adies  suggesti^  that  perhaps  Fkiia- 
MORZ  could  satisfy  their  curiosity.  They  were 
DOW  approaching  his  native  mountnins^  and  this 
tower  might  perhaps  he  a  relic  of  some  of  those 
dark  superstitions,  which  had  prevailed  in  tliat 
country  before  the  light  of  Islam  dawnerl  upon  it. 
The  Chain  he  rlain»  who  usually  preferred  his  own 
igraoranee  to  the  best  knowledge  that  any  one  else 
eonld  give  him,  was  by  no  means  pleased  with 
tilts  offietous  reference ;  and  the  Princess,  too, 
was  ahont  to  interpose  a  Mat  word  of  objection, 
bm,  before  either  of  them  could  speak,  a  slave 
wfts  despatched  for  Fehasiobz,  who,  in  a  very 
few  minates;,  made  his  appearance  before  them  — 
looking  BO  pale  and  unhappy  in  Laixa  Rookh^s 
eyes,  that  she  repented  already  of  her  cruelty  iu 
having  so  long  excluded  him. 

That  venerable  tower,  he  told  them,  was  the 
remains  of  an  ancient  Fire-Temple,  built  by  those 
Ghebers  or  Persians  of  the  old  religion,  who,  many 
hundred  years  since,  bad  fled  hither  from  their 
Arab  conquerors  *,  preferring  liberty  and  tbeir 
altars  in  a  foreign  land  to  the  alternative  of  apos- 
taiy  or  persecution  in  their  own.  It  was  impoa* 
•ible,  he  added,  not  to  feel  interested  in  the  many 
glorious  but  unsuccessful  struggles,  which  bad 
been  made  by  these  original  natives  of  Persia  to 
cait  off  the  yoke  of  their  bigoted  conquerors.  Like 
their  own  Fire  in  the  Buriiing  Field  at  Bakou  3, 
when  suppressed  in  one  place,  ihey  bad  but  broken 
out  with  freih  flame  in  another ;  and,  as  a  native 
of  Caahm«ie,  of  that  &ir  and  Holy  Valley,  which 

>  ••  Here  If  m.  l»jgt  paKO«ta  bj  a  tank,  on  tJie  WAt«f  of  wblch 
flkMt  i»ulUtud«4  of  the  beautifut  red  loiiu  :  ike  floirer  if  Isr^er 
tbao  Uut  of  the  vhite  water-liLjr.  «n<l  (t  the  moit  lovely  of  th« 
Djinpliaaf  I  t)Avc  i^^en."^ — Mri.Craham'MJotxttiaXoiA  (teal- 
dance  In  IndiA. 

>  '*  On  let  toU  pert^cuttf  p»r  lei  Khalirei  le  r«t1r«r  dims 
lea  mootagnet  du  Kerman :  plufleurf  c hoUl rent  pour  reiraJte 
laT«nvie  H  U  Cliine  ;  d'AQtref  «'arriidreiit  »ur  leJ  bordt  du 
Gaiagfi,  k  V—t  d»  Delhi.'*  —  M,  An^trtii,  yUwfiirt^de  TAca- 
dimle.  loin,  ixjit,  p.  346. 

*  The  "Afcr  stdtfBf  *'  dcfcribeJ  by  Kemjifer,  AmctnUat, 

*  **  Cubiner*  (layi  tts  hlfiorlsuf )  luid  )U  ovm  princcf  4000 


had  in  lli  .  i  become  the  prey  of  stran- 

gers S  ;i  lent  shrines  and  native 

princes   s^^cpf  tare    tlif    march   of  her 

intolerant  iiiv:i  I  i  li-  i>-\i  a  sympLithy,  he  owned, 
with  the  sulfcrjiigs  of  the  perseeated  Ghchers, 
which  every  monument  like  this  before  them  hut 
tended  more  powerftilly  to  awaken. 

It  was  the  first  time  that  Feramorz  had  ever 
ventured  upon  so  much  prme  before  Fapi^adken, 
and  it  may  easily  l>e  conceived  what  clTect  eueh 
prose  as  this  must  have  produced  upon  that  most 
orthodox  and  most  pagan- faatiog^  personage.  He 
^at  for  some  minutea  aghast,  ejaculating  only  at 
intervals,  '*  Bigoted  confiuerors  !  —  sympathy  with 
Fire-worshippers  !*' 5 — ^  while  Feeaiiobz,  happy 
to  take  advantage  of  this  almost  speechless  horror 
of  the  Chamberlain,  proceeded  to  say  that  he  knew 
a  raelancboly  story*  connected  with  the  events  of 
one  of  those  si  niggles  of  the  brave  Fire- worship- 
pers agaiast  their  Arab  masters,  whieh^  if  the 
evening  vas  not  too  far  advanced,  he  should  have 
much  pleasure  in  being  allowed  to  relate  to  the 
Princess.  It  was  impossible  for  Laula  Rookh  to 
refuse ;  —  be  had  never  before  looked  half  so  an i- 
unated ;  and  when  he  spoke  of  the  Holy  Valley  his 
eyes  had  sparkled,  she  thought,  like  the  talisman ic 
characters  on  the  scimitar  of  Solomon,  Her  con- 
sent was  therefore  most  readily  granted  ;  and 
while  FAnLADEEX  sat  in  unspeakable  dismay, 
expecting  treason  and  abomination  in  every  line, 
the  poet  thus  began  his  story  of  the  Fire- worship- 
pers :  — 


THE  FIRE- WORSHIPPERS. 

*Ti8  moonlight  over  Oman's  S^a  j  * 

Her  banks  of  pearl  and  palmy  isles 
Baak  in  the  night-beam  beaiiteonsly. 

And  her  blue  waters  sleep  in  smiles. 
'Tjs  moonlight  in  Harmozia*s  '  walls, 
And  through  her  Esiin's  porpbyrj'  halls, 

year*  brfore  ilf  conqupfl  by  Akbir  in  imh.  All  bar  wotild 
bare  found  •umo  dlOfetdtj  to  reduce  UiU  parodife  of  the 
rnrili-'f,  Aituated  a»  It  i&  wilhlii  ftuch  ii  fortrcfi  of  maun  taint, 
tmt  \U  munarch,  Yuscr-Khan,  wu  buoljr  bctraycnl  by  hit 
Omrah*,"  —  Feunamt. 

>  Volulre  if}U  u»  th4t  in  hit  Tr«iedy.  "  I*e«  Gudbrei,"  ho 
wu  geQermlly  vuppoi^d  to  have  Klluded  to  tbe  iaiu>eniiU.  I 
ibould  nnl  bo  Buq>rhnl  tt  tblt  »tary  uf  the  Kire-wor»liipperi 
were  Tound  cupobk^  ot  «  iimrlar  dout)tenei»  otaptslicMloin. 

«  The  Perftbn  Ciutf.  »oineliinc»  na  ralk'd,  wliicfa  fefmraCet 
tll«  tbore*  o(  Vcnl*  iUkd  Arabia. 

?  Tho  present  Gombaruun,  a  town  on  the  Penlaa  skle  of 
the  GiUr. 


^^j^^^" 

1 

aeo                               MOORE'S  works. 

1 

Where,  iome  hours  siDcef  was  heard  the  swell 

Never  was  Iiia>*  doom'd  to  bend 

Of  trumpet  and  the  clash  af  zdj 

Beneath  a  yoke  of  deadlier  weight 

Blddiog  the  bngh they'd  sun  farewell ;  — 

Her  throne  had  fairn — her  pride  was  cmsh'd — 

The  peaceful  gun,  whom  better  suits 

Her  sons  were  willing  sbivei,  nor  blusird, 

The  music  of  the  bulbars  nest, 

lo  their  own  land,  —  no  niore  their  own,  — 

Or  the  light  touch  of  lovers'  lutt»«, 

To  crouch  beneath  a  stranger's  throne. 

To  siug  Luu  to  his  golden  rest. 

Her  tow'rs,  where  Mithba  once  had  bum'd. 

^ 

All  hu&h'd  —  iht^re's  not  a  breeze  in  motion  ; 

To  Moslem  shnnes  —  oh  shame  I — were  luiu'd* 

■ 

The  shore  is  sileat  as  the  ocean. 

Where  slaves,  converted  by  the  sword. 

^ 

If  zephyrs  comCt  so  light  they  come, 

Their  mean,  apostate  worship  pour'd, 

Nor  leaf  is  stirr'd  nor  wave  is  driven  i — 

And  curs'd  the  faith  their  sires  ador'd. 

The  wind-tower  on  the  Emir's  dome  * 

Yet  has  she  hearts,  mid  all  this  Ul, 

Can  hardly  win  a  breath  from  heaven. 

0*er  all  tliie  wreck  high  buoyant  still 

With  hope  and  vengeance  ;  —  hearts  that  yet — 

g 

Ev*c  he,  that  tyrant  Arab,  sleeps 

Like  gems,  in  darknesa,  issuing  rays 

^ 

Calm,  while  a  nation  round  him  weeps  ; 

They've  treasur'd  from  the  sun  that's  set,  ^^ 

While  curses  load  the  air  he  breathes, 

Ream  all  the  light  of  long-Uwt  days  J 

And  falchions  from  mnnumber  d  sheaths 

And  swords  Ehe  hath,  nor  weak  nor  slow 

Are  starting  to  avenge  the  shame 

To  second  all  Hucb  hearts  eaa  dare  [ 

His  race  Imth  brought  on  Ihjin's  ^  name. 

As  he  shall  know,  well,  dearly  know, 

Hard,  heartless  Chief,  nnmov'd  alike 

Who  sleeps  m  moonlight  liuc'ry  there. 

Mid  eyes  that  weep>  and  swords  that  strike  ;  — 

Tranquil  as  if  his  spirit  lay 

One  of  that  saintly,  nmrdVous  brood, 

Becalm'd  in  Ueav'n's  approving  ray. 

To  carnage  and  the  Koran  giv'n, 

Sleep  on  —  for  purer  eyes  than  thine 

^Fho  think  ihrougb  unbelievers'  blood 

Those  waves  are  hush'd,  those  planets  shioe  i 

Lies  their  dlrectest  path  to  heav'n  ;  — 

Sleep  on,  and  be  thy  rest  unmov'd 

One,  who  will  pause  and  kneel  unshod 

By  the  white  moonbeam's  dazzling  power ;  — 

In  the  warm  blood  his  hand  hath  pour'd, 

None  but  the  loving  and  the  lov*d 

To  mutter  o'er  some  text  of  God 

Should  be  awake  at  this  sweet  hour. 

Engniven  on  his  reeking  sword  ;  '  — 

Nay,  who  can  coolly  note  the  line, 

And  see  —  where,  high  above  those  rocks 

The  letter  of  those  words  divine. 

That  o'er  the  deep  their  shadows  tling, 

To  which  his  blade,  with  searching  art, 

YoQ  turret  stands  i  —  where  eboo  locks, 

Had  sunk  into  its  victim's  heart ! 

As  glossy  as  a  heron's  wmg 
Upon  the  turban  of  a  king,* 

^ 

Just  AiA.A  !  what  most  be  thy  look, 

Hong  from  the  lattice,  long  and  wild,  — 

■ 

When  such  a  wretch  before  thee  slands 

Tis  she»  that  Emib's  blooming  child. 

■ 

Unblushing,  with  thy  Sacred  Book,  — 

All  truth  and  tenderness  and  grace. 

■ 

^^^H 

^        Turning  the  leaves  with  blood-fitain*d  hands, 

Though  bom  of  such  ungentle  race  ;  — 

^ 

^^^^1 

B    And  wresting  flt>m  its  page  sublime 

An  image  of  Youth's  radiant  Foontain 

^^^^ 

His  creed  of  lust,  and  hate,  and  crime ;  — 

H 

Ev'n  as  those  bees  of  Thcbizohp, 

" 

H 

Which,  from  the  sunniest  6ow  rs  that  glad 

Oh  what  a  pure  and  sucred  thing 

^ 

H 

With  their  pure  smile  the  gardens  round. 

Is  Beauty,  curiainM  from  tlu"  sight 

'■ 

1 

Draw  venom  forth  that  drives  men  nuuL* 

Of  the  gross  world,  illumining 
One  only  mansion  with  her  light  I 

1 

L   Never  did  fierce  Arabia  send 

Unseen  by  man's  disturbing  eye,  — 

■ 

^ 

m        A  satrap  forth  more  direly  great ; 

The  flowV  that  blooms  beneath  the  sea. 

1 

1 

1  A  MiMrtib  la*trum«iit  of  miulc 

>  "  Tiutre  M  4  ynd  of  Khododetianii  AtioiU  IVibtSOad, 

■ 

mh<m  tiomcn  tAi«  tiev  fMd«  upoii,«M}  tb«  haaej  thf^iM^ilHfM 

^1 

poopie  madir*  -  n»«nKA»r^ 

^^1 

^1 

holt  10* . "  —  Lr  Brutfn , 

<  "  ThKlr  klBfi  w«sr  pluiiHM  of  Ulsck  h«ruDt*  l^hcn  upon 

^H 

^H 

>  '^  lr»n  b  th«  cnie  taugni  nsine  tor  the  empire  of  Psnla.** 

^^1 

^^ 

—  Attml.  Jtctn  Oiich. 

^H 

^H 

«  *'  On  the  bladei  of  itirir  *e1mUiifi  sonit  t«r«t  ^om  lh« 

Huiiied  In  ton*  dark  r«f ton  of  th«  Ewt.'*  ^  RkMrn^m, 

' 

1 

Kotma  li  oanMf  Itiaerfbed/*  —  Rtu$H, 

^ 

k 

i 

IF^ 
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Too  deep  for  innbeuiiB,  doth  not  Ue 

Sliedding:  a  glow  of  soeh  mild  hue. 

Hid  in  more  daiste  obfcuritj. 

So  warm,  and  yet  so  shadowy  too, 

80,  HurpA,  have  ikj  fkee  ind  mind. 

Aji  makes  the  very  darkness  there 

Like  holj  mysteries,  lain  eoshrio'd. 

More  beaodfiil  than  light  elsewhere. 

And  oh,  whst  transport  for  a  lover 

To^  lift  the  Teii  Chat  ibades  them  o*er !  — 

Such  is  the  maid  who,  at  this  bonr. 

Like  tbo«e  who^  all  at  once,  discover 

Hath  risen  from  her  restless  steep, 

la  tlie  kme  deep  SDcne  Mrj  thofe. 

And  sits  alone  in  ihat  high  bowV, 

Where  mortal  never  trod  before. 

Watching  the  still  and  shining  deep. 

And  sleep  and  wake  in  scented  ain 

Ah  !  ^twas  not  thns,^^  with  tearful  eyes 

No  Up  had  ever  hreath'd  hot  theirs. 

And  beating  hearty  —  she  us'd  to  gaze 
On  the  magnificent  earth  and  skiei, 

BeantHU  are  the  maids  that  glide. 

In  her  own  land,  in  happier  days. 

On  sammer*eve8,  through  Ybu%v*b  ^  daks. 

Why  looks  she  now  so  anxious  down 

And  bright  the  glancing  looks  they  hide 

Among  those  rocks,  whose  rugged  fVown 

Behind  their  litters'  roseate  veils ;  -^ 

Blackens  the  mirror  of  the  deep  ? 

And  brides,  as  delicate  and  fair 

Whom  waits  she  aU  this  lonely  night? 

As  the  white  jasmine  fiow'rs  tfaej  wear. 

Too  rough  the  rocks,  too  bold  the  steep. 

Hath  Temeu  in  her  blissful  climes 

For  man  to  ecale  that  turret's  height  I  — 

Wbo^  Inll'd  in  cool  kiosk  or  bow'r,« 

So  deemed  at  least  her  thoughtful  sire, 

And  grow  still  lovelier  ev*ry  hour. 

When  high,  to  catch  the  cool  night-air. 

But  never  yet  hath  bride  or  maid 

AAer  the  day-beam's  withering  fire,^ 

In  Ajlaby's  gtty  Haram  smiFd, 

Be  built  her  bow>  of  freshness  there. 

Whose  boasted  brightness  would  not  fiule 

And  had  it  decked  with  costliest  skill. 

Before  Al  Hassak's  blooming  child. 

And  fondly  thought  it  safe  as  fair: — 

Think,  reverend  dreamer  !  think  so  still. 

Light  as  the  angel  shapes  that  bless 

Nor  wake  to  learu  what  LoT?e  can  dare  ;  — 

An  infknt's  dream,  yet  not  the  Wss 

Love,  ail-defy bg  Love,  who  sc^ 

Rich  in  all  woman's  loveliness  \  — 

No  charm  m  trophies  won  with  ease  [•— 

With  eye*  so  pure,  that  from  iheir  ray 

Whose  rarest,  dearest  fruits  of  blisi 

' 

Dark  Vice  would  turn  fibaish'd  away. 

Are  pluck'd  on  Danger  s  precipice  1 

1 

Blinded  like  serpents,  when  they  giwe 

Bolder  than  they,  who  dare  not  dive 

1 

Upon  the  em' raid's  virgin  blase  j— * 

For  pearls,  but  when  the  sea*s  at  rest. 

J 

Yet  m*d  with  all  yoath's  sweet  desires. 

I^ve,  in  the  tempest  most  alive. 

^ 

Mingling  the  meek  and  vestal  fires 

Hath  ever  held  that  pearl  the  bcCt 

■ 

Of  other  worlds  with  all  the  bliss. 

He  iuds  beneath  the  stormiest  water. 

^ 

The  fond,  weak  tenderness  of  this  ; 

YeS'*  Arabt's  imrivaird  daughter. 

A  soul,  too,  more  than  half  divine. 

Though  high  that  tow'r,  that  rock-way  rude. 

Where,  through  some  shades  of  earthly  feeltngi 

There's  one  who,  but  to  kiss  thy  cheek. 

Religion's  soften 'd  glories  shine, 

Would  climb  the*  untrodden  solitude 

Like  light  through  summer  foliage  stealing. 

Of  Aba  rat's  tremendous  peak,^ 

<  Arabia  FdU, 

the  enablem  of  beauty)  U  the  nMsntng  of  Ow  IbtUiwliig  nntte 

•  "  In  ih«  midit  atth9  gvden  to  the  ehlotk,  that  U.  m  Urge 

"  ♦  H*  with  Mlule  ©r  d«f  Retire  due. 

oTit.    11  Is  raiMd  nfiK  or  Uen  •t^'pi.  «o(l  incloied  with  gilded 

A  lotui  to  hit  forehead  prest ; 

ItfUoei^  rcNiiid  which  Tlnn,  jittjunlttct,  Ami  KonFyiucklea, 

Sh9  raU^d  her  mlrroi  to  bit  rlew. 

aialM  a  «atf  «f  sreen  waJl ;  Urge  U-om  ««  planted  round  tfaic 

Tl>eo  limi'd  U  iaward  to  her  bresst/'* 

Atiatic  MitceOan^,  vol.  U. 

M,W.Mfmta(^ 

>  Th«  woBum  of  tli«  Bast  arm  turrn  wlUiMt  iJieir  lookinf- 

Iiutre  or  tho§e  ttonei  (eioenlda),  be  lsiim«diatelj  becomei 

flssMt.    *'  Is  Barb«r)r,"  tajr*  SMavt,  ^'  Ihrj  auv  im  fond  or  their 

loolclof -sUitn,  which  lh«7  bang  upon  their  brifoils,  that  thej 

will  not  lay  thirm  a«ide.  eireo  when  Niter  th«  drudgcrr  of  ibt 

4lj  th«j  are  obllfed  Co  go  two  or  three  mltrt  with  a  pitebor 

—  Maroo  Pota. 

w  s  ftoat'ft  tkiD  to  ttUh  nai<*r.'*  —  Trawtt. 

ft  Thif  luoQBtaln  li  ^enlly  nippoied  to  be  Inaccesdble, 

In  oCb«r  fkarU  of  AjU  they  woar  little  looklDf-ilSBItS  SO 

Stniy  Mf»,  •*  1  can  well  aMar*  tbe  readt-r  that  tbcir  opinkiQ  l§ 

tb«tr  tbumbfl.    *'  Hence  (and  from  th«  iotui  being  cooddsred 

not  true,  w1k>  tuppote  this  mount  to  be  laacoMiible."    He 

1 
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And  think  its  steeps,  though  dark  and  dr^ad, 
Ht?av*«'8  path  way  8*  if  to  thee  they  led  I 
Ev*o  now  thoii  5eG*st  the  hashing  spray, 
That  tights  his  oar's  impatient  way  ; 
Ev*D  now  thoa  hear'st  the  sudden  shock 
Of  his  swift  bark  against  the  rock, 
And  Btretchest  dowB  thy  arms  of  snow^ 
As  if  to  liA  him  from  below  I 
Like  her  to  whom,  at  dead  of  night, 
The  bridegroom,  with  his  locks  of  light,' 
Came,  in  the  flush  of  lore  and  pride, 
And  scttFd  the  terrace  of  his  bride  ;  — 
When,  as  she  saw  him  i*ashly  spring, 
And  midway  up  in  danger  cling, 
She  flung  him  down  her  long  black  hair, 
ExcliiJtniiig,  breathless,  **  There,  love,  there  !*" 
And  scarce  did  manlier  oerve  uphold 

The  hero  Zal  in  tliat  fond  hour, 
Thun  wings  the  yoath  who,  fleet  and  bold, 

Now  oUmbt  the  rocks  to  Hinda's  bower. 
See — light  m  up  their  granite  steeps 

The  rock-giKits  of  Arabia  clamber,* 
Fearless  from  eiiig  to  crag  he  leaps;, 

And  now  is  in  the  maiden's  chamber. 

She  loves — but  knows  not  whom  she  loves, 

Nor  what  his  race,  nor  whence  he  came  ;  — 
Like  one  who  meets,  in  Indian  groves, 

Some  beauteous  bird  without  a  name. 
Brought  by  the  last  ambrosial  breeze, 
From  isles  in  the*  undiscover'd  seas. 
To  show  his  plumage  for  a  day 
To  wondr'ing  eyes,  and  wing  away  I 
Will  kfi  ihti*  fly — ^her  nameless  lover  ? 

All  A  forbid  1  'twas  by  a  moon 
As  fair  as  this,  while  singing  over 

Some  ditty  to  her  soft  Kanooo,' 
Alone,  at  this  same  witching  hour. 

She  first  beheld  his  radiant  eyes 
Gleam  through  the  lattice  of  the  bowV, 

Where  nightly  now  they  mix  their  sighi; 
And  thought  some  ipirit  of  the  air 
(For  what  could  waft  a  mortal  there  ?) 
Was  pausing  on  his  moonlight  way 
To  listen  to  her  lonely  lay ! 
This  fancy  ne*er  hath  left  her  mind  ; 

And — though,  when  terror's  swoon  bod  post, 

tvAd*,  thMl  '*  t>i''  1«i»<'r  pArt  of  tb«>  mounlAin  li  cloud)',  miittj, 
ADcl  dnrk,  th^  mtdldlrmtrti  pirt  trrj  rold,  And  Hke  cloudt  of 
ifinw,  hnf  thr  iipT**^  r^sflon*  fwrfrrtir  rjilm.**^  it  vuon  iMi 

I  wlitch  StriQr 


lltvt  ih0  air  i»ta  ik»m  lop  at  th«  liiii  dkl  vtri  cJttnfe  nr  wa» 
iubJiMt  cither  to  wind  or  rain,  whivh  It  prMUfncnl  lo  bv  the 
rmtucm  th«1  th«*  Ark  tiaArndurvd  to  long  wUbuut  beUif  roit«ik'* 
—  Sf*f  Carrm'i  Trntcla,  wheto  tlie  doctor  lauftn  •*  thii 
whole  aceoutit  of  Mount  Arsmt 


She  saw  a  youth,  of  mortal  kind, 

Before  her  in  obeisance  cast, — > 
Yet  often  since,  when  he  hath  spoken 
Strange^  awfnl  words,  —  and  gleams  have  brofcei> 
From  his  dark  eyes,  too  bright  to  bear, 

Oh !  she  hath  fear'd  her  soul  wha  giv*ji 
To  some  unhallow*d  child  of  air, 
Some  erring  Spirit  cast  from  heav'n. 
Like  those  angelic  youths  of  old. 
Who  buriiM  for  maids  of  mortal  mouldy 
Bewilder'd  left  the  glorious  skies, 
And  lost  their  heav*n  for  woman's  eyea. 
Fond  girl !  nor  fiend  nor  angel  he 
Who  woos  thy  young  simplicity ; 
But  one  of  earlh's  impairs ion'd  sons. 

As  warm  in  love,  as  fierce  in  ire. 
As  the  be»t  heart  whose  current  ntns 

Full  of  the  Day  God*8  living  fire. 

But  quencb*d  to-night  that  ardour  seema. 

And  pale  hi£  cheeky  and  sunk  his  brow  ; — 
Never,  before,  but  in  her  dreams, 

Had  she  beheld  him  pale  as  now  : 
And  tijose  were  dreams  of  troubled  sleep, 
From  which  'twas  joy  to  wake  and  weep ; 
Visions,  that  will  not  be  forgot, 

Hut  Riulden  every  waking  scene. 
Like  warning  ghosu,  that  leave  the  spot 

All  withered  where  they  once  have  been. 

"  How  sweetly,"  said  the  trembling  maid^ 

Of  her  own  gentle  voice  afraid, 

So  long  had  they  in  sDence  stood^ 

Looking  upon  that  tranquil  flood  — 

"  How  sweetly  does  the  moon -beam  smile 

**  To-night  upon  you  leafy  isle  I 

"  Oft,  in  my  fancy's  wanderings,  | 

**  Fve  wished  that  little  isle  bad  wingf, 

"  And  we,  within  its  fairy  bow'ra, 

♦♦  Were  wafted  off  to  seas  unknown, 
**  Where  not  a  pulse  should  beat  but  ours, 

"  And  we  might  live,  love,  die  alone ! 
**  Far  from  the  cruel  and  the  cold,  — 

**  Where  the  bright  eyes  of  angels  only 
**  Should  come  around  us,  to  behold 

"  A  paradise  so  pure  and  lonely, 

^  In  one  of  tl>«  bookf  of  Oie  fthlli  VAtnrVi.  whMi  Ztl  <A 
eelebrntcd  hem  ol  PariiA,  nrtiiJirli.iUj>c  for  hli  white  h«lr,) 
comrt  to  tb**  tfrraca  of  hi*  inUtr«»«»  lUsditti  ver  at  night,  kho  \Mm 
diOWti  '      ''be*  tn«t«M)illll  (n  hUAAPfQt  ;— h«,  lio«> 

•vtr,  I  ii  k»»  roiniinik  w«f  bf  Avilnf  hti  mmk  In 

•  pfoji        .  I  —  Sw  CMampiom't  /Vrrfoii^. 

*  "  «>n  tiM  loHf  hllli  of  AnOiU  ^ttmm  mn  rwrk-fo^tt.**— 

iM  d«n«s  in  loudMni  dMi*  1«  ttf  all,  o«e  dtt  ^loBlilwt  tmilM 
dt  polal«t  ds  cooe/*—  T(»derim,  trmttltfd  hf  JV  i 
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"  Would  thi«  be  world  enough  for  thee  ?" — 

"  'Twould  be  those  eyes  ;  —  they,  only  they, 

Playful  fibe  tom'di  that  he  might  ^ee 

"  Could  melt  that  sacred  seal  away  ! 

The  passing  «miie  her  che^k  put  od  ; 

**  But  no  —  'tis  fix'd  —  mt^  awful  doom 

J 

But  when  she  mark'd  bow  moarnfully 

**  Is  fix'd — on  this  side  of  the  tomb 

1 

His  eyes  met  hers,  that  smile  was  gone ; 

**  We  meet  no  more  j  —  why,  why  did  Heav*n 

■ 

Asdt  bursting  into  heart-feh  tears. 

**  Mingle  two  souls  that  earth  has  riv'n, 

•*  Ye«,  ye«,*'  she  cried,  **  my  hourly  fears, 

^  Has  rent  asunder  wide  as  ours  ? 

1 

**  My  dreams  hare  bcxled  all  too  right — 

**  Oh,  Arab  maid,  as  soon  the  Powers 

1 

"  We  part  —  forever  part  —  to-night  I 

"  Of  Light  and  Darkness  mny  combine, 

1 

"  I  knew,  [  knew  it  couU  not  lost^ 

"  As  I  be  link'd  with  thee  or  thine  I 

1 

**  *Twas  bright,  *l:was  heav'nly,  but  'tis  past  1 

"  Thy  Father " 

**  Oh  I  ever  thu*,  from  childhood's  hoiir,              i 

"  Holy  All  A  save 

"  IVe  seen  my  fondest  hopes  decay ; 

"  His  grey  head  from  that  lighfning  glance  1 

"  I  never  lov*d  a  tree  or  flow'r, 

**  Thou  know'st  him  not  —  he  loves  the  brave  j 

"  But  *twBS  this  first  to  fkde  away. 

"  Nor  lives  there  under  heaven's  eipanse 

1 

**  I  never  niiri'd  a  dear  gazelle. 

"  One  who  would  prize,  would  worship  thee 

1 

"  To  glad  me  with  its  soft  black  eye. 

"  And  thy  bold  spirit,  more  than  he. 

**  But  when  it  came  to  know  me  well. 

**  Oft  when,  m  childhood,  I  have  play*d 

•*  And  love  me,  it  was  sure  to  die  \ 

**  With  the  bright  falchion  by  his  side. 

**  Now  t«o — the  joy  most  like  divine 

**  I've  beard  him  swear  bis  hipping  maid 

**  Of  all  I  ever  dreamt  or  knew, 

**  In  time  should  be  a  warrior's  hridi*. 

"  To  see  thee,  hear  thee,  call  thee  mine, — 

"  And  still,  whene'er  at  Haram  hours. 

**  Oh  misery  !  must  I  lose  tliat  too  ? 

**  I  take  him  cool  sherbets  and  flowers. 

**  Yet  go — on  perils  brink  we  meet;  — 

"  He  tells  me,  when  in  playftat  mood. 

"  Th«ie  fHgbtfUl  rocks — that  treacherous  sea — 

**  A  hero  shall  my  bridegroom  be, 

**  No,  never  oome  again— though  sweet. 

"  Since  maids  are  best  in  battle  woo'd. 

**  Though  heav'n^  it  may  be  death  to  thee. 

And  won  with  shouts  of  victory  ! 

•*  Farewell — and  blessings  on  thy  way, 

**  Nay,  turn  not  from  me  —  thou  alone 

"  Wherever  thou  goest^  beloved  stranger  !          ' 

"  Art  form'd  to  make  both  hearts  thy  own. 

"  Better  to  sit  and  watch  that  ray. 

**  Go  — join  his  sacred  ranks  ^— thou  know'st 

•*  And  think  thee  safe,  though  far  away. 

**  The'  unholy  strife  these  Persians  wage  '  =- 

••  Than  have  thee  near  me,  and  in  danger  I " 

"  Good   Heav'n,   that  frown!  —  even  now  thou 
glow'st 

**  Danger ! — ^oh^  tempt  me  not  to  boast — " 

"  With  more  than  mortal  warrior's  rage. 

The  youth  cxclaim'd  — "  them  little  know'st 

**  Haste  to  the  camp  by  morning's  light, 

•*  What  he  can  brave,  who,  bom  and  nurst 

**  And,  when  that  sword  is  raised  in  fight. 

"  In  Danger's  paths,  has  dar'd  her  worst  i 

*^  Oh  BliU  remember,  I*ove  and  I 

"  Upon  whose  ear  the  signal -word 

*'  Beneath  its  shadow  trembling  lie ! 

"  Of  strife  and  death  is  hourly  breaking} 

"  One  victVy  o'er  those  Slaves  of  Fire, 

"  Who  sleeps  with  head  npon  the  sword 

"  Those  impious  Ghebers,  whom  my  sire 

"  His  fevered  hand  ronst  gnu5p  in  waking* 

"  Abhors " 

"  Danger  1^" 

"  Hold,  hold  —  thy  words  are  death  — " 

**  Say  on  —  thou  fear'st  not  then, 

The  stranger  cried,  as  wild  he  fiung 

"  And  we  may  meet  —  oft  tneet  again?" 

His  mantle  back,  and  show'd  !>eneath 

The  Gheber  belt  that  round  him  clung,  ^* 

"  Oh  I  look  not  so —  heocath  the  skies 

**  Here,  maiden,  look  —  weep  —  blush  to  see 

»*  I  now  fear  nothing  but  those  eyes. 

"  All  that  thy  sire  abhors  in  me  1 

"  If  aught  on  earth  could  charm  or  force 

"  Yes —  /  am  of  that  impious  race. 

**  My  spirit  frona  its  destined  course, — 

"  Those  Slaves  of  Fire  who,  morn  and  even. 

**  If  aught  could  make  this  soul  forget 

"  Hail  their  Creator's  dwelling-place 

'*  The  bond  to  which  its  seal  Is  set. 

"  Among  the  living  tights  of  heaven  :  « 

1  •^  They  (the  Gheben)  lay  to  inurh  itreii  mi  their  ruitiiM^ 

•'  Pmir  (c  dlctinguer  dei  IdolAti^t  4is  Flnde,  lei  Guj^bret  ic 

or  glr4le,4tQ0tto<lM>etobeiiQ  miUnl  »i»hoiillt."  — Groj<'* 

cejgnent  toy*  d'un  cordon  de  Wne,  ou  de  poU  de  cbaineau." 

—  Ene§ciof4ttie  Fran^ite. 

■f»t  M  d^iKMsUl^  d«  IS  robt,  et  U  \su«e  ceinture  quni  por-  i 

D'Hcrbokii  fayi  thii  belt  wu  gcripfaMjr  orieAtticrv 

tott  eoonoe  Gimm*/*  he.  kc.^l}*Hcrbftoi,  art.  Afduani. 

*  **  They  tuppoM  the  Thmaii  of  the  Almlntitjr  It  seated  in 
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"  Yes  —  /am  of  that  outcast  faw. 

"  And  then,  then  only,  tnie  to  love, 

*•  Tu  liiAN  and  to  vengeance  true. 

"  When  false  to  all  that's  dear  beside  I               \ 

**  Who  curae  the  hour  your  Arabs  came 

"  Thy  father  Iran's  deadliest  foe  — 

"  To  desolate  our  &liriDcs  of  Oaiue, 

**  Thyself,  perliopft,  ev*u  now  —  but  no^- 

"  And  swear,  bufure  God's  burning  eye» 

"  Hate  never  look'd  so  lovely  yet  I 

"  To  break  our  country's  cbains,  or  die  i 

"  No  — gaered  to  thy  soul  will  be 

"  Thy  bigot  sire,  —  nay»  tremble  noU  — 

"  The  land  of  him  wlio  eould  forgtt 

"  He,  -who  gave  birth  to  those  dcjir  eyes, 

"  All  but  that  bleeding  land  for  thee. 

"  Wilh  me  is  sacred  as  the  spot 

"  When  other  eyes  shall  see,  (inmov^d, 

*'  From  which  our  firta  of  worship  risel 

"  Her  widows  mourn,  her  warriors  fall. 

"  But  know^ — *twas  be  I  sought  that  nigbt, 

**  ThouHt  think  how  well  one  CJheber  lov'd. 

"  Whan,  from  my  iflratch-boat  on  the  sea. 

**  And  for  Aw  sake  thuMi'lt  weep  for  all ! 

**  I  caught  this  turrets  glinim'ring  light, 

"Bat  look- " 

**  And  up  the  rude  rocks  deap'rately 

With  sadden  start  be  turaM 

"  Rush'd  to  my  prey  — thou  know 'st  the  rest — ' 

And  pointed  to  the  distant  wave. 

**  I  climbed  the  gory  voUure^s  nest. 

Where  ligbtfi,  like  charnel  meteors,  burn'd 

"  And  found  a  trembling  dove  within;  — 

llluely,  ai  o'er  some  seaman's  gnye  i 

**  Tliitic,  thine  the  victory  — tbine  the  sin — - 

And  fiery  darts,  at  interv&la,  i 

**  If  Love  hath  made  one  thought  his  own, 

Flew  up  all  s^parkling  from  the  main. 

"  That  Vengeance  claims  first  —  la^t  —  alone  I 

As  If  each  star  that  nightly  falls. 

"  Oh  1  had  we  never,  never  met. 

Were  shooting  back  to  lieav*ji  again* 

J 

*'  Or  could  lhi5  heart  ev'n  now  forget 

1 

^*  Il€W   link*d,   how    bk'ss'd    we    tiiigbt    have 

"  My  signal  lights  !  —  t  must  away  —» 

been. 

"  Both,  both  are  ruined,  if  I  stay. 

"  Hod  fate  not  frown "d  so  dark  between  ! 

"  Farewell  —  sweet  life  !  thou  cling  st  in  vain  — 

"  Hadst  thou  been  horn  a  Persian  maid, 

"  Now,  Vengeance,  I  am  thine  agaiu  t  " 

**  111  oeighbouring  valleys  had  we  dwell. 

Fiercely  he  br<>ke  away,  nor  slopp  d, 

"  Through  the  same  fields  in  ehildbood  play'd. 

Nor  look'd  ^  but  from  the  lattice  dropp'd 

"  At  the  same  kindling  altar  knelt,  — 

Down  mid  the  pointed  crags  beneath. 

*<  TbeUf  iben^  while  all  those  nameless  ties^ 

As  if  he  flt*d  from  love  to  death. 

**  In  which  the  charm  of  Country  lies, 

While  pale  and  mule  young  Hinua  stood. 

"  Had  round  our  hearts  been  botirly  spun, 

Nor  mov'd,  till  in  the  silent  Hood 

"  Till  Iran*s  cause  and  thine  were  one; 

A  momentary  plunge  below 

"  Wbile  iu  thy  lute's  awak  ning  sigh 

Startled  her  from  her  trance  of  woe  j  — 

"  I  heard  the  voice  ot*  days  gone  by, 

Shrieking  she  to  the  lattice  flew. 

"  And  saw,  in  every  smile  of  thine, 

"  I  come  —  1  come  —  if  in  that  tide 

**  Returning  hours  of  glory  shine  ;  — 

**  Thou  sleep's!  to-night,  I'll  sleep  there  t<jo, 

'*  While  the  wrong'd  Spirit  of  our  Land 

*'  In  death  «  cold  wedlock,  by  thy  side. 

"  Liv'd,  hx)k*d,  and  spoke  her  wrongs  through 

"  Oh  1  I  would  ask  no  happier  Ixii 

thee,  — 

"  Than  the  chill  wave  my  love  lies  under  i ' — 

**  God  1  who  could  then  Ibis  sword  withstand  ? 

**  Sweeter  to  rest  together  dead. 

"Its  very  flu«h  were  victory  I 

"  Fur  sweeter,  than  to  live  asunder!  " 

"  But  now  —  eairaug'd,  divorc'd  for  ever, 

Btit  no  ^  their  hour  is  Piot  yet  come  ^' 

**  Far  as  the  grasp  of  Fate  can  sever  i 

Again  she  sees  his  pinnace  fly, 

«*  Our  only  ties  what  love  has  wove,  — 

Wafting  him  fleetly  to  his  home. 

**  1ji  faith,  friends,  country,  stinder'd  wide  ; 

Where'er  that  ill-starr*d  home  may  lie  ; 

thp  nun.  ttnd  hcncf  thoir  wnriblp  of  that  luralnnry.'*—  //flji. 

luminar}',  a^'^tortmif  at  It  f#,  more  than  the  tc-comd  rank 

wajf.    *'  Ai  lo  flrt*.  th«  Gl5i?(>firf  jMaco  thp  ipr^Ti{{'1ie.iid  nf  It  In 

rliAt  glotic  of  Are,  the  Siiti,  tjy  them  mIIwI  ^yllirai,or  Mthir, 

prodJuetion  of  tlivlnp  [>o»er,  the  tnktid  of  cnaii."'-^rti«r.    Tbe 

falic  chargef  broufht  nfralnut  the  rvtJKJoa  ©r  tbftt  pooplr  by 

mwilfuld  b4>Tii'(^ti  nowjnir  Trom  k«  lolrtUtr^rinl  omnlfciK^ncp. 

their  MiD'tuEmani  tyrany  i»  but  onr  proof  aimmff  nunr  of  cbe 

truth  of  thli  writer'!  rnnjirlt,  that  "  ralumnjIiAflMniildtttto 

Si>rr«nt  *ltti  thtt  mt^rtty  of  iti  Creator » that  tliey  not  tijily 

cpprcftlon.  If  but  for  this  $9ke  ofJuitlffiDg  it." 

«ttrll>t)t4!<  uo  gtitt  of  •cni«  or  r4>a»antng  to  the  um  or  Are,  \n 

1  "Thp  Mainetukei  that  trer«  In  the  other  bMit.  wbvnfl 

any  of  U*  oijwratloflt,  b^it  conil4l<?r  tt  ai  a  purpty  pAt«9ve  tilind 

wa«  dark  ummI  to  ihoot  up  a  iort  of  florj  arrow  •  Into  lb«  air 

liuirum«>iii,  dlrcotrd  and  gorcmH  by  the  immcdiatv  ira|if«^- 

which  In  acmu}  mcaiurv  r«acmbled  ItMhtning  or  r«tlltig  •(«»/* 

L 

■lon  cm  11  of  the  will  ot  Ga<i  t  but  thpf  do  not  e?cn  ^{ve  that 

i 
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And  calm  and  smootb  it  set'm'd  to  win 
Its  moonlight  way  before  the  wind, 

As  if  it  bore  all  peace  within, 
Nor  left  ooe  brenking  beort  bebiad  1 


The  Prmcess,  whose  heart  wa«  sad  enough  alf  eady» 
could  have  wbb*d  tbut  Feramorz  hud  chosen  a 
less  melancholy  itory ;  as  it  is  only  to  the  bappy 
that  tears  are  a  luxury.  Her  Ladies,  however, 
were  by  no  means  sorry  that  lore  was  once  more 
the  Poet's  theme  ;  for,  whenever  he  spoke  of  love, 
tbey  said,  h\s  voice  was  as  sweet  as  if  he  bad 
chewed  tJie  leavea  of  that  enchanted  tree,  which 
growi  over  the  tomb  of  the  music laD,  Tan-Sciu.' 

Their  rood  all  the  momiDg  had  lain  through  a 
▼err  dreary  conntry  ; — ^ibrougb  valleyfi,  covered 
with  a  low  bushy  jungle,  where,  in  more  thau  one 
place,  the  awfiil  signal  of  the  bamboo  staffs,  with 
the  white  flag  at  its  top,  reminded  the  traveller 
thai,  in  that  very  spot,  the  tiger  had  made  some 
human  creature  hU  victim.  It  was,  therefore, 
with  mach  pleasnre  that  tbey  arrived  at  sunset  iu 
a  safe  and  lovely  glen,  and  encamped  under  one 
of  those  holy  trees,  whose  smooth  columns  and 
spreading  roofe  seem  to  destine  them  for  natural 
temples  of  religion.  Beneath  this  spacious  shade, 
Siome  piouB  bands  had  erected  a  row  of  pillars 
ornamented  with  the  tnost  beautiful  porcelain  ^ 
which  now  supplied  tbe  use  of  mirrors  to  the 
joung  maidena,  as  they  adjusted  their  hair  in 
deBcending  ttom  the  palankeens.  Here,  while,  as 
tisaal,  the  Princess  sat  listemug  anxiously,  with 
Fai>lai>E£N  in  one  of  bis  loftiest  moods  of  criti- 
cism by  her  side,  the  young  Poet,  leaning  agaiuBt 
a  branch  of  the  tree^  thus  continued  h\s  story  :  — 


t  '*  Within  tbe  pnct^oiure  which  ULrrouncLi  thti  monument 
(at  Caallor)  It  «.  rmull  tomb  to  the  mpmory  of  Tan-Selo,  a 
miuician  of  I nom parable  ikSIl,,  who  flauriihed  tit  thecoorl,  of 
Akb«r.  The  tomb  ii  Qiv«fihadowied  b;  u.  troi;,  conct<rii9nt; 
which  a.  fup4*ritltloku  nation  prsTkili,  that  the>  chvwtng  of  iti 
iMvet  will  givo  an  extraordiiiAjy  m»lody  to  the  roice.^*  — 
S^rrativt  q^n  Jovmfyfrom  Agra  i&  Ouxtin^  bf  W.  Unn/rr^ 

>  *'  It  Is  uinal  to  plartt  a  tmall  whita  tr\anjrii1mr  fla^;  fixed 
U>  a  batnboo  tlafTof  ten  or  twelve  fc«t  loiif ,  at  the  place  where 
m  tiger  hat  deatroyed  amon^  It  li  commoFi  far  the  pojitengrri 
alfO  to  throw  ear b  a  itioiie  or  brick  near  the  >pot,  co  that  In 
Um  aourae  of  a  Ultl«  time  a  pUe  equal  to  a  good  wAggnn-lc^id 
Ii  cellicCcd.  Tho  digbt  of  tlneae  iag»  aiftd  pile*  of  itonci 
IniNUta  a  eertiiln  mebincholf .  not  perhaps  mUogetber  void  of 
apprehen«ioa/'  —  Orientai  Ficid  Sports,  vol.  ii. 

■  "  Th«  Flctu  Indira  is  called  the  Pofod  Tree  and  Tre« 
vt  CouDCllt  \  tbe  (int.  ftom  the  Idols  plAced  under  lu  ihade  ; 
tbo  weond,  because  meetings  were  held  under  Its  cmil 
In  some  places  it  is  believed  to  be  the  haunt  of 


Th£  mom  hath  risen  clear  and  cabn, 

And  o'er  the  Green  Sea*  palely  shlnea, 
Revealing  B.^hre[n*s  "*  gropes  of  palm. 

And  lighting  Kibhma's^  amber  yines. 
Fresh  smell  the  shore*  of  Auauv, 
While  breezes  from  the  Indian  Sea 
Blow  round  SjiLA]WA'8<>  sainted  cape, 

And  curl  the  shining  flood  beneath, — 
Whose  waves  are  rich  irith  many  a  grape, 

And  cocoa-nut  and  flow'ry  in'eiith, 
Whicb  pious  seamen,  as  ihey  passed, 
Had  tow'rd  that  holy  headland  cast  — 
Oblations  to  the  Genii  there 
For  gentle  skies  and  breezes  fair  ! 
The  nightingale  now  bends  her  flight '^ 
From  the  high  trees,  where  all  the  night 

She  sung  so  sweet,  with  none  to  li&ten  ', 
And  hides  her  from  tbe  momiug  star 

Where  thickets  of  pomegranate  glisten 
In  the  clear  dawn, — bespangled  o*er 

With    dew,    whose    nighl-drops   would    nol 
stain 
Tbe  best  and  brigbtest  scimitar* 
That  ever  youthful  Sultan  wore 

On  the  first  morning  of  his  reign. 

And  see  —  the  Sun  himself !  —  on  wing« 
Of  glory  np  the  East  he  springs. 
Angel  of  I^igbt  I  who  from  the  time 
Those  beaveng  began  their  march  sublime, 
Hath  first  of  all  tbe  starry  choir 
Trod  in  his  Maker^s  steps  of  fire  1 

Where  are  the  days,  tbon  wondrons  sphere. 
When  Iran,  like  a  snn-flow'r,  turned 
To  meet  that  eye  whcreer  it  bum'd?^ 

When,  from  the  banks  of  Bendemheu 
To  the  nut- groves  of  Samaecanp, 
Thy  temples  flam*d  o'er  all  tbe  land  ? 


iip«ctrc«,  ai  Che  ttodenf  cpraadlns  oaki  of  Wolos  have  boon  of 
rairles ;  in  others  are  ererted  beneath  the  shade  pjtlari  vt 
stone,  or  posii,  etegantly  carved,  and  omamirnted  with  tbe 
most  beautirul  porcelain  to  supply  the  use  of  mlrrori/'  — 
FemnatU. 

*  The  PenUn  fiulf,— >'  To  dire  for  pearl i  la  the  Green 
Senior  Periian  Gulf  "'^SjiV  lV,Jonft. 

a  Islands  In  the  Gulf. 

<  Or  SelemeEi,  tlio  genuine  name  of  the  headland  at  the 
entrimce  of  tli«!  Gwlf,  commoiily  called  Cape  SluMeldmn. 
'*  llie  tod  fans,  wlaeii  they  pass  the  profnnntorj,  throw  cocoa- 
nuts.  fruUi,  or  flowers  Into  the  sea,  to  secure  a  proptttous 
vajtLgc^*  —  Morier, 

;  ^«  -p]^^  nightingale  sings  Troro  the  pomejrranaitO'frovot  In 
the  day-time^  and  from  tbe  lolllesttreei  atni|;ht/' — RuMtct* 
Aleppr). 

"  In  speaklof  of  the  climate  of  Shfras,  Franrklln  says, 
'*  The  dew  U  of  such  a  pure  nature,  that  bf  tbe  brightest  scl. 
rattar  shnnld  he  exposed  to  It  aJl  night.  It  would  not  recelife 
the  leaat  rust.*' 
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Where  are  they  ?  ask  Uie  shades  of  them 

Who  CO  Cadessia's  ■  hloody  plains. 
Saw  fierce  inraders  pluck  the  gem 
From  I&Ax's  brokoi  diadem, 

And  hind  her  ancient  £uth  in  chains :  — 
Ask  the  poor  exile,  cast  akme 
On  forei^  shores,  nnlor'd,  unknown, 
Berond  the  Caspian^s  Iron  Gates,^ 

Or  on  the  snowy  Mossian  moontains. 
Far -from  his  heanteoos  land  of  dates. 

Her  jasmine  how*rs  and  sonny  fountains : 
Tet  happier  so  than  if  he  trod 
Hb  own  heloT'd,  hat  blighted,  sod. 
Beneath  a  despot  strangers  nod! — 
Oh,  he  would  rather  houseless  roam 

Where  Freedom  and  his  God  may  lead. 
Than  be  the  sleekest  sUtc  at  home 

That  croaches  to  the  conqueror's  creed ! 

Is  Iran's  pride  then  gone  for  ever. 

Quenched  with  the  flame  in  Mtth&a's  cares  ?  — 
No — she  has  sons,  that  nerer  —  never — 
Win  stoop  to  be  the  Moslem's  slaves, 
While  heaven  has  light  or  earth  has  graves;  — 
Spirits  of  fire,  that  brood  not  long. 
Bat  flash  resentment  back  for  wrong ; 
And  hearts  where,  slow  but  deep,  the  seeds 
Of  vengeance  ripen  into  deeds. 
Till,  in  some  treach'roos  hoar  of  calm. 
They  burst,  like  Zeiuln^s  giant  palm, ' 
Whose  buds  fly  open  with  a  sound 
That  shakes  the  pigmy  forests  round  ! 

'  Yes,  EiOR !  he,  who  scal'd  that  towV, 

And,  had  he  reached  thy  slumVring  breast. 
Had  taught  thee,  in  a  Gheber  s  pow> 

How  safe  ev'n  tjrant  heads  may  rest — 
Is  one  of  many,  brave  as  he, 
VTho  loathe  thy  haughty  race  and  thee  ; 
Who,  though  they  know  the  strife  is  vain. 
Who,  though  they  know  the  riven  chain 
Snaps  but  to  enter  in  the  heart 
Of  him  who  rends  its  links  apart. 
Yet  dare  the  issue,  — blest  to  be 
Ev'n  for  one  bleeding  moment  free. 
And  die  in  pangs  of  liberty ! 
Thou  know'st  them  well  —  'lis  some  moons  since 

Thy  turban'd  troops  and  blood-red  flags. 
Thou  satrap  of  a  bigot  Prince, 

Have  swarm'd  among  these  Green  Sea  crags ; 

»  The  place  where  the  Persians  were  finalljr  defeated  bj 
the  Arabs,  and  their  ancient  monarchy  destroyed. 

«  Derbend "  Les   Turcs    appelent    cette  ville   Demir 

C«pl,  Porte  de  Per ;  ce  sont  les  Caspist  Ports  des  ancieos." 
~~D*Herbeiot. 

*  Th«  Talpot  or  Talipot  tree.  **  This  beautiftil  palautree, 
which  grows  in  the  heart  of  the  foresU,  m«y  be  claiaed  amonf 


Yet  here,  ev'n  here,  a  sacred  band 
Ay,  in  the  portal  of  that  land 
Thoa,  Arab,  dar'st  to  call  thy  own. 
Their  spears  across  thy  path  have  thrown ; 
Here — ere  the  winds  half  wing*d  thee  o'er — 
Bebellioo  braved  thee  from  the  shore. 

Rebellion  !  fool,  dishonouring  word. 

Whose  wrongful  blight  so  oft  has  stain'd 
The  holiest  cause  that  tongue  or  sword 

Of  mortal  ever  lost  or  gain'd. 
How  many  a  spirit,  bom  to  bless. 

Hath  sank  beneath  that  withering  name. 
Whom  hot  a  day's,  an  hoards  success 

Had  wafted  to  eternal  fame ! 
As  exhalations,  when  they  burst 
From  the  warm  earth,  if  chiil'd  at  first. 
If  check'd  in  soaring  from  the  plain. 
Darken  to  fogs  and  sink  again ; — 
Bat,  if  they  once  triumphant  spread 
Their  wings  above  the  mountain-head. 
Become  enthroned  in  upper  air. 
And  torn  to  son-bright  glories  there ! 

And  who  is  he,  that  wields  the  might 

Of  Freedom  on  the  Green  Sea  brink. 
Before  whoae  sabre's  dazzling  lights 

The  eyes  of  Yemen's  warriors  wink  ? 
Who  comes,  embower'd  in  the  spears 
Of  Kermah's  hardy  mountaineers  ?  — 
Those  mountaineers  that  truest,  last. 

Cling  to  their  country's  ancient  rites. 
As  if  that  God,  whose  eyelids  cast 

Their  closing  gleam  on  Iran's  heights, 
Among  her  snowy  mountains  threw 
The  last  light  of  his  worship  too  I 

'Tis  Hafed — name  of  fear,  whose  sound 
Chills  like  the  muttering  of  a  charm ! — 

Shout  but  that  awful  name  around. 
And  palsy  shakes  the  manliest  arm. 

'Tis  Hafed,  most  accurs'd  and  dire 

(So  rank'd  by  Moslem  hate  and  ire) 

Of  all  the  rebel  Sons  of  Fire; 

Of  whose  malign,  tremendous  power 

The  Arabs,  at  their  mid-watch  hour. 

Such  tales  of  fearful  wonder  tell. 

That  each  afiPrighted  sentinel 

Pulls  down  his  cowl  upon  his  eyes. 

Lest  Hafed  in  the  midst  should  rise ! 

the  loftiest  trees,  and  becomes  sUll  higher  when  oo  the  point  of 
bursting  forth  from  iu  leafy  summit.  The  shr«th  which  Umo 
envelopes  the  flower  is  very  large,  and,  when  it  burtta,  makm 
an  explosion  like  the  report  of  a  cannon."  —  Tkumberg, 

*  "  When  the  bright  cimiurs  make  the  eyea  of  oar  berow 
wink."  —  Tke  UoaUakai,  Poem  t^  Amm. 
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A  roan,  they  xay,  of  monstrotu  birth, 
A  misled  race  of  flame  and  earthy 
Sprung  from  tbose  old,  enchanted  kiogB, ' 

Who  in  their  fairy  Iteixns,  of  yore, 
A  feather  from  the  myatic  wings 

Of  the  Simoorgh  resistleis  wore ; 
And  gifted  by  the  Fiends  of  Fire» 
Who  groan *d  to  g4^e  their  shrines  expire. 
With  charms  that,  oil  jq  Tain  withstood, 
Would  drovn  the  Koran's  light  in  hleod  I 

Such  were  the  tales,  that  won  belief, 

And  fuch  the  colouring  Fancy  gave 
To  a  young,  warm,  and  duuntli'ss  Chief,— 

One  who,  no  more  than  mortal  brave, 
Foaght  for  the  land  his  soul  adored, 
For  happy  homes  and  altars  free, 
His  oQly  taltstnati,  the  sword, 

His  only  spt^lUword,  Liberty  I 
One  of  that  ancient  hero  line^ 
Along  whose  glorious  current  shiae 
Names,  that  have  eanetified  their  blood  ; 
As  Lebanon^s  small  mounts  in -flood 
Is  rendered  holy  by  the  ranks 
Of  sainted  cedars  an  its  hanks.^ 
'Twos  not  for  him  to  crouch  the  knee 
Tamely  to  Moslem  tyranny ; 
'Twos  not  for  him,  whose  sool  was  eMl 
In  the  bright  mould  of  ages  past, 
Whcwe  melancholy  spirit,  fed 
With  all  the  glories  of  the  dead, 
Though  framed  for  Iean's  happiest  years. 
Was  bom  among  her  ehams  and  tears  I  ^ 
*Twas  not  for  him  to  swell  the  crowd 
Of  slavish  heads,  that  shriDking  bow'd 
B<^ore  the  Rrosletn,  aa  he  passed. 
Like  shrubs  beneath  the  poi  son -blasts— 
No — far  he  filed  —  indignant  lied 

The  pageant  of  his  €ountrj'"s  shame  ; 
While  ei?ery  tear  her  children  shed 

Fell  on  bis  soul  like  drops  of  flame  ; 
And,  as  a  lover  hails  the  dawn 

Of  a  first  smile^  so  welcomed  he 


i  TatiiDuru,  and  other  ancient  Kingi  of  PiptiU;  wboMi 
adrraturi*-*  In  FAlrr-lvid  among:  th^  Peril  uid  Divet  may  be 
found  in  Hkhard«on*i  curious  Ditf^rtatlon.  The  griffin  Sl- 
wntyof§h,  thef  Uky^  tonk  iome  r{t;itb<rri  front  Lcr  breast  for 
T«liitnurtui,  with  which  he  odorn^  hli  helmet,  and  trant- 
mltt«d  them  a/lerwatdt  to  hU  dr«cendant4. 

*  ThU  rltu1«c,  •AytDandlni.  ii  called  the  Holy  Rlrer  from 
lli«  '*c«dar-talntt "  amatig  which  it  rii€». 

In  the  LettrtM  Ed^fiantet^  there  ia  a  different  cauM  ai- 
atfued  for  Its  name  of  Holy.  "  In  tbe»«  arc  deep  cavemi. 
wbleh  fomierl;  lerred  a*  to  many  cell*  for  a  great  number  of 
r«ciu«e*,  who  had  ch^Acn  these  retreat*  ai  tho  «tily  wlttieiiei 
upon  eartb  of  the  kererlty  of  their  peiiancn.  I'he  tear*  of 
thcM  piout  iwultenta  gave  the  rirer  of  which  we  have  Juit 


The  sparkle  of  the  first  sword  drawn 
For  vengeance  and  for  liberty  I 

But  vain  was  valour  — vain  the  fiow'r 
Of  KEH5IAX,  in  that  deaihful  hour, 
Against  At,  HA&flAN*s  whelming  pow'r^  — 
Id  vain  they  met  himt  helm  to  helm, 
Upon  the  threshold  of  that  realm 
He  came  in  bigot  pomp  to  sway, 
And  with  their  corpses  blocked  his  way  — 
In  vain  —  for  every  lance  they  raiii*d, 
Thousands  arotmd  the  conqueror  blai'd ; 
For  every  arm  that  Lin'd  their  shore. 
Myriads  of  slaves  were  wafted  o*crp  — 
A  bloody,  bold*  and  countless  crowd, 
Before  whose  swarm  as  fsi&x  they  bow'd 
Aa  dates  beneath  the  locust  cloud. 


There  stood  —  but  one  short  league  away 
From  old  Hahmokia's  sultry  bay  — 
A  rocky  mountain,  o  er  the  Sea 
Of  Oman  beetling  awfully  ^  j 
A  last  and  solitarj'  link 

Of  those  Btupendotis  chains  that  reach 
From  the  broad  Cuspian's  reedy  brink 

Down  windtog  to  the  Green  Sea  beach. 
Around  its  base  the  bare  rocks  stood. 
Like  naked  giants,  in  the  iQood, 

As  if  to  guard  the  Gulf  across  \ 
While,  on  its  peak,  that  brav*d  the  sky, 
A  ruin'd  Temple  tower'd,  so  high 

That  oflt  the  sleeping  albatross* 
Struck  the  wild  ruins  with  her  wing. 
And  from  her  cloud-rock'd  slumbering 
Started ^ —  to  find  man's  dwelling  there 
In  her  own  sJcnt  fields  of  air  1 
Beneath,  terrific  caverns  gave 
I>ark  welcome  to  each  stormy  wave 
That  dash'df  like  niidoigbt  revellers,  in  ;^^ 
And  such  the  strange,  mysterious  din 
At  times  thronghoui  those  caserns  roil'd, — ' 
And  such  the  fearfkl  wonders  told 


treated  the  name  of  the  Holy  Elver/'  ^  See  Ckdte*ubriand'§ 
BeauLle»  of  ChrUllanity. 

a  Till*  rociuntatn  U  my  ©wn  ercatlon,  ai  iho  '*  itupendoiu 
chain,"  of  which  I  ftappe«e  k  a  link,  doe*  not  extend  quite  ao 
for  Bfl  tht  »horet  of  tha  Perilan  Gulf,  **  Thli  lonB  ttnd  lofty 
rang^eof  mountaJni  formerly  div1d«d  Media  from  AiayrlA,  and 
now  formf  the  boundary  of  tbcFortlAO  and  Turkish  emplrei^ 
It  rum  parallel  with  the  rlvtr  Tfgrii  and  Perilan  Gulf,  and 
olinoit  dtupFierirhtg:  In  the  vicinity  of  Gomberooa  (llar-^ 
tno<la}  tcemt  once  more  to  rJM  In  the  lonthom  dlatrlctt  of 
Kertnnn,  and  followinf  an  eMtflrlycnuric  through  the  contne 
of  Meckraun  and  BalnurhiitaD,  it  entirelj  loit  In  the  deaarti 
of  Slnde."  —  AVamVr'*  Perilan  Empire. 

*  Thnm  MnU  ileep  In  the  air.  They  are  moit  conmKm 
about  tba  Cmfm  of  Uood  Hope. 
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Of  rcitleii  tphles  inprifoii'd  ihett. 
Tint  bold  vere  Moekm,  who  would  dare. 
At  twilight  hour,  to  steer  his  fkiif 
Benestb  the  Gheber's  lonelj'  clifil* 

On  the  knd  side,  thoie  tofv^n  sublime* 
That  leem'd  abore  the  graip  of  Time, 
Were  severed  from  the  haants  of  men 
By  a  wide»  deep,  and  wizard  glen. 
So  ikthomlesa,  to  fall  of  gloom. 

No  eye  coald  pierce  the  void  between  : 
It  seem*d  a  place  where  Gboles  might  come 
With  their  foal  baaquets  from  the  tomb. 

And  in  iu  caTems  feed  unseen. 
Like  distant  thunder,  from  below, 

The  sound  of  many  torrents  came. 
Too  deep  for  eye  or  ear  to  know 
If  'twere  the  sea^s  imprison'd  flow. 
Or  floods  of  ever-restlesis  flame. 
For,  each  ravine,  ^ch  rocky  spire 
Of  that  vast  mountain  stood  on  fire  ;  ^ 
And,  though  for  erer  past  the  days 
When  God  was  worshipped  in  the  blase 
That  from  its  lofty  altar  shone^  — 
Though  fled  tbt  priests,  the  vot*ne«  gone. 
Still  did  the  mighty  flame  bum  on^3 
Through  chance  and  change,  through  good  and 

ill, 
Like  its  own  God's  eternal  will. 
Deep,  constant,  brigbtf  uo(|uencbable  I 

Thither  the  ranquiAh'd  Uafed  led 
His  Utrle  army's  last  remaina  ;  — 
"  Welcome,  terrific  ^len  I  *'  he  said, 
**  Thy  gloom,  that  Eblk"  self  might  dread, 
**  Lft  HeaT'n  to  him  who  flies  from  chains  I " 

0  er  a  dark,  narrow  bridge-way,  known 
To  him  and  to  his  Chiefs  alone, 

They  crossed  the  cho«m  and  gained  thetow're, — 
**  Thin  home,"  he  cried,  "  at  least  is  oura  ;  — 
**  Here  we  may  bleed,  onmock'd  by  hymns 

^  Of  Moslem  triompb  o'er  our  bead ; 
*'  Here  we  may  fall,  nor  leave  our  limbs 

**  To  quiver  to  the  Moslem's  tread- 
"  Stretch'd  on  this  rock,  while  vulturtV  beaka 
**  Arc  whetted  on  our  yet  warm  cheeks, 

1  **  There  It  an  extrAordlnary  liHI  tn  t\nlt  neighbrnirbood 
CiUid  Kobf  Gubr,  or  the  Guehte'i  tnountAln,  It  Hki  in  tb« 
tarn  of  a  lofty  cupola,  and  on  the  tunnnit  of  it.  thejr  »7,  are 
tiie  remain!  o(*d  Auitb  Kudu  or  Ftr«  Temple.  It  li  tup^r- 
itlclouily  helid  to  l»  the  rr»lden*»  of  Derv«t  or  Sprite*,  Jiod 
miiiy  DtarrHlciai  ttorlet  aro  recounted  of  the  injury  apd 
wlteiicran:  ■ulTiTed  tiy  thote  who  pUAyed  In  rormer  daja  to 
MOnA  or  explore  it/*  —  Ptfitinger'*  Bcloochiitaii. 

*  Hub  Qbeben  gvncruMf  built  tbelr  leiQpl«4  orer  AuUcr- 

*  **  At  flu  eftf  of  Ye«d.  In  Ft-rtiA,  which  U  flUiinsulihed 
bf  tlM  flfiptUMicm  of  the  Djt^  Abadut,  or  Scat  of  BcUgioa, 


**  Here  —  happy  that  no  t  jrant^f  eye 

••  Gloats  on  oor  torments  —  we  roaj  die ! "  — 

'Twas  night  when  to  tboae  tovcrs  thej  came. 

And  gloomUy  the  fltfui  flame. 

That  fram  the  min'd  altar  brokcv 

Glared  on  hit  featnrei*  ai  he  spoke :  — 

**  *Tis  o*cr  —  wliat  men  could  do,  we*Te  done  — 

**  If  ImAif  wiU  look  tamely  on, 

**  And  see  her  priests*  her  irarriors  drir'n 

*^  Before  a  sensual  bigot^s  nod, 
**  A  wretch  who  shrines  his  lost  in  hemr^n, 

"  And  makes  a  pander  of  his  God  ; 
*•  If  her  prond  sons,  her  high-bom  souls, 

**  Men,  in  who«e  Teins  —  oh  last  disgrace  1 
**  The  blood  of  Zal  and  RtrsTAM  *  rolls,  — 

**  If  they  will  court  this  upstart  race, 
**  And  torn  from  MrrniLJi*s  ancient  ray, 
••  To  kneel  at  shrines  of  yesterday  j 
•*  If  they  wiU  cronch  to  Ibam^s  fioea, 

«  Why,  let  them  —  till  the  land*s  despair 
"  Cries  otit  to  Heav'n,  and  bondage  grows 

•*  Too  vile  for  ev'n  the  rile  to  bear ! 
^  Till  shame  at  last,  long  hidden,  bums 
**  Their  inmost  core,  and  conscieuce  turns 
»  Each  coward  tear  the  slaye  lets  fall 
**  Back  OD  his  heart  in  drops  of  galU 
^  Bnt  We,  at  least,  are  arms  unchatn'd, 
•*  And  lonls  that  thraldom  never  stained ;  — 

**  This  spot,  at  least,  no  foot  of  slave 
**  Or  satrap  ever  yet  profimed  ; 

*'  And    though   but  few  —  though  &st  the 
wave 
*•  Of  life  is  ebbing  finom  our  veina, 
**  Eooogh  for  vengeance  still  remains. 
**  As  panthers,  after  set  of  sun, 
"  Rush  from  the  roots  of  Lebano!^ 
"  Across  the  dark -sea  robber's  way,  * 
**  We'll  bonnd  upon  our  startled  prey ; 
^  And  when  snme  hearts  that  proudest  swell 
«  Dave  felt  our  falchion's  last  farewell  j 
**  When  Hope*s  expiring  throb  is  o'er, 
"  And  ev'n  Despair  can  prompt  no  more, 
"This  spot  shall  be  the  sacred  grave 
♦*  Of  the  last  few  who,  vainly  brave, 
"  Die  for  the  land  they  cannot  save  I  ** 

the  Guebm  are  pennflted  to  hST«  an  Attuh  Kudo  or  f  lr« 
I  Temple  {which,  ttipj  asi<prt,  hu  had  the  taered  Sre  t»  ll  ilfiea 

the  dnj«  of  Zoroa»t«r)  In  thfir  own  comfkartmeut  of  the  dtf  ; 
j  but  for  thiit  liidulg«)Oe  they  are  indebted  to  the  at«Hee.  not 

the  tolerance  of  t)i«  Pwilaa  fof  erntnent*  wlticti  tanti  I  hem  at 

twenty-dre  nipcee  eaeh  naD,"^P0ttmger'»  D«1<iochtilafL> 
I      *  Andent  hrroei  of  Persia.    **  Amons  the  Gtwbwa  lta«r« 
I  arc  tome,  irbo  bout  their  degcent  from  Rnataai/*    Jftpjiwls 
''  Penia. 
I      »  See  Rosiel'*  account  of  the  panther*!  ittaeklng  trrrdWn 

In  tbe  Dlffht  oa  the  Ka.«hore  about  th«  rooU  of  Lcbaooa* 
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Hh  Chiefs  stood  roond—  each  sIiiQiag  blade 
Upo!i  the  broken  altar  bid  — 
And  though  fio  wild  and  desolate 
Th(i&e  courts,  where  once  the  Mighty  sate  ; 
Nnr  longer  on  those  mould'ring  tow'rs 
Was  seen  the  feast  of  fruit*  and  flow're. 
With  which  of  old  the  Miigi  fed 
The  wandVing  Spirits  of  their  dead ; ' 
Though  neither  priest  nor.rites  were  there. 

Nor  cbamied  leaf  of  pure  poniegnmale ;  '^ 
Nor  hymn,  nor  censer's  fragrant  air* 

Nor  symbol  of  their  worshipped  planet  ;> 
Yet  the  same  Qod  that  heard  their  sirea 
Heard  thtm^  while  on  that  altars  fires 
The  J  Bwore^  the  latest^  holiest  deed 
Of  I  he  few  hearts,  still  lef^  lo  bleed, 
Should  be,  in  Iran's  injured  name, 
To  die  ttpon  that  Mount  of  Flame  — > 
The  Uit  of  all  her  patriot  line. 
Before  her  last  imtranapled  Shrine  I 

Brave,  saff  ring  souls  I  they  little  knew 
How  many  a  tear  their  injuries  drew 
From  one  naeek  maid,  one  gentle  foe, 
Whom  love  first  toueh'd  with  others*  woe  •- — 
Whose  life,  a*  free  from  thought  as  sin, 
Slept  like  a  lake,  till  Love  threw  in 
His  talisman^  and  woke  the  tide, 
And  fpread  its  trembling  circles  wide* 
Once,  Emir!  thy  unheeding  child, 
Mid  all  this  havoe»  bloom'd  and  smil'd,  — 
Tranquil  as  on  some  battle  plain 

The  Persian  lily  shines  and  tow'rs,  * 
Before  the  combat's  redd'ning  gtaln 

Hath  fuirn  upon  her  golden  flow*rs. 
Lighi-heartcd  maid,  unaw'd,  nnmov^d. 
While  Heav'n  hut  spar'd  the  sire  she  lov*d. 
Once  at  thy  evening  tales  of  blood 
UQlist*ning  and  aloof  she  stood  — 
And  oft,  when  thou  hast  pac'd  along 

Thy  Uaram  halls  with  furious  heat, 
Hast  thou  not  curs'd  her  cheerful  song. 

That  came  across  thee,  calm  and  sweet, 
Like  bites  of  angels,  touched  so  near 
Hell's  confines;,  that  the  damned  can  hear ! 

Far  other  feelings  I>ove  hath  bronght*- 
Ht-r  soul  all  fiame,  her  brow  all  sadness, 

•  •*  Amonff  other  cereoiotilei  tt>«  Ma^  med  to  place  upon 
lbs  lop*  of  high  toifTPti  varloui  klndt  of  rich  rUuidt,  upon 
wlllph  it  wu  Bopprm^d  the  Peril  And  the  tpJritii  at  their  de- 
|«rt«4S  h«roet  regaled  them^elTOt."^ —  Rfchard^^m. 

•  la  tlM  c«fetnntile9  of  the  Clheberi  rouDd  itit'lr  Fire,  u 
deacxibmd  bf  Lord.  *'  the  Daroo,**  he  uiyip  '*  ({iveth  thein  wAler 
to*fr{Dk,and  «  fMimegrAnate  leaf  to  chew  La  the  tnouth,  to 

i  thetn  from  Inward  unelcflJiDe**/* 

•  *•  RarJy  In  the  raoming,  they  (I he  Panee*  or  Cheb«r*  at 
Ouljun)  go  lo  crowdi  to  pajr  their  deriXlocit  to  the  Sua,  to 


She  now  has  but  the  one  dear  thought, 

And  thinks  that  o'er,  almost  to  madness  t 
Oft  doth  her  sinklo^  heart  recall 
His  words  —  "  for  mp  sake  weep  for  all  j  ** 
And  bitterly,  as  day  on  day 

Of  rebel  carnage  fast  succeeds, 
She  weeps  a  lover  snateh'd  away 

In  ev'ry  Gheber  wretch  that  bleeds. 
There's  not  a  sabre  meets  her  eye. 

But  with  his  life-blood  seems  to  swim  ; 
There's  not  an  arrow  wings  the  sky. 

But  fancy  turns  its  fmint  to  him. 
No  more  she  brings  with  footstep  light 
Al  Hassan's  falchion  for  the  fight ", 
And — hml  he  look'd  with  clearer  sight, 
Had  not  the  mists,  that  ever  rise 
From  a  ftml  spirit,  dinim'd  his  eyes  — 
He  would  have  marked  her  sbudd'ritjg  frame, 
When  from  the  field  of  blo*wi  he  came, 
The  falt'ring  speech  ^ — the  look  estrang'd  — 
Voice,  step,  aud  life,  and  beauty  chang'd— 
He  would  have  mark'd  all  thisi  and  known 
Such  choj^ge  is  wrought  by  Love  alone  I 

Ah  I  not  the  I^ye,  that  should  have  bless'd 
So  young,  so  innocent  a  breast  \ 
Not  the  pure»  open,  prospYous  Love, 
That,  pledged  on  earth  and  seal'd  above. 
Grows  in  the  world's  approving  eyes. 

In  fiiendskip's  smile  and  home's  caress. 
Collecting  all  the  heart*s  sweet  lies 

Into  one  knot  of  happiness! 
No,  HiNDA,  no,  —  thy  fatal  flame 
Is  nurs*d  in  silence,  sorrow,  shame  ;  — 

A  passion,  without  hope  or  pleasure. 
In  thy  soul's  darkness  burit^l  deep. 

It  lies  like  some  ill*gotten  treasure,— 
Some  idol,  without  shrine  or  name, 
O'er  which  its  pnle*ey'd  votViei*  keep 
Unholy  watch,  while  others  sleep. 

Seven  nights  have  darken'd  Oman's  sea. 
Since  last,  beneath  the  moonlight  ruy, 

She  saw  his  light  oar  rapidly 

PInrry  her  Gheber's  bark  away, — 

And  still  she  goes,  at  midnight  hour. 

To  weep  alone  in  that  high  bow'r, 

wboin  upon  all  thf^aJtari  there  are  ■phemcouiecrated,inad» 
by  magic,  retcmbllnir  thn  clrcli?i  «f  tho  tun,  and  when  tbe  tun 
rUea,  Chexr  orbi  leeni  to  t»e  hilUtoed,  ami  ta  turn  round  with 
a  fr«at  nol»e.  The;  hare  ever/  one  a  cenaer  Id  tbeir  hotidf , 
and  «fff  r  Inceiiio  to  the  «ud.**  —  H^ti  Btt^amin. 

«  '^  Nul  dVntre  eux  owrolt  «e  ]Muiar«r,  quand  fl  a  prlt  A 
t^molA  cetelcnieiil  terrible rt  Tenf«ur."^£ii€|)cfci^./Vtf«poiJnr, 

*  '•  A  vivid  rerilure  iittceeds  the  autumnal  rnlni,  and  the 
ploitghiHl  Glirldj  ar«  cotered  with  the  Pt^nlmi  lllj,  of  aretplen^ 
dent  jrellow  colour."  —  Huuff*  Aleppo. 
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And  watch,  and  look  along  the  de<!p 

"  A  gem  from  PEaaiA's  plundered  mines 

For  liim  whose  smtks  first  madt  her  wct^p;  — 

'*  Shall  glitter  on  thy  Shrine  of  Shrines. 

But  watching^  weepings  aU  was  vain^ 

**  But,  hat — ^ehe  sinks — that  look  so  wild — 

She  never  saw  his  hark  a^aiu. 

**  Those  livid  lips — my  ehild,  my  child. 

The  oic let's  solitary  cry, 

"  This  life  of  blood  befits  not  thee, 

The  oight-lmwk,  flitting  darkly  by. 

•*  And  thou  must  back  to  Abahv. 

And  oft  the  hateful  carrion  bird, 

**  Ne*er  had  I  risk'd  thy  timid  sex 

Heavily  flapping  his  dogg'd  witif^* 

**  In  scenes  that  man  himself  might  dreid. 

"Which  reek'd  with  that  day's  haD<^uetiDg  -* 

"  Had  I  not  hop'd  oar  eT*ry  tread 

Was  all  she  saw^  was  all  she  heard. 

*'  Would  be  on  prostrate  Persian  necks — » 
"  Curst  race,  they  offer  swords  instead ! 

'Til  the  eighth  morn  —  Ai.  Hassak's  brow 

*'  But  cheer  thee,  maid,-^the  wind  that  now 

Is  hrightcn*d  with  unusual  joy  — 

**  Is  blowing  o*er  thy  feverish  brow. 

1 

What  mighty  mischief  glads  him  now^ 

"  To-day  shall  waft  thee  from  the  shore  \ 

Who  never  smiles  but  to  destroy  ? 

"  And,  ere  a  drop  of  this  night's  gore 

The  sparkle  upon  Hebileni/s  i?ea. 

ii  Have  time  to  chill  in  yonder  tow'rSj 

When  toss'd  at  midtught  furiously^  * 

**  Thoult  see  thy  own  sweet  Arab  bow*n  I " 

Telia  not  of  wreck  and  min  nigb. 

More  surely  than  that  smiling  eye! 

His  bloody  boast  was  all  too  true  ; 

1 

**  Up,  daughter,  up  — the  Kerna^s-  breath 

There  Inrk'd  one  wretch  among  the  few 

"  Has  blown  a  blast  would  waken  death. 

Whom  1Iafed*s  eagle  eye  could  count 

**  And  yet  thou  sleep*st— up,  child,  and  sec 

Around  him  on  that  Fiery  Mount,  — 

"This  bleated  day  for  Heaven  and  me, 

One  miscreant^  who  for  gold  betray 'd 

**■  A  day  more  rich  in  Pagan  blood 

The  pathway  through  the  valley's  shade 

"  Than  ever  flashed  o'er  Oman's  flood. 

To  those  high  tow'rSt  where  Freedom  stood 

1 

"  Bi»fore  another  dawn  shall  shine, 

In  her  last  hold  of  flame  and  blood 

1 

"  His  head — heart — limbs  —  will  all  bo  mine  ^ 

Left  on  the  field  last  dreadful  night, 

1 

"  This  very  night  his  blood  shall  steep 

When,  sallying  from  their  Sacred  height, 

1 

"  These  hands  all  over  ere  I  sleep  !"  — 

The  Ghebers  fought  hope's  farewell  fight. 
He  lay-— but  died  not  with  tlie  brave  ; 
ThM  fitin,  which  siitmld  have  gilt  his  grave. 

1 

**  Hh  blood P  she  faintly  scream 'd — her  mind 

Still  siugliag  one  from  all  mankind  — 

Saw  him  a  traitor  and  a  slave  -, — 

« 

"  Yea  —  spite  of  his  ravines  and  towVs, 

And,  while  the  few,  who  thence  returned 

1 

"  Hafed,  my  chitd^  this  night  is  ours. 

To  their  high  rocky  fortress,  mourned 

•*  Thanks  to  all-conquVing  treachery. 

For  him  among  the  matchless  dead 

*'  Without  whose  aid  the  links  accurst^ 

They  left  behind  on  glory's  l>ed» 

"  That  bind  the^e  impious  slaves,  would  be 

He  liv*d,  and,  in  the  face  of  morn, 

*'  Too  strong  for  Alla*b  self  to  burst  t 

Laiigh'd  them  and  Faith  and  Heav'n  to  scorn. 

"  That  rel>el  fiend,  who«e  blade  has  spread 

**  My  path  with  piles  of  Moslem  dead, 

Oh  for  a  tongue  to  curse  the  ataye. 

"  Whose  baffling  spells  had  almost  driv'n 

^Vho&e  treason,  like  a  deac^lly  blight, 

**  Back  from  their  course  the  Swords  of  Heav'n» 

Comes  o'er  the  councils  of  the  brave^ 

**  This  night,  with  all  his  band,  shall  know 

And  blasts  them  in  their  hour  of  might  I 

•*  How  deep  an  Arah*s  steel  van  po, 

May  Life's  imble&scd  cup  for  him 

**  When  God  and  Vengeance  spei^  the  blow. 

Be  drugg'd  with  trcachVies  to  the  brim, — 

*'  And  —  Prophet!  by  that  holy  wreath 

With  hopes,  that  but  allure  to  fly. 

*'  Thou  wor  St  on  Ofjoi>'s  field  of  death,3 

With  joys,  that  vanish  while  be  sips. 

"  I  swear,  for  evVy  aob  that  [mrts 

Like  Dead  Sea  fruits»  that  tempt  the  eye. 

"  la  anguish  from  these  heathen  hearts, 

But  turn  to  ashes  on  the  lip«  I  * 

1 

t  *■  It  Ij  ob»nr«d^  with  ffipwt  to  ibc  Sea  ot  ttrrkcnd,  that 

one :  tti«  latter  of  which,  ralletl  At  ^IjtiraJhnh,  Ui«  aiWl, 

1 

mhm  It  H  Um»m1  hf  t«mi»ettuout  wiodt  it  lpm^kll^»  like  flrw," 

wreath,  or  wrralbed  giiU'^and^  he  wore  at  the  l>attlo  of  Ot»ud." 

I 

—  TravH*  «/  Ti/m  MohammfdanM 

^  Vmivfrtai  Hittorv. 

■ 

^  A  kind  of  trumpet ;  —  it  *'  wa«  tliat  uied  by  TamerluK!', 

*  "  Tliey  tay  that  there  tn  apfile-lrcei  upon  Om"  ildl^  o* 

I 

U>«  imind  of  whirch  tt  de«cTkb<<>di  ai  uticommonlf  4reiu)ful.  and 

thti  MO,  whkh  kwar  very  lovely  fruit,  but  within  are  all  Ml  of 

1 

aihei/'—  Tkrrrmtt.     Th«  name  l»  aiicrted  of  tha  omnyrt 

Iitfknrd»am, 

there;  ride  fViiman't  Travrla  in  A»UUk  Twftiey. 

"  The  Aiphalt  Laic,  knovti  by  th«  oame  of  the  Dead  Sea, 

1 

h 
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His  count r3-*«  cune,  his  children's  sbame, 
Outcast  of  virtue,  peace,  and  fame^ 
May  he,  at  Ijist,  with  lips  of  fliune 
On  the  parch*^  desert  thirsting  die,  — 
^^Tiile  Lakes,  that  shone  in  mockery  njgh,i 
Are  fadjisg  off,  untooeh'd,  TmlaBtt*d, 
Like  the  once  glorious  hopct  be  blasted  ! 
And»  when  from  earth  his  spirit  flie«» 

Jiwt  Prophet,  let  the  diimn'd-one  dwell 
Full  in  the  sight  of  Puradise, 

Ikholdiug  heav'n,  and  feeling  hell ! 


Laixa  Roo&a  had^  the  night  before,  been  visited 
by  a  dream  which,  in  spite  ©f  the  impending  fate 
of  poor  Haff.ij,  made  her  heart  more  than  usually 
cheerful  during  the  mo  ruing,  and  gave  her  cheeks 
all  the  freshened  animation  of  a  flower  that  the 
Bid- musk  has  just  passed  over, «  She  fancied  that 
fthe  was  sailing  on  that  Eastern  Ocean,  where  the 
■ea-gipsies,  who  live  for  ever  on  the  water',  enjoy 
a  perpetual  lummer  in  wandering  from  isle  to  i&lc, 
when  she  Baw  a  smalt  gilded  bark  approaching 
her  It  waa  like  one  of  those  boats  which  the 
Maldivian  islanders  send  adrift,  at  the  mercy  of 
winds  and  waves,  loaded  with  perfiimes,  flowers, 
and  odoriferous  wood,  as  an  offering  to  the  Spirit 
whom  they  call  King  of  the  Sea,  At  iirst,  this 
little  hark  appeared  to  be  empty,  hut,  on  coming 
nearer 

She  had  proceeded  thus  far  in  relaiing  the  dream 


ti  wrj  inaurkable  oq  ac^&uiit  of  the  tonttderml}}^  proportioii 
ofiak  wbkb  It  cootains-  in  ttilt  retpME-cf  It  turpaiket  every 
otiwr  known  water  on  tht»  turraci^  of  the  earth.  ThU  gritat 
pfiipoftlofi  of  bitter  lasted  BaJti  U  the  reacon  wrhj-  neither 
anloiAl  nor  pUnt  can  Uve  tn  tblA  WMier .'*  —  KhtprutA't  Che- 
mical Analjiia  of  tho  Water  of  t)i«  Diukd  Sea,  Aooali  af 
Phllotophf.  ianiaary.  1813.  HasMfifuist,  bowever,  doubu 
tiic  truth  uf  thU  hM  ainortJont  m  there  Ar«  tbell-fiib  to  t*« 
found  In  the  Lake. 

Lord  Byron  ha*  a  clmflar  allutfon  to  the  frttlii  ofthe  Dead 
Sea,  la  thnt  wonderTtil  diipki*  o(  fenlui,  bU  third  Ciuito  of 
Clillde  Harold,  _it)agtiiflcent  lie|oiid  twiy  thing,  pcrhapt, 
that  rren  he  hu  ever  written. 

*  '*  lli«  Suhrato  or  Water  of  the  De«ert  ii  uld  to  bo  caused 
fey  |h«  rarelactloti  of  tbeatmiifphere  from  eittrenie  b«aC ;  rad. 
irMcli  iflfistDtt  the  delujloo,  it  li  mott  (requeot  in  bollova, 
«ih«r«  wal«f  mitht  be  expected  to  lodge.  I  hava  JHwn  buabe* 
aad  ireet  reflected  tn  It,  with  at  much  accuracy  af  though  ft 
Itad  been  the  fac«  of  a  clear  and  tlUi  lake.*'—  i*o*lt«^<T. 

**  Aat4>  the  untMliereri,  their  work*  are  like  a  tapour  in  a 
jdaJn,  vlUcb  the  thlntf  traveller  thinketfa  in  be  water,  linlll 
when  ha  ecMneth  tbereiobc  tindetli  It  to  tie  aotbing/* —  Koram^ 
chap,  34. 

>  •*  A  wiod  which  prerallt  in  F«lifuarr.  catted  Bldmuik, 
from  a  tniail  aiid  odorifirroiiu  Howrr  of  that  name  ."—''*  The 
vUid  which  tilowi  these  flowert  ccrmtnoijlj  lict«  tjtl  tb«eiid  of 
the  morvtii/'^  Lt  Bru^. 

>  **  The  DUiOi  are  of  two  raeei  i  the  oei«  ii  leitled  oa 


to  her  Ladiei,  when  Feeamosz  appeared  al  the 
door  of  the  pavilion*  In  hia  presence,  of  course, 
every  thing  else  was  forgotten,  and  the  eontinaance 
of  the  story  was  infttantly  requested  hy  all.  Fresh 
wood  of  alt>e8  was  aet  to  barn  in  the  ca.^o1et«  ;  — 
the  violet  sherbets*  were  hastily  handed  round* 
and  after  a  short  prelude  on  his  lute,  in  the  patlietic 
measure  of  Nava'',  which  is  alwayis  used  toes  press 
Ihe  lamentatioEis  of  absent  lovera,  the  Poet  thus 
continued:-^ 


The  day  ia  low 'ring— stilly  black 
Sleepi  the  grim  wave,  while  hcBv*n«  rack, 
IHspers'd  and  wild,  'twixt  eartli  and  sky 
Hangs  like  a  shatter^  canopy. 
There's  not  a  cloud  in  that  blue  plain 

Brit  tells  of  stonni  to  come  or  past;  — 
Here,  flying  loosely  as  the  mane 

Ufa  young  war-horse  in  the  hlast ;  — 
There,  rtdl'd  in  masses  dark  and  swelling» 
As  proud  to  be  the  thunder's  dwelling ! 
While  sotue,  already  burst  and  riv'n. 
Seem  melting  down  the  verge  of  heav'n  j 
As  tbougli  tbe  infant  etnno  had  rent 

The  mighty  womb  that  gave  him  birth, 
And,  having  swept  the  firtmaraeut. 

Was  now  in  fierce  career  for  earth. 

On  earth  *twa8  yet  all  calm  around, 
A  ptilseless  silence,  dread,  profound. 
More  awful  than  the  lempeit*s  soimd. 

Borneo,  and  are  a  rude'  but  warlike  and  indiutrloui  nation, 
who  reckon  themKiiTOC  Ibemiflna]  pommton  of  the  ialand  of 
Bomeo.  TheotherLia «pad«t of Ma-ftp«lcs or Ittocrant Hib- 
ermen,  who  live  lo  iinall  cfirered  bmi^r  and  aojoy  a  perpHtuJ 
iiLmmeroii  the  eaitrm  ocean,  tblfllng  tu  leeward  fraiti  ialaiul 
to  biuid,  wtth  the  vafialiotit  of  the  innn«»riin.  In  tome  of 
their  cuitomi  tlili  linguiar  race  resemble  the  nativet  of  the 
M<d(llvta  j^UndJu  The  MaUll  riant  a£inunli>'  launrh  a  Bi»«ii 
bark,  ioad4?d  with  (^^rfumet,  gutni,  ftoweri,  and  odorirriroui 
wood,  and  turn.  It  adrift  aC  the  raiercj  of  wind  and  wave»«  a» 
nxi  offerinn  to  ttie  Spirit  of  the  fVintU  ;  and  tometiraet  tlmllur 
offering  are  made  to  the  spirit  wbom  they  term  Ike  King  Ojf 
iht  Sea.  Ill  like  manner  the  Blaiii'  perform  their  olfcrinif  tn 
the  fodof  evil,  lauTirhini;  a  email  liark^  loaded  with  ail  the 
■ins  and  mtifortunca  of  the  JuUk»»,  which  are  IoiihIiwhI  to  fall 
on  the  unbofrpjr  crew  that  may  t»e  to  mi,hickv  a*  ftnt  to  meet 
with  iit, "—^l>r.  Lrfdm  on  tba  Laostuge  and  Literature  of 
the  Indo-Cbtnete  Nationt. 

«  "  The  iweet-fcenled  riotet  Li  at>e  of  the  plants  mmt  e*. 
teemed,  particulartj  for  ItJ  great  ttie  In  Skirbef,  wbU-b  tkej 
make  of  rtolei  mifar/'  —  Hetaetq^iii. 

"  The  fhetrbet  they  mo'it  esteem,  and  which  ii  drank  bjr  the 
Grand  Slgnor  himself,  i«  made  of  viulcti  and  augar/'  — Jtf- 


*  '*  Last  of  ail  the  bmk  a  g^titar^  and  lunpr  a  p«thptic  air  In 
tba  mcaiure  called  Navii,  which  ti  alwayi  tiH-d  to  ex|iresi  the 
lamcnt<itiun*  of  abtent  lovers/"  ^  P^tMian  ToUm, 
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The  diver  steer'd  for  Ormtjs*  bowt^rs, 
And  moor'd  hk  skifT  tiJI  calmur  hourg ; 
The  sea-birds,  with  portentous  screedi. 
Flew  fast  to  land  ;  —  upon  tlie  beach 
The  piiot  oft  had  |iaiis'd,  with  glance 
Tnm'd  upward  to  that  wild  t^xpaose;  — 
And  all  was  boding^  drear,  and  dark 
As  her  owa  soul,  when  Hini>a'i»  bark 
Went  slowly  from  the  Persian  shore,  — 
No  music  tiai'd  her  parting  oar,'^ 
Nor  friends  upon  the  less'aing  strand 
Linger 'd,  to  wave  the  unseen  hand, 
Or  spetik  the  farewell,  heard  uo  more  j  — 
But  lone,  unheeded,  from  llie  bay 
The  Tessel  takes  its  motirnful  i«  ay. 
Like  tome  ill-destui'd  bark  that  steers 
In  silence  through  the  Gate  of  Tears.  5» 

And  where  was  stera  Ajl  Has.hak  then  ? 
Could  not  that  saintly  scourge  of  men 
From  blot>dshed  and  dcvolion  spare 
One  minute  for  a  farewell  there? 
No  — clofie  within,  iu  changeful  lite 
Of  eursing  and  of  pray'r,  he  siu 
In  savage  looelines  to  brood 
tJpoQ  the  oomiag  night  of  blood,  ^ 

With  that  keen,  second -scent  of  death, 
By  which  the  vulture  snufliS  his  food 

In  the  slill  t^iarm  and  living  breath  !* 
"V^Ttiile  o'er  the.  wave  his  weeping  daughter 
Is  waft«l  from  these  scenes  of  slaughter, — 
Ab  a  young  biiyi  of  BAurix>N, — * 
I*et  loose  to  tell  of  vict'rj^  won, 
Flies  home,  with  wing,  nhl  not  unstaia'd 
By  the  red  hands  that  held  her  chain 'd. 

And  does  the  long- left  home  rshe  seeks 

Light  up  no  gladness  on  her  cheeks  ? 

The  flow Vs  she  nnrs'd  —  the  well-known  groTe«, 

Where  oft  in  dreams  her  spirit  roves — 

Once  more  to  see  her  dear  gtuelles 

Come  bounding  with  their  silTer  l»dla  ; 

Her  birds'  new  plttmage  to  behold. 

And  the  gay,  gleaming  itshes  couat^ 
She  left,  all  filleU>d  with  gold, 

ShooiiQg  around  their  jasper  fount ;  * 


>  "  Tht  Kaiiemi  u««l  to  let  out  <m  ibclr  loDfor  tojsfti 

*  "  Th«  G«te  of  Te4r».  ihr  ttralU  or  piuaj|«  Into  the  Rod 
8«*,  onmnionlj  c*Urd  DAbrlmnudrl.  ft  reeidv«d  tbli  nam* 
fruiti  the  uld  Ambiiiui,  on  aet'uutil  ot  Ihc  diwitrr  pribir  njiirl* 
gitdun,  ttfiJ  tb<»  (iiimbor  ofihipwre-rk*  by  which  U  wm  dtilln. 
fiiUhtnl ;  which  tnduce^  thrm  to  cortflUlvr  lu  dc«i|,  «nd  to 
ir*>«r  rooumlnji  for  all  who  had  th«  boUliveM  to  hasArd  tbo 
pMiBfa  throftifh  \t  Into  thtf  ¥Jhif>\f\c  oceuk/*  ^  B(cft9rd*0m. 

>  **  I  )i«rv  bneu  told  ttiAt  wbrUMMtv^r  ««  «tiiiii«l  lUU  down 
4Md,  OM  Of  more  vultimt,  tmsMa  btlbrs,  Inataiitljr  a|)|)Mr." 


Her  little  garden  mosqtie  to  see. 

And  once  again,  at  evening  hour. 
To  tell  her  ruby  rosary  ^ 

In  her  own  sweet  leada  bowV. — 
Can  these  delights,  that  wait  her  now, 
Call  up  no  snoshine  on  her  brow  ? 
No, — silent,  from  her  trait*  apart, — 
As  even  now  a  be  felt  at  heart 
The  chill  of  her  approaching  doom, — 
She  fiits,  all  lovely  in  her  gloom 
As  a  pale  Angel  of  the  Grave  ; 
And  o'er  the  wide,  tempestuous  wave, 
Looks,  with  a  shudder,  to  those  tow'rs, 
WTiere,  in  a  few  short  awful  hours. 
Blood,  blood,  in  streaming  tides  shall  run. 
Foul  incense  for  to-morrow's  sun  I 
**  Where  art  thou,  glorious  strringer  I  thou, 
**  So  lov*d,  BO  lost,  where  art  thou  now  ? 
**  Foe  -^  G  beber — in  fidel — w  hate'e  r 
**  The*  unhallowed  name  thouVt  doom'd  to  bear, 
**  Still  glorious —still  to  this  fond  heart 
"  Dear  as  its  bloody  whate'er  thou  art ! 
"  Yes  —  AiJ.A,  dreadful  Axui. !  yes — 
*'  If  tljere  \ye  wrong,  he  crime  in  this, 
**  Let  the  black  wares  that  round  us  roll, 
"  Whelm  me  this  instant,  ere  my  sotil, 
"  Forgetting  faith  —  home  —  father  —  all  — 
**  Before  its  earthly  idol  fall, 
"  Nor  worship  ev*D  Thyself  alwve  him  — 
"  For,  oh,  BO  wildly  do  I  love  him, 
"  Thy  Paradise  itself  were  dim 
**  And  joyless,  if  not  slmr*d  with  him  I" 
Her  hands  were  clasp'd — her  eyes  upturned. 

Dropping  their  tears  like  moonlight  rain; 
And,  though  her  lip,  food  raver!  bam'd 

With  words  of  passion^  bold^  profane. 
Yet  was  there  light  around  her  brow, 

A  holiness  In  those  dark  eyes. 
Which  show'd, — though  wandering  earthward 
now, — 

Her  spirit*!  home  was  in  the  skies^ 
Yea— ft^r  a  spirit  pure  as  hers 
l§  always  pure,  ev*n  while  it  em ; 
As  sunshine,  broken  in  the  rill. 
Though  turu'd  astniy,  is  suDsbine  still  1 


<  **  Tb«j  fut«D  i4mitt  wridof  lo  thv  *innt  of  •  BA«it«t  of 
BAbytrinl«ii  {Aitoa.**  ^  Tt4irfi$  4if  rrrttitH  KngUkhmm, 

*  **  The  Eittpfe««  or  JvhJkn-CiiIre  ti»rd  lu  dtvert  li<»rM»lf 
« lib  fiwdlDg  tofoe  Qah  In  her  raiinli,  •omo  at  »hlc)i  w«ir«  moiij 
)rc«r«  wiUHwwf4»  lutowo  bjr  fillcti  of  gold,  whlcb  iIm  cvoMt  l# 
Km*  put  rotttid  tbam/*  ^  Itatrit. 

*  *'  Le  Toi|ilh,  qui  «»l  u\\  cb«f«e1«t,  eocnfXM^  4«i  M  |MlilM 
boult^a  d'afiiith««  d4»  JiUpc,  d'Ainbro,  do  car^il,  <m  d*autrn  Wk^ 
%ytT9  {tr6ei«^u««.  J*oo  jU  vu  uo  auiMfrtw  fcu  S«l|rn«uF  JMpnt  j 
U  HtM  i\*  tivlltti  «|  irrtMMB*  |Mrlr«  |iNUlUtc»  M  Ctslat,  i 
ireulc  iDillc  fiiwiiva.**—  ToifftHi^ 
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So  whoHy  bad  her  micd  forgot 

All  thoiaghts  but  ont\  she  beeded  not 

The  rising  Btonu  —  the  wavi;  that  cast 

A  tnomcQt's  midnight,  as  it  pass'd  — 

Nor  heard  the  frequent  shout,  tlje  tread 

Of  gathVing  tamult  o'er  her  hoad  — 

Clashed  swonH  siQ^  toogues  that  Beem'd  to  vie 

With  the  rude  riot  of  the  sky, — 

Bot,  hark!  — that  war- whoop  on  the  deck*— 

That  cra&K  a»  if  each  engiou  tht-re. 
Mast,  Bails,  and  ull^  wen?  gone  to  wreck, 

Mid  yells  and  stumping^  of  despair! 
Merciful  Heaven  !  what  r«»  it  be  ? 
Ti«  oot  the  storro,  though  fearfully 
The  fthip  has  ahudder'd  as  she  rode 
0*er  rooumain -waves  — **  Forgive  rae,  God  1 
"  Forgive  me  '*— shriek'd  the  maid,  and  kuelt, 
Trembliug  all  over — for  she  felt 
As  if  her  judgment-hour  was  near  ; 
While  crouching  rounds  half  d^'ad  with  fear. 
Her  handmaids  clungt  nor  breach'd^  nor  stirred  — 
When,  hark!— a  second  crash — a  third -^ 
And  now,  as  if  a  bolt  of  thunder 
Had  riv'u  the  labouring  planks  asunder. 
The  deck  fails  in  —  what  horrors  then  1 
Blood,  waves,  and  tackle,  swords  and  men 
Come  mii'd  together  through  the  chasm,  — 
Some  wretches  in  their  dying  iipitsm 
Still  fighting  on™ and  some  that  call 
^  For  Cot>  and  IftA^v  I  *'  as  they  fall  I 

Who»e  was  the  hand  that  tum'd  away 
The  perils  of  the*  infuriate  fray, 
And  sQAtch'd  her  breathless  from  beneath 
This  wilderment  of  wreck  and  death  ? 
She  knew  not  —  for  a  faintness  came 
Chill  o^r  her,  and  her  sinking  Grams 
Amid  the  ruins  of  that  hour 
Lay,  iike  a  pale  and  scorched  flowV, 
Ikneath  the  red  volcano's  shower. 
Bnt,  oh  !  the  sights  and  sounds  of  dread 
That  8bock*d  her  ere  her  senses  fled  ! 
The  yawning  deck  ^  the  crowd  that  strove 
Upon  the  tottVing  planks  above  — 
The  sailt  whose  fragments,  shiv'nng  o*er 
The  ttnigglers*  heads,  all  dash'd  with  gore, 
Flutter*d  like  bloody  flags — the  clash 
Of  sabres,  and  the  lightning**  flash 
Upon  tijeir  blades,  high  toss'd  aljout 
Like  meteor  bnmds  ^  —  as  if  throughout 


*  *'  The  briUiutrt  Cannpui,  unteeo  in  EuTt>p««ii  cHcnAtM." 
~  Brovm, 

>  See  WU|l(Mrd;'t  learned  £«*a>-i  oa  tli«  Sacred  lilci  In  ihm 
i^eNt. 

*  A  preckMit  ttone  of  the  Indicia,  called  by  tlie  ancletiti 


The  eletnents  one  fury  ran, 
One  general  rage,  that  lejft  a  doobt 

Which  was  the  fiercer,  Ileav'n  or  Man  I 

Once  too — but  no — it  could  not  be — 

'Twas  fancy  all  -  yet  once  she  thought, 
While  yet  her  fading  eyes  cotild  see, 

High  on  the  min'd  deck  she  caught 
A  glimpse  of  that  unearthly  form, 

That  glory  of  her  sonl,  —  even  then. 
Amid  the  whirl  of  wreck  and  storm^^ 

Shining  above  his  fellow -men, 
As,  on  some  black  and  troublous  night. 
The  Star  of  Egypt  *,  whose  proud  light 
Never  bath  beamed  on  those  who  rest 
In  the  White  Islands  of  the  West,^ 
Bums  through  the  storm  with  looks  of  flame 
That  put  Meav'n's.eioudier  eyes  to  shame. 
But  no — *twas  but  the  minute's  dream — 
A  fiintasy — and  ere  the  scream 
Had  half-way  pass'd  her  pallid  Vi^% 
A  death-like  swoon,  a  chill  eclipse 
Of  soul  and  sense  its  darkness  spread 
Around  her,  and  she  sunk,  as  dead. 

How  calm,  how  beautiful  come*  on 
The  stilly  hour,  when  storms  are  gone ; 
WTien  warring  winds  have  died  away, 
And  clouds,  beneath  the  glancing  ray, 
l^Ielt  olf,  and  leave  the  land  and  sea 
Sleeping  in  bright  tranquillity, — 
Fresh  as  if  Day  again  were  bom. 
Again  upon  the  lap  of  Morn  I*— 
When  the  light  blossoms,  rudely  torn 
And  scatter*d  at  the  whirlwind's  will, 
Hang  floating  in  the  pure  air  still. 
Filling  it  all  with  precious  balm, 
In  gratitude  for  this  sweet  calm  ^  — 
And  every  drop  the  thunder-showers 
Have  left  upon  the  grass  and  6ow*rs 
Sparkles,  as  *twere  that  lightning-gem  < 
Whose  liquid  flame  is  born  of  them  ! 
Wlien,  'stead  of  one  unchunging  breeze. 
There  blow  a  thousand  gentle  airs. 
And  each  a  ditf  rent  perfume  bears, ^ 
As  if  the  loveliest  plants  and  trees 
Had  vassal  breexes  of  their  own 
To  watch  and  wait  on  them  alone, 
And  waft  no  other  breath  than  theirs ; 


Ceraiinltim.  iMxraiite  tt  w«j  lUppcHKMl  to  be  found  in  placei 
wbere  thunder  hmA  ralUra.  Tertultian  My*  It  hM  a  flktrHof 
Ap|ie«nn<».  a»  If  there  h^d  been  flro  In  it ;  «n4  the  AUtbor  vf 
the  Db*ertailoQ  lo  lUrrU'ft  Voyig«.  itippoAcs  It  to  Ive  the 

OfMll. 
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When  the  blue  waters  rise  and  fftll^ 

Some  minister,  whom  Hell  had  sent, 

In  sltepy  sunshine  mmitUng  all ; 

To  spread  ita  blost,  where'er  he  went, 

And  er*n  that  swell  the  tempest  leaves 

And  fling,  as  o  er  our  earth  he  trod. 

Is  like  the  full  and  silent  heaves 

His  shadow  betwixt  man  and  God! 

Of  lovers*  beartSt  when  newly  blest, 

And  sbe  is  now  his  captive,  — thrown 

Too  newly  to  he  quite  at  rest. 

In  his  fierce  hands,  alive,  alone ; 
His  the'  infuriate  band  she  sees, 

Such  was  tbe  golden  hour  that  broke 

All  infidels  —  all  enemies  1 

Upon  the  world,  when  IIini>a  woke 

What  was  the  daring  hope  that  then 

From  ber  long  trance,  and  heard  uround 

Crossed  her  like  light'ning,  as  iigaiti. 

No  motion  hut  the  water's  sound 

With  hotduess  that  despair  had  leut^ 

Rippling  against  the  vessel'f  side. 

She  darted  through  that  armed  crowd 

Aa  slow  it  mounted  o*er  the  tide.^ 

A  look  so  searching,  so  intent. 

But  where  is  she?  —  her  eyes  are  dark, 

That  ev'n  the  sternest  warrior  bow'd 

Are  wilder'd  still  ^ — is  this  the  bark, 

Abash'd,  when  be  her  glances  catight, 

1 

The  same,  that  from  IJarmozia's  bay 

As  if  he  guessed  whose  form  they  sought. 

^^^^H^^>       Bore  her  at  mom  —  whose  bkKdy  vray 

Rut  no  — sbe  sees  him  not  —  *lis  gone, 

^^^^^^^H      The  sea-dog  track'd?  —  no  —  ttrange  and  new 

The  vision  that  before  her  «hone 

Is  all  that  meets  her  wond'ring  view. 

Through  all  the  maxe  of  blood  and  stonn, 

Upon  a  galliot*s  deck  she  Ues^ 

Is  fled — ^ 'twas  but  a  phanlom  fdrrn  — 

Beneath  no  rich  pavilion's  shade, — 

One  of  thofte  passing,  rainbow  dreams. 

No  plumes  to  &n  her  steeping  eyes. 

Half  light,  balf  shade,  which  Fancy's  beams 

Nor  jasmine  on  her  pillow  laid. 

Paiiit  on  the  fleeting  mists  that  roll 

But  the  rude  litter,  roughly  spread 

In  trance  or  slumber  round  the  souL 

With  war-eloaks,  is  her  homely  !H?d, 

And  shawl  and  sash,  on  javelins  hung, 

But  now  the  hark,  witb  livelier  bound. 

For  awning  o'er  her  head  are  flung. 

Scales   the  blue  wave — tbe  crew's  in  mo- 

Shudd'ring  she  lookM  around  —  there  lay 

tlon, 

A  group  of  warriors  in  the  sun. 

The  oars  are  out,  and  with  light  sound 

Resting  their  limbs,  as  for  that  day 

Break  the  bright  mirror  of  the  ocean, 

Their  ministry  of  death  were  done* 

Scatt'ring  its  brilliant  fragments  round. 

Some  gazing  on  the  drowsy  aeo, 

And  now  she  sees — with  horror  sees. 

Lost  in  unconacious  reverie ; 

Their  course  is  towVd  that  mountain*hold, — 

And  ^me,  who  secm*d  hut  ill  to  brook 

Those  tow'rs,  that  make  her  life-blood  freew* 

That  sluggish  calm,  with  many  a  look 

Where  Mecca's  godless  enemies 

To  the  slack  sail  impatient  cast.                           | 

Lie,  like  heleaguer'd  scorpions,  rolt'd 

Aa  loose  it  flagged  aronnd  the  mast. 

In  tbinr  last  deadly,  venomous  fold! 
Amid  the'  illnmioM  land  and  flood 

^^^^■^H       Blest  AxLA  1  who  shall  save  her  now  7 

Sunless  Ihnt  mighty  mountain  stood; 

^^^^^^^P          There's  not  in  all  thut  warrior  band 

Save  where,  above  its  awful  bead. 

One  Arab  sword,  one  turbiirrd  brow 

There  shone  a  flaming  cloud,  blood>red. 

From  her  own  Faithful  Moslem  land. 

As  'twere  the  flag  of  destiny 

Their  garb — the  leathern  belt '  that  wraps 

Hung  out  to  mark  where  death  would  be! 

Each  yellow  vest^ — that  rebel  hue — 

The  Tftrtar  fleece  upon  their  caps  — => 

Had  her  bewilder'd  mind  the  pow> 

Yes  —  yes  — her  fears  are  all  too  tme, 

Of  ihooght  10  this  terrific  hour, 

^^^^■^^L       And  lIe;iY'a  huth,  in  (his  dreadM  hoUFt 

She  well  might  marvt'l  where  or  how 

^^^^^pi       Abandon'd  her  to  If  afed*!)  power  t 

Man's  f<Kit  could  scale  that  mountain's  brow. 

Hafkd.  the  Ghebcr! — at  the  thought 

Since  ne'er  had  Arab  beard  or  known 

Her  very  hearths  blood  chills  within; 

Of  path  hut  through  the  glen  alone.  -^ 

lie,  whom  her  soul  was  hourly  taught 

But  every  thought  was  lost  in  ft-ar. 

To  loathe,  as  some  foul  fiend  of  sin. 

When,  as  their  ttounding  bark  drew  near 

«  D'Hrrhttot,  lirt.  AgAumaL 

*  **  rrw  KoUh,  or  eati,  iram  by  the  PrnlAiit,  li  m^tn  o! 

1  ♦•  Tti*  Ouebrw  iir«  known  by  a,  dwk  fetlow  eolott?,  wbkli 
tbs  men  Alftct  In  t  he  1  r  cloth  ef .  '*  —  7Vivjio4 

the  »klii  «r  tiM  sbMp  af  Tmnvf,'*  ^  Waring. 
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The  craggy  base,  sbe  felt  tbe  wares 

Bat  soon  this  balmy  freshness  fled — 

1 

Hmry  them  tow'rd  those  dismal  cjiTtfl, 

For  now  the  steepy  labyrinth  led 

That  from  the  Deep  m  wmdings  paiW 

Through  damp  and  gtoom  — 'midcra^h  of  boughs, 

Beneath  that  Mount!  volcaoic  mass  ;  — 

And  fall  of  loosen'd  crags  that  rouse 

And  load  a  Toice  on  deck  (Ximmands 

The  leopard  from  his  hungry  sleep. 

To  lofrV  the  mast  and  light  the  brands  !— 

Wlio,  start! og,  thinks  each  crag  a  prey, 

Instantly  oVr  the  dashing  tide 

And  long  is  heard,  from  steep  to  steep. 

Within  a  eavem's  mouth  they  glide, 

Chasing  them  down  their  thund'riog  way  I 

Gloom  J  as  that  eternal  Porch 

The  jackars  cry  —  the  distant  moan 

^^H 

Through  which  departed  spirits  go  :  — 

Of  the  hyiDua,  fierce  and  lone^— - 

^^H 

Not  ev'n  the  flare  of  brand  and  torch 

And  that  eternal  sadd'aing  sound 

^^^1 

Its  flick'ring  light  could  farther  throw 

Of  torrents  io  the  gleo  beneath, 

^^H 

Than  the  thick  flood  that  boil'd  below. 

As  'twere  the  ever-dark  Profound 

^^^H 

Silent  they  floated— -as  if  each 

That  rolls  beneath  the  Bridge  of  Death  I 

^^H 

Sat  breathless,  and  loo  aw'd  for  speech 

All,  all  is  fearful — ev'n  to  see, 

^^^1 

Ici  that  dark  chasm,  where  eTen  sound 

To  gaze  on  those  terrific  things 

SeeraM  dark,  —  so  sulk^nly  around 

She  now  but  blindly  hears,  would  he 

The  gohlin  echoes  of  the  care 

Belief  to  her  imaginings  ; 

Mutter'd  it  o'er  the  long  black  wave, 

Since  never  yet  was  shape  bo  dread. 

Aa  'twere  some  secret  of  the  grave! 

But  Fancy,  thus  in  darkness  thrown. 
And  by  such  sounds  of  horror  fed. 

But  soft  -»they  pause— the  current  turns 

Could  frame  more  dreadful  of  her  own. 

Beneath  them  from  its  onwsrd  tra^^k  ;^ 

1 

Some  mighty^  unseen  barrier  spoTDfl 

But  does  she  dream?  has  Fear  again 

The  vexed  tide,  all  fonming,  hack, 

Perplexed  the  workings  of  her  brain. 

And  scarce  the  oars*  redoubled  force 

Or  did  a  voice,  all  music,  then 

Can  stem  the  eddy's  whirling  force  ; 

Come  from  the  gloom,  low  whispVing  near — 

When,  hark  I  — some  desp  rate  foot  lias  spnmg 

"  Tremble  not,  love,  thy  Gheber's  here  ?  *' 

Among  the  rocks — ^the  chain  is  flung — 

She  does  not  dream  ^  all  sense,  all  ear. 

The  oars  are  up — the  grapple  clings, 

She  drinks  the  words,  "  Thy  Gheber's  here," 

And  the  to«»*d  bark  xm  moorings  swings. 

*Twaa  his  own  voice  —  she  could  not  err  — 

■ 

Just  then,  a  day -beam  through  the  fihade 

Throughoiit  the  breathing  world*fi  extent          j 

^ 

Broke  tremulous — but,  ere  the  maid 

There  was  but  one  such  voice  for  her, 

.  I 

Can  see  from  whence  the  brightness  steala, 

So  kind,  so  soft,  so  eloquent  1 

1 

Upon  her  brow  she  shuddVing  feels 

Oh,  sooner  shall  the  rose  of  May 

A  viewless  hand,  that  promptly  ties 

Mistake  her  own  sweet  nightingale, 

A  bandage  round  her  burning  eyes  j 

And  to  some  meaner  minstrers  lay 

While  the  rude  Utter  where  she  lies^ 

Open  her  bosom's  glowing  veil,* 

Uplifted  by  the  warrior  throng, 

Thou  Love  shall  ever  doubt  a  tone. 

O'er  the  steep  rocks  is  home  aloog. 

A  breath  of  the  beloved  one  I 

Blest  power  of  sunshine! — genial  Day, 

ThotJgh  blest,  *mid  all  her  ills,  to  think 

What  balm,  what  life  is  in  thy  ray! 

She  has  that  one  beloved  near. 

To  feel  tht^-e  is  such  real  bliss. 

Whose  smile,  though  met  on  ruin's  brink, 

That  had  the  world  no  joy  but  this, 

Hath  power  to  make  even  ruin  dear,  — 

To  sit  in  sunihine  calm  and  sweet,  ^ 

Yet  soon  this  gleam  of  rapture,  crost 

It  were  a  world  too  exquisite 

By  fears  for  him^  is  chiird  and  lost. 

* 

For  man  to  leave  it  for  the  gloom. 

How  shall  the  ruthless  II  a  fed  brook 

The  deep»  cold  shadow  of  the  tomb. 

That  one  of  Gheber  blood  ishould  look. 

Ev'n  HiNiiA,  though  ihe  saw  not  where 

With  aught  but  curses  in  his  eye, 

Or  whither  wound  the  perilous  road. 

On  her  a  maid  of  AhahT'^ 

Yet  knew  by  that  awakening  air. 

Which  suddenly  around  her  glow*d. 

1  A  fnqucnt  Iniige  among  thv  firtrntal   poeti.    *'  Tlw 

That  they  had  ris^n  from  darkness  then, 

nlf  htinipile^A  warb1«d  their  (mc banting  notoi,  Mud  rent  the  ttdti 

^^^M 

And  breath'd  the  surmy  world  again  i 

Tdli  otihe  roiC'bud  and  the  ro»c."— Jaw/. 

1 

1 

1 
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A  MoBtem^maid — the  child  of  him, 

Whose  bloody  banner's  dire  succeas 
Hath  left  their  altars  cold  and  dim^ 

And  their  fair  land  a  xriklerness  I 
Andf  worse  than  all*  that  night  of  blood 

Whieh  cornea  so  fast  —  Uh  1  who  shall  stay 
The  swordt  that  once  hath  tasted  food 

(>f  Persian  hearts^  or  lutrn  its  way  ? 
What  arm  shall  then  the  victim  cover, 
Or  from  her  futher  shield  her  lover  ? 

**  Save  liiin,  my  God  !*'  she  inly  cries  — 
**  Save  him  this  night  —  and  if  thine  eyes 

**  Have  ever  weleom'd  with  delight 
"  The  sinner's  tears,  the  B;icrifice 

*^  Of  sinner*'  hearts — guard  him  this  night, 
**  And  here,  before  thy  throne,  1  swear 
*'  From  my  heart's  inmost  core  to  tear 

**  Love,  hope,  remembiTLnce,  though  they  be 
"  Link*d  With  each  qniv'ring  life-string  there, 

**  And  give  it  bleeding  all  to  Thee  1 
"  I>ct  him  but  live, —  the  burning  tear, 
**  The  sighs,  so  sinful,  yet  so  d*;ar, 
"  UTiieh  have  been  all  loo  much  his  own, 
"  Shall  from  this  hour  be  Heaven's  alone. 
"  Youth  passed  in  penitence,  and  age 
*'  In  long  iind  painful  pilgrimage, 
•*  Shall  leave  no  traces  of  the  flame 
**  That  wastes  me  now — nor  shall  hl^  name 
**  Ere  bless  my  lips,  hat  when  I  pray 
•'  For  his  dear  spirit,  that  away 
**  Casting  from  its  angelic  ray 
•*  The'  eclipse  of  earth,  he,  toOt  may  shine 
*^  Kedeem'd,  alt  glorious  Kod  all  Thine  ! 
"  Think — think  what  victory  to  win 
"  One  radiant  soul  like  his  from  sin, — 
"  One  wimdVing  star  of  virtue  back 
"  To  its  own  native,  heaven- ward  track  1 
**  Let  him  bnt  live,  and  both  are  Thtne, 

**  Together  thine  —  tor^  blest  or  crost, 
•*  Living  or  dead,  his  di>om  is  mtoe, 

**  And,  If  he  perbh,  both  are  lostl* 


Trot  iiext  eTening  Liixa  RooKir  wm  en- 
treated by  ber  Ladies  to  continue  the  relation  of 
her  wonderful  dream  ;  but  the  fearf\d  interest 
that  hnng  rotmd  the  fate  of  Hind  A  and  her 
lover  had  ctmipleteJy  removed  every  trace  of  it 
ftt)m  her  mind  ;  — much  to  the  disappointment  of 

*  **  ni'^Mnrni  of  the  ■orrnwAil  NyctonlhM  flte  m  dunbl* 
colour  to  »\\^."  —  tlnnarkt  on  £l#  ihahtmttrff  qf  Sen^ml^ 
|i  r*a  KUIC4  U  one  of  thv  tndlMI  tumm  of  Ibli  ibwtfr^^ 
#rr  H*.  Jvae*^    The  P«r«taxii  call  it  Out^  •  Cartrri, 

•  •*  In  fioru  of  lLennan«  wli*i«?rr  d«i«t  «r»  aliali*^  from 


a  toLVF  seer  or  two  in  her  train,  who  prided  them* 
selves  ou  their  skill  in  interpreting  visions,  and 
who  had  already  remarked,  as  an  imlucky  omen, 
that  the  Princefls,  on  the  very  morning  af\er  the 
dream,  had  worn  a  silk  dyed  with  the  blossoms  of 
the  sorrowful  tree,  Nilica.  * 

Fm)1.ade£N,  whose  indignation  had  more  than 
once  broken  out  during  the  recital  of  some  ports 
of  this  het4rrodox  poem,  seemed  at  length  to  have 
made  up  his  mind  to  the  infiictioo  \  and  took  his 
seat  this  evening  with  all  the  patience  of  a  martyr, 
while  the  Foet  resumed  his  profane  and  seditious 
Story  as  follows  :  — 


To  tearless  eyes  and  hearts  at  enae 
The  leaiy  shores  and  san-bright  seas, 
That  lay  beneath  that  mountain's  height, 
Had  been  a  fair  enchanting  sight 
'Twas  one  of  those  ambrosial  eves 
A  day  of  storm  so  often  leaves 
At  its  calm  settbg^ — when  the  West 
Opens  her  gulden  bowers  of  rest. 
And  a  moist  radiance  lk»m  the  skies 
Shoots  trembling  down,  as  from  the  eyes 
Of  some  meek  penitent,  whose  last. 
Bright  hours  atone  for  dark  ones  past, 
And  whose  sweet  tears,  o'er  wrong  forgiven. 
Shine,  as  they  Ml,  with  light  from  he&v'n  I 

^TwAS  stillness  all  —  the  winds  that  late 

H^id  rush'd  through  Kj^rman  s  almond  groves. 
And  shaken  from  her  bow'rs  of  date 

That  cooling  feast  the  traveller  lores,  ^ 
Now,  luird  to  languor,  scarcely  curl 

The  Green  Sea  wave,  whose  waters  gleam 
Limpid,  as  tf  her  mines  of  pearl 

Were  melted  all  to  form  the  stream ; 
And  her  fair  islets,  small  and  bright. 

With  their  green  shores  reflected  there. 
Look  like  those  Psai  isles  of  light. 

That  hang  by  spell-work  in  the  air. 

Bat  vainly  did  those  glories  bnrst 
On  I{ijvi>A*s  daxsled  eyes,  when  first 
The  bandage  fh)m  her  brow  was  taken. 
And,  pale  and  aw'd  as  those  who  waken 
In  their  dark  tombs —  when,  scowling  near, 
The  Searchers  of  the  Qrmyt  *  appear,  — 

the  lr9<M  lij  Ibe  wind  thoj  do  nM  touch,  but  lrar«  llim  fbr 
lliofc  who  huve  itol  »ny,  or  for  truvullcrt,"  —  Ehn  liamiaL 

*  **  Tti«tWfi  trnible  ugnlA,  Monhir  ami  Kitklr,  wlin  •?« 
nttf4  **  ibe  S«arclMm  of  th«  Gruft'*  in  ih*  "  Cr««d  Of  tli« 
orthodox  Blftlioicn«tMU"flreQ  bj  Ockkjr,  f<d.U* 
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She  tliadd'riiig  tarsM  to  read  her  taie 

ThM  aiie  hdirr'4  her  bower  had  giTB 

lo  the  fierce  eyes  thai,  fl^h'd  anoadi 

Best  to  sone  wmtev  ftim  hcBv^  t 

And  nw  thoie  towen  ftU  desolate. 

MomeBta  tlieie  are,  and  thia  was  one 

Ai  if  de^rmg  er^n  the  aaile 

Staateh^d  like  a  minoie's  gleaxn  of  sun 

Of  that  lofl  beaVn  to  gild  their  pile. 

Amid  the  bhw^k  Sunoom^  cctipae — 

la  yemn  with  "■*"c**^  hope  sDd  fear. 

Or,  hke  those  vetdaDt  spots  that  hloooi 

She  Jcxika  for  hin  whoae  iraiee  so  dear 

Bad  cone,  like  mane,  to  her  or  ^ 

Sweetening  the  very  edge  of  docm ! 

Sttange,  moddag  dream !  again  tia  fled. 

The  paat — the  fntnie  —all  that  Fate 

And  oh,  the  ahooCi»  ite  pop  of  dic^ 

Can  hfin^  of  dark  or  desperate 

Aromid  neh  hours,  hat  makes  them  cast 

When  Tokea  irom  withoat  proclaim 

lotcnser  TBdiaoGe  while  they  last! 

"HATEin  the  Chief** — audi,  one  hj  oae* 

Ev^n  he^  this  yonth  —  thoo^  dimmed  and  gone 

The  warrion  ahovt  that  iemwfal  name ! 

Each  star  of  Hope  that  c&eer*d  hhn  on  — 

m 

He  comes  —  the  rock  rcsoosds  hu  tiead  — 

His  ghiriea  lost^hia  emne  betrayed — 

■ 

How  than  ihe  dare  to  lift  her  head. 

■ 

Or  meet  those  ejea  whose  ieorchlng  gUfe 

A  knd  of  carcasses  and  slaves, 

■ 

Noi  Temks^  holdeit  Mos  can  bear  ? 

One  dreary  waste  of  chains  and  graves  !  — 

■ 

In  whoae  nd  htam,  tibe  Moalem  telU, 

Himself  hot  lingering,  dead  at  heart, 

1 

Such  nok  and  dead!  j  laatie  dwelK 

To  see  the  last,  long  struggling  breath 

Af  tn  those  heOish  firea  that  light 

Of  Liberty's  great  soul  deport. 

The  mandrake^s  chanel  Icares  at  night-  * 

Then  lay  him  down  and  share  her  death  — 

Bow  shall  she  bear  that  ▼vnee  s  tone. 

Ev'n  be,  so  sunk  in  wretcbedneas. 

At  whose  lood  battle-crj  alooe 

With  doom  still  darker  gathering  o'er  him, 

Yet,  in  this  moment's  pore  caress. 

Scattered  like  some  vast  caravan, 

In  the  miid  eyes  that  shone  before  him. 

When,  streteh'd  at  erening  rotrnd  the  well. 

Beaming  that  blest  iBunmce,  worth 

They  hear  the  thinting  tiger's  ydL 

All  other  transports  known  on  earth. 

Brealbleas  she  stAndx,  with  eyes  cast  down, 
ShhDking  beaeatb  the  fiery  frown. 
Which,  (aney  teUs  her,  from  that  brow 
Is  flashing  o*er  her  fiercely  now ; 
And  ihiidd*riag  as  she  bears  the  tread 

Of  his  retiring  warrior  band.  ^-^ 
Nerer  was  pause  so  fbll  of  dread ; 

Till  UAWmo  with  a  tremhliJig  hand 

That  he  was  lov'd  — well,  warmly  lov*d  — 
Oh !  in  this  precioos  boor  he  prov'd 
How  deep,  how  thorough-fell  the  glow 
Of  rapture,  kindling  out  of  woe ;  — 
How  exquisite  one  single  drop 

Of  bUss,  thus  sparkling  to  the  top 
Of  mis'ry's  cnp  —  how  keenly  qiiaff'd. 
Though  death  must  follow  on  the  draught ! 

Took  hers,  and,  leaning  o*er  her,  said. 

She,  too,  while  gazing  on  those  eyes 

**  UiNDA  i  "  —  that  word  was  all  he  spoke. 

That  sink  into  her  soul  so  deep, 

And  *twas  enoagb  < —  the  shriek  that  broke 

Forgets  all  fears,  all  miseries. 

From  her  fall  bosom,  told  the  rest.  — 

Or  feels  them  like  the  wretch  in  sleep. 

Panting  with  terror,  joy,  snrprise. 

Whom  fancy  cheats  into  a  smile. 

The  roaid  but  lifts  her  wondering  eyes. 

Who  dreams  of  joy,  and  sobs  the  while  I 

To  hide  them  on  her  Gheber  s  breast  I 

The  mighty  Ruins  where  they  stood, 

'Tis  he,  'tis  he  —  the  man  of  blood. 

Upon  the  mount's  high,  rocky  tcrge, 

The  fel'tst  of  the  Fire-fiendV  brood. 

Lay  open  towards  the  ocean  flood. 

^ 

Uafeo,  the  demon  of  the  fight. 

\niere  lightly  o'er  the  illumin'd  surge 

Whose  voice  unnerves,  whose  glances  blight,  — 

Many  a  fair  bark  that,  all  tbe  day, 

U  her  own  loved  Gheber,  mild 

Had  lurked  in  shelt^ng  creek  or  bay. 

And  glorions  as  when  first  he  smil'd 

Now  bounded  on,  and  gave  their  sails. 

In  her  lone  towV,  and  left  such  beams 

Yet  dripping,  to  the  evening  gules; 

Of  his  pore  eye  to  ligbt  her  dreams. 

Like  eagles,  when  the  storm  is  done, 
SpreadtDg  llMir  wet  wings  in  the  sun. 

1  ^  The  Armirimna  c«LI  the  nuadAke  'tiie  Dertrt  cmAW 
m   Mawnt   of  U»  ihUUnf  ipptsniice  fn  the  nisfaL"  — 

The  beauleoas  clouds,  though  daylight  Star 
Had  sunk  behind  the  hills  of  Lajl, 

- 

1 

i 

J 

■ 

^^HB^ 

^^{^^ 

1 
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^ 

Were  still  vlth  lingVlng  glories  bright,  — 

*'  Alike  beyond  its  hope — its  dread — 

As  if,  to  grace  the  gorgeoua  West, 

"  In  gloomy  safety,  like  the  Dead  I 

■ 

The  Spirit  of  departing  Light 

*•  Or,  could  ev'n  earth  and  hell  unite 

^ 

Tliat  eve  hnd  left  his  sunuy  "vest 

"  In  league  to  storm  this  Sacred  Height, 

Behind  him,  ere  he  wtiig*d  his  flight. 

"  Fear  nothing  thou — myself,  tonight, 

^ 

Never  wtis  jicene  bo  form'd  for  love  ! 

**  And  each  o'crlooking  star  that  dwells 

■ 

**  Near  God  will  be  thy  sentinels;  — 

^ 

la  silent  swell  —  Heaven  glows  above, 

"  And,  ere  to-morrow*s  dawn  shall  glow. 

And  their  pure  hearts,  to  transport  giv'n, 

"  Back  to  thy  sire " 

^ 

Swell  like  the  irave,  and  glow  like  Hcav'n. 

•*  To-moTTOw  !— no— *• 
The  maiden  screamM  —  "thou'lt  never  see 

n 

But  oh  I  too  &oon  that  dream  is  post  — 

"  To-morrow's  lun — death,  death  will  be 

H 

Again,  agtiin  her  fear  returns  ;  — 

**  The  DJght'Cry  through  each  reeking  tower, 

^^^P 

Niglit,  dreadful  night,  is  gathering  fust, 

**  Unless  we  fly,  ay,  fly  this  hour ! 

^^^ 

More  faintlj"  the  horizon  barns, 

**  Thou  art  betray 'd — some  wretch  who  knew 

H 

And  every  ro§y  tint  that  lay 

"  That  dreadful  glen^s  mysterious  clew — 

H 

On  the  smooth  sea  bath  died  away. 

"  Nay,  doubt  not — by  yon  stara,  *ti«  true — 

H 

Hastily  to  the  darkening  skies    ' 

'*  Hath  sold  thee  to  my  vengeful  sire  j 

H 

A  glance  she  casts*-  then  wildly  criea 

"  This  morning,  with  that  smile  so  dire 

^ 

H 

»•  At  night,  he  said  -^  and,  look,  'tis  near  — 

^  He  wears  in  joy,  he  tM  me  all, 

■ 

H 

**  Fly,  fly  —  if  yet  thoa  lov'st  me,  fly  — 

"  And  stamps  in  triumph  through  our  hall, 

^ 

H 

•*  Soon  will  bis  murderous  hand  be  here, 

*'  As  though  thy  heart  already  beat 

H 

^  And  I  shall  see  thee  bleed  and  die.  — 

**  Its  hist  life-throb  beneath  bis  feet ! 

H 

*'  Hush  1  heard'st  thou  not  the  tramp  of  men 

*^  Good  Heav'n,  how  little  dream'd  I  then 

H 

••  Sounding  from  yonder  fearful  glen  ?  — 

"  His  victim  was  my  own  lov'd  youth  I*-^ 

H 

"  Perhaps  ev'o  now  they  climb  the  wood  — 

«  Fly — ^send — let  some  one  watch  the  glen  — 

H 

**  Fly,  fly  —  though  still  the  West  is  bright. 

••  By  all  ray  hopes  of  heav'n  *tis  truth  I'' 

^1 

*'  He'll  come  —  oh  I  yes — he  wants  thy  blood  — 

1 

♦*  I  know  him—  hell  not  wait  for  night  I " 

Oh  I  colder  than  tlie  vrind  that  freezes 
Founts,  that  but  now  in  sunshine  play'd, 

^1 

In  terrors  ev*Q  to  agony 

Is  that  congealing  pang  which  nehtei 

^ 

H 

She  clings  around  the  wondering  Chief;  — 

The  trusting  bosom,  when  betrmy'd. 

■ 

H 

**  Alas,  poor  wilder'd  maid  I  to  me 

He  felt  it — deeply  felt — and  st<x>d. 

■ 

H 

♦*  Thoti  ow'st  this  raving  trance  of  gric£ 

As  if  the  tale  had  froz'n  his  blood. 

■ 

H 

"  Lost  as  I  am,  nought  ever  grew 

So  mai'd  and  motionless  was  he  *,  — 

■ 

H 

**  Beneath  my  shade  but  perish'd  too  — 

Like  one  whom  sudden  spells  enchant, 

■ 

H 

*'  My  doom  is  like  the  Dead  Sea  air, 

Or  some  mute,  marble  habitant 

■ 

H 

"And  notbmg  lives  that  enters  there  1 

Of  the  still  Halls  of  I^iimonie  I  * 

■ 

H 

**  Why  were  our  barks  together  drir'n 

■ 

H 

**  Beneath  this  morning's  furious  heav*n  J 

But  soon  the  palnfhl  chill  was  o'er. 

■ 

H 

♦*  Why,  when  I  saw  the  priie  that  chaQoe 

And  his  great  sonl,  herself  once  more. 

■ 

H 

•*  Had  thrown  into  my  desperate  arms,'— 

Look'd  from  faia  brow  in  all  the  niy« 

■ 

H 

**  When,  casting  but  a  single  glance 

Of  her  best,  happiest,  grandest  days. 

■ 

H 

••  Upon  thy  pa!e  and  prostrate  charms, 

Never,  in  moment  mo«t  elate, 

■ 

H 

"  I  vow'd  (though  watching  viewless  oVr 

Did  that  high  spirit  loftier  rise  ;  — 

■ 

■ 

"  Thy  safety  through  that  hour's  alarm*) 

W*hile  bright,  serene,  determinate, 

^ 

B  * 

"  To  meet  the*  unmanning  sight  no  more^ 

His  looks  are  lifted  to  the  skies. 

■ 

**  MTiy  have  1  broke  that  heart-wrung  vow  ? 

As  if  the  signal  lights  of  Fate 

B 

♦*  Why  weakly,  madly  met  Ihee  now  ? — 

Wer«  shining  in  tho«e  awful  eyei ! 

^H 

**  Start  not — tliat  noise  b  but  the  shock 

Tis  come — his  bonr  of  martyrdom 

H 

*•  Of  torrents  through  yon  valley  hurl'd  — 

In  Iran's  sacred  cause  is  come ;                            i 

H 

••  Dread  nothing  here— upon  this  rock 

And,  though  his  life  hath  poss*d  away, 

■ 

"  Wc  stand  above  the  jarring  world. 

Like  lightnmg  on  a  stormy  day. 

1 

)  rm  an  v^cmint  at  l»Hnioiil«,  tti«  iwtrlflcd  rity  In  Uppv 

»oiit«»,  fte.  ie  to  tMii  to  thU  day,  tee  Perw^t  fkw  ^  Ite 

^H 

Etypi,  ithere  11  U  i«ld  tli«r»  are  mutf  itAtuet  of  men. 

Ln«mi. 

I- 

J 

1 

i 

^^^^^ 

^^^^^ 

■ 

r 
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1 

Yet  shall  hla  death-boar  leave  a  tnck 

"  K  in  thai  sool  thoa'st  ever  felt 

Of  glory^  permanent  and  bright, 

**  Half  what  thy  lips  impassioned  swore. 

I 

To  irhich  the  braye  of  after-Ume^ 

"  Here,  on  my  knees  that  never  knelt 

■ 

The  8uff*ring  brave,  fihaH  long  look  hark 

**»  To  any  but  their  God  before. 

■ 

•*  I  pray  thee,  as  thon  lov*Bt  me,  fly — 

Wateh  throagb  the  hours  of  ihiT^ry'i  night 

**  Now,  now*— ere  yet  their  blades  are  nigh. 

For  vengeance  on  the*  oppresfof^i  erimes. 

"  Oh  hasie-^the  bark  that  bore  me  lutber 

This  rt>ek,  his  monument  aloft. 

"  Can  waft  as  o'er  yon  dark^'ning  sea^ 

Shall  fpeak  the  tale  to  manj  an  age ; 

••  East — west — alas,  I  care  not  whither. 

And  hither  bards  and  heroes  oft 

"  So  thon  art  safe,  and  I  with  thee  I 

Shall  come  in  aeeiet  pilgrimage, 

**  Go  where  we  will,  this  hand  in  thine. 

And  bring  their  warrior  sooa,  and  tdl 

"  Those  eyes  before  me  smiling  thos, 

The  wond'iing  boyi  whefe  HirED  fell  i 

**  Through  good  and   ill,  through  storm  and 

And  swear  them  on  those  lone  remains 

shine. 

Of  their  lost  country's  ancient  &ies. 

•*  The  world's  a  world  of  love  for  m  I 

Never — while  breath  of  life  shall  live 

**  On  some  cahn,  blessed  shore  we*tl  dwell. 

Within  them — never  to  fiyrgiTe 

**  Where  'tis  no  crime  to  love  too  well;-* 

The*  accursed  race*  whose  mthksi  cbatn 

**  Where  thos  to  worship  tenderly 

Bath  left  on  Ikax's  neck  a  stain 

"  An  erring  child  of  light  like  thee 

"  Will  not  be  sin— or,  if  it  be, 

**  Where  we  may  weep  our  fiinlts  away, 

Sach  are  the  swelling  thonghts  that  now 

**  Together  kneeling,  night  and  day. 

Enthrone  themselves  on  HArKi>*s  brow  ; 

"  Thrm,  for  my  sake,  at  Allans  shrine. 

And  ne*er  did  Saint  of  Isss  i  gaze 

•*  And  I— at  a»j^  God's,  for  thine !" 

On  the  red  wreath,  for  martjrs  twin*dy 

More  proudlj  than  the  joath  snrvejs 

Wildly  these  pasnooate  words  she  spoke — 

That  pile,  which  through  the  gloom  behind. 

Then  himg  her  head,  and  wept  for  shame } 

Half  lighted  bjr  the  altar^s  fire. 

Sobbmg;  as  if  a  heart-string  broke 

Glimmers — his  destined  fimeral  pyre? 

With  every  deep-hcav^d  sob  that  came* 

Ueap'd  by  his  own«  his  comrades'  hands, 

WTiile  he,  youngs  warm — obi  wonder  not 

Of  cv'ry  wood  of  odoroos  breath, 

If;  for  a  moment,  pride  snd  fame. 

There^  by  the  Fire-Gods  shrine  it  stands. 

His  oath  — his  cause  —  that  shrine  of  flame. 

Ready  to  fold  in  radiant  death 

And  I&uv's  self  are  all  forgot 

The  few  still  left  of  those  who  swore 

For  her  whom  at  his  feet  he  se^ 

To  pertih  there,  when  hope  was  o*€r^ 

Kneeling  in  fpeechless  agonies. 

The  few,  to  whom  that  oooch  of  flame. 

No,  bhune  him  not,  if  Hope  awhile 

Dawn'd  in  his  soul,  and  threw  her  smile 

b  sweet  and  welcome  as  the  bed 

O'er  hottrs  to  come — o'er  days  and  nights. 

For  their  own  ln£uit  Prophet  spread, 

Wiog'd  with  those  precioos,  par«  delights 

When  pitying  Heav  n  to  roses  tum'd 

Which  she,  who  bends  all  beanteoos  there. 

The  death*flamea  that  beneath  him  b<ini*d  t  < 

Was  bom  lo  kindle  iind  to  share. 
A  tear  of  two,  which,  as  he  bow'd 

With  watchf^iln^i  the  nuud  attends 

To  raise  the  soppltant,  trembling  itdc. 

His  rapid  glance,  where'er  it  bends'— 

First  warned  him  of  this  dang'rons  cloud 

Why  fihoot  hU  eyes  soch  awful  beams  ? 

Of  softness  passing  o*er  his  souL 

^H 

What  plans  be  now  ?  what  thinks  or  dreams  ? 

Starting,  he  brusb'd  the  drops  away. 

^^H| 

Alas  I  why  stands  he  mtifiiog  here. 

Unworthy  o'er  that  cheek  to  stray  ; — 

^^B 

When  ev'ry  moment  teems  with  fearf 

Like  one  who*  on  the  mom  of  fight. 

V 

**  Hated,  my  own  beloved  Lord," 

Shakes  from  his  sword  the  dews  of  night. 

L 

£he  kn4>4>ling  cries  —  **  fint,  last  adoT'd  I 

That  had  but  dinun'd,  not  stain'd  its  lighL 

■ 

■.^ 

Dim  PruM^HM,  Ont.  X.,  that  lb*  lore  of  w\»dx!m  and  vtrtos 

«  Tb«  Gti«>ben  w]r  titat  wh«n  Abr»b»n,  t)i«lr  gnat  Pro. 

laadlng  him  to  a  colltarf  life  upon  a  mcmntalii.  h«  rofOBd  tt 

1 

piMt,  «r«i  tlirowii  into  the  Are  t/f  order  oT  Ninma,  the  a4J»e 

OQC  daf  all  In  a  i«m«,  *tiliiins  wUb  oele^al  ftn?.  out  of  which 

1 

tartMd  liut^ntlf  imo  **  s  ted  of  roM*,  where  tli« cKlU  tw wtlj 

b*  came  without  uty  barm,  aod  instituted  c«rtain  lacriflcM  to 

I 

repo«d,'*—  Tapmtier. 

1 

oribfltr  otlm  Prophet,  2oravlcr.  there  b  a  ■Oory  told  lo 

OB  Bxodut.  1il,S. 

1 

k 

i 

I 
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Yet,  though  subdued  the*  tmni^rvmg  thrill^ 
Ita  wanntht  ii8  weakncM,  Imger'd  still 

So  touching  in  its  look  aud  tone, 
That  the  food,  feariug,  hoping  maid 
Half  cf muted  on  the  flight  she  pray'd^ 

Half  thought  the  hero  s  soul  was  grown 

Afi  soft,  as  yielding  as  her  owa^ 
And  fimird  and  bless'd  him,  while  he  aaid, — 
**  Yes  —  if  Iht^re  be  some  happit?r  sphere, 
**  Where  fadeless  truth  like  ours  is  deaf,™ 
"  If  there  be  any  land  of  rest 

"  For  tliose  who  love  and  ne'er  forget, 
**  Oh  I  comfort  thee  —  for  safe  and  blest 

**  We'll  meet  in  that  calm  region  yet !" 

Scarce  had  she  time  to  ask  ber  heart 
If  gcM3d  or  ill  these  words  impart. 
When  the  rons'd  yonth  impatient  flew 
To  the  tow'r*wall,  where,  high  in  view, 
A  pond'roua  sea -horn  ^  hung,  and  blew 
A  signal,  deep  and  dread  as  those 
The  storm- fiend  at  his  rising  blows^— 
Full  well  his  Chieftains,  sworn  and  true 
Through  life  and  death,  tbat  signal  knew ; 
For  'twas  the'  appointed  warning  blast, 
The'  alarm,  to  tell  when  hope  was  past. 
And  the  tremendous  death -die  cast ! 
-  And  there,  upon  the  mould 'ring  towY, 
Hath  hung  this  sea-hom  many  an  hour, 
Ready  to  so  and  o*er  land  and  sea 
Tbat  dirge*note  of  the  brave  and  free. 

They  caine — -his  Chieftains  at  the  call 
Came  slowly  round*  and  with  them  all  — 
Alas,  how  few  I^^the  worn  remains 
Of  those  who  late  o'er  Kerman's  plains 
Went  gaily  prancing  to  the  clash 

Of  Moorish  zel  and  tymbalon. 
Catching  new  hope  from  every  flasb 

Of  their  long  lances  in  the  sun. 
And,  OS  their  coursers  charged  the  wind, 
And  the  white  ox -tails  stream 'd  behind,"^ 
Looking,  a&  if  the  steeds  they  rode 
Were  wing*d,  and  every  Chief  a  Godl 
How  fairn»  how  alter'd  now  !  how  wao 
Each  scarr'd  and  faded  visage  shone 
As  round  the  burning  shrine  they  came ;  — 

How  deadly  was  the  glare  it  cast. 
As  mute  they  paus'd  before  the  flame 

To  light  their  torches  as  they  pass'd  I 
•Twas  silence  all — the  youth  hath  plami*d 
The  daties  of  his  soldier- baud  ; 

I  "  Tlip  jhell  called  Slljuikuf,  coinTiinn  lo  tndta,  AfHca,  wrwl 
the  >ledltrrTAn«ttD,  and  *lltl  iJ*wJ  tii  m*ny  parti  om.  a  trumpet 
for  blowing  at4rtn4  or  giving  ilgciaU  :  U  tcndc  furth  a  deep 
and  hnUow  iound.'*^  PennoHt. 

*  **  The  llii«it  ornaincfit  for  Uie  borici  Is  mndo  of  t i  x  targe 


And  each  determiu*d  brow  declares 
Uis  faithful  Chieflains  well  know  theirs. 

But  minutes  speed  ^^  night  gems  the  skies  — 
And  oh,  how  soon,  ye  blessed  eyes. 
That  look  from  heaven,  ye  may  behold 
Sights  that  will  turn  your  star-flrcs  cold  \ 
Breathless  with  awe,  impatience,  hope, 
The  maiden  sees  the  veteran  group 
Her  litter  silently  prepare, 

And  by  it  at  her  trembling  feet  j  — * 
And  now  the  youth,  with  gentle  care. 

Hath  plac'd  her  in  the  shelter'd  seal, 
And  pressed  her  hand —  that  ling'ring  presa 

Of  hands,  that  for  the  last  lime  sever  i 
Of  hearts,  whose  pulse  of  happiness, 

When  that  hold  breaks,  is  dead  for  ever. 
And  yet  to  her  this  sad  caress 

Gives  hope — so  fondly  hope  can  err  I 
*Twa»  joy,  she  thought,  joy's  mute  excess  — 

Their  happy  flight's  dear  harbinger  j 
'Twas  warmth  —  assurance  —  tenderness  -^ 

*Twas  any  thing  but  leaviug  her. 

**  Haste^  haste  1 "  she  cried,  "  the  clouds  grow  dark, 
**  But  still,  ere  nighty  we'll  reach  the  bark  ; 
**  And  by  to-morrow's  dawn  —  oh  bliss  I 

**■  With  thee  upon  the  sun -bright  deep, 
**  Far  ofl",  I'll  but  remember  this, 

**  As  some  dark  vanish 'd  dream  of  sleep  ; 
**  And  thou *"  but  ah  I  —  be  aoswers  not  — 

Good  Heav'nS-^and  docs  she  go  alone? 
She  now  has  reached  that  dismal  spot, 

WTiere,  some  hours  since,  his  roice*s  tone 
Had  come  to  soothe  her  fears  and  ills. 
Sweet  as  the  angel  IsaAFiL*s,3 
When  every  leaf  on  Eden's  tree 
Is  trembling  tn  his  minstrelsy  ^ 
Yet  now  —  oh,  now,  he  is  not  nigh.— ^ 

"  Hafed  I  my  Hafed  ! —  if  it  be 
**  Thy  will,  thy  doom  this  night  to  die, 

*'  l,et  me  but  stay  to  die  with  ihee, 
**  And  1  will  bless  thy  loved  name, 
"  Till  the  lajit  life-bFeath  leave  this  frame. 
"  Oh!  let  our  lips,  our  cheeks  be  laid 
"  But  near  each  other  while  they  fade  ; 
"  Let  us  b«t  mil  our  parting  breaths, 
"  And  I  can  die  ten  thousand  deaths  I 
"  You  too,  who  hurry  me  away 
"So  crtielly,  one  moment  stay  — 

"  Oh  I  stay — one  moment  is  not  much  — 

Itjing  taueli  of  lonj;  wbtta  hnlr,  takpn  mit  of  tti«  tAUt  of  vlld 
uxfn,  ttial  are  to  lie  found  lu  i.oroe  })tacea  of  Ihc  Indir*."— 
Thefcnot. 

3  "Th(^  ABicr«1  l«r«G1,  who  hiu  t)i«  moft  ndodlotit  Tolea 
of  all  G<mI*i  crroturo/'  ^  Saie* 


I 
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**  He  yet  may  come  —  for  kirn  I  pray  ^ — 
**  Hafku  !  dear  Hafed  ! "  —  all  the  i»ay 

In  wild  bmeiititig&,  that  urotild  touch 
A  heart  of  stone,  she  shri<fk'd  his  aame 
To  the  dark  woods  —  no  Ha  fed  came  ;  — 
Ko — hapless  pair  —  yotiVe  locik'd  your  lastj  — 

Ycmr  hearta  sbould  both  have  broken  then  • 
The  dream  is  o*er  —  your  doom  is  cast  — 

Yott*ll  nerer  meet  on  earth  agaiti  I 

Alas  for  him,  who  hears  her  cries  I 

Still  half-way  down  the  sleep  he  stondSi 
Watching  with  fix'd  and  feverish  eyea 
Th«  glimmer  of  those  burniog  brands. 
That  down  !he  rocks*  with  mQumful  ray^ 
Light  all  he  loves  oo  earth  away  I 
Hopeless  as  they  who^  far  at  seat 

By  the  cold  moon  have  just  consign*d 
The  corse  of  one,  Iov*d  tenderly^ 

To  the  hleak  flood  they  leave  behind ; 
And  on  the  deck  still  ling'ring  stay, 
And  long  look  back,  with  sad  delay, 
To  watch  the  moonlight  on  the  wave^ 
That  ripples  o'er  that  cheerless  grave. 

Bot  see  —  he  starts  —  what  beard  be  then  ? 
That  dreadful  shout ! —  across  the  gkn 
From  (he  land-side  it  comes,  and  loud 
Rings  through  the  chasm  ;  as  if  the  crowd 
Of  fearful  things,  that  haunt  that  dell^  . 
Its  G holes  and  Dives  and  shapes  of  hellt 
Had  ail  in  one  dread  howl  broke  out, 
So  loud,,  so  terrible  that  shout  I 
"  They  come  —  the  5Io«lems  come  T' — he  cries, 
Hift  proud  soul  mounting  to  his  eyes,  — 
**  Now,  Spirits  of  the  Brave,  who  roam 
**  Enfranchis'd  through  yon  starry  dome, 
**  Rejoice  —  for  souls  of  kindred  fire 
**  Are  on  the  wing  to  join  your  choir  1 " 
He  said  — ^  ^od,  light  as  bridegrooms  bound 
To  their  young  loves,  reclimh'd  the  sleep 
And  gained  the  Shrine  —  his  Chiefs  stood  round  ^ 

Their  swords,  as  with  instinctive  leap. 
Together,  at  that  cry  accurst. 
Had  from  tbeir  sheaths,  like  sunbeams,  burst. 
And  hark  f  ^ again  —  again  it  rings; 
Near  and  more  near  its  echoings 
Peal  through  the  chasm  — oh  I  who  that  then 
I  Had  seen  those  list'ning  warrior-menf 

I  l^Vith  their  swords  grasp'd,  their  eyes  of  flame 

I  Turn'd  on  their  Chief— could  doubt  the  shame, 

I  The'  indignant  shame  with  which  they  thrill 

I  To  hear  those  shouts,  and  yet  stand  still  ? 


He  read  their  thoughts  ^-  they  were  his  own  — 
"  What  I  while  our  arms  can  wield  these  blades, 


"  Shall  we  die  tamely  ?  die  nlone? 

**  Without  one  victim  to  our  shades, 
"  One  Moslem  hearl,  where,  buried  deep, 
^*  The  sabre  from  its  tod  may  sleep? 
**  No -^ God  of  Ikan's  burning  skicsl 
"  Thou  scorn 'fit  the'  inglorious  sacrifice. 
**  No  —  though  of  ail  earth's  hope  bereft, 
**  Life,  swords,  and  vengeance  still  are  left, 
**^  We'll  make  yon  valley's  recking  CAves 

"  Live  in  the  awe-struck  miods  of  men, 
"  Till  tyrants  shudder,  when  their  slaves 

**  Tell  of  the  Gheher's  bloody  glen. 
**  Follow,  bravo  hearts  f—  this  pile  remains 
"  Our  refuge  still  from  life  and  chains ; 
"  But  his  the  best,  tlie  holiest  bed, 
**  Who  sinks  entombed  in  Moslem  dead  I " 

Down  the  precipitous  rocks  they  sprung. 
While  vigour,  more  than  human,  strung 
Each  arm  and  heart.  — ^The*  exulting  foe 
Still  through  the  dark  defiles  below, 
Track'd  by  his  torches'  lurid  fire. 

Wound  slow,  OS  through  Golconda^s  vale  ■ 
The  mighty  serpent,  in  his  ire, 

Glides  on  with  glitt'ring,  deadly  tr^il. 
No  torch  the  Ghebers  need  —  bo  well 
They  know  each  niyst'ry  of  the  dell, 
So  olt  have,  in  their  wanderings, 
Cross'd  the  wild  race  that  round  them  dwell, 

The  very  tigers  froiti  their  delves 
Look  out,  and  let  them  pass^  as  things 

UntaQi'd  and  fearless  like  themselves  1 

There  was  a  deep  ravine,  that  lay 

Yet  darkling  in  the  Moslem's  way  \ 

Fit  spot  to  make  invaders  rtae 

The  many  faH'n  before  the  few. 

The  torrents  from  that  morning's  sky 

Had  fill'd  the  narrow  chasm  breast-high, 

And^  on  each  side,  aloft  and  wild, 

Huge  cliifs  and  toppling  crags  were  pil'd^-^ 

The  guards  with  which  young  Freedom  lines 

The  pathways  to  her  mountaiu'shrines. 

Here,  at  this  pafl%  the  scanty  hand 

Of  Irak's  last  avengers  stand ; 

Here  wait,  tn  silence  like  the  dead. 

And  listen  for  the  Moslem ^s  tread 

So  anxiously,  the  carrion -bird 

Above  them  flaps  his  wing  unheard  1 

They  come —  that  plunge  into  the  water 
Gives  signal  for  the  work  of  slaughter. 
Now,  Ghebers,  now  —  if  e'er  your  blades 

Had  point  or  prowess,  prove  them  now  ^ 
Woe  to  the  file  that  foremost  wades ! 

They  come  —  a  falchion  greets  each  brow, 

*  See  Hook  upon  Ihi;  Story  of  S{abA(t« 
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1 

And»  as  they  tumble,  trunk  on  trunks 

And,  AS  a  lion  swept  away 

Beneatb.  the  gorj  waters  Eunk, 

By  sudden  sweU  of  Joiu>an*s  pride 

Still  0  er  their  drowning  bodies  press 

From  the  wild  coTert  where  he  lay, ' 

New  victims  quick  a.nd  Dumberless  i 

Long  battles  with  the'  o*erwhelming  tide, 

Till  scarce  an  arm  in  0,% fed's  band, 

$o  fought  he  buck  with  fierce  delay. 

So  fierce  their  toil,  bath  power  to  stir, 

And  kept  both  foes  and  fate  at  bay. 

But  Listless  from  each  crimson  hand 

The  sword  hangs,  clogg'd  with  massacre. 

But  whither  now  ?  tlieir  track  is  lost^ 

Never  was  horde  of  tjTants  met 

Their  prey  escap'd — guide,  torches  gone — 

1 

With  bloodier  welcome  —  never  yet 

By  torreni-beds  and  labyrinths  crost. 

■ 

To  patriot  vengeance  hath  the  sword 

The  scatter'd  crowd  rush  blindly  on  — 

1 

More  terrible  libations  pour'd  I 

"  Curse  on  those  tardy  lights  that  wind," 
They  panting  cry,  "bo  fin*  btdiind  ; 

■ 

All  up  tbe  di-eary,  long  ravine, 

"  Oh  for  a  bloodhotmd*s  precious  scent. 

By  the  red,  murky  glimmer  seen 

"  To  track  the  way  the  Ghebi^r  went ! '' 

Of  half-quencbM  brands,  that  o'er  the  flood 

Vain  wish — confusedly  along 

Lie  sc4itter'd  round  and  burn  in  blood. 

They  msh,  tnore  deBp*rBte  as  more  wrong  : 

Vfhat  ruin  glares!  what  carnage  Bwinisl 

Till,  wildefd  by  tbe  far-off  lights, 

Ileads,  blazing  turbans,  quiv'riag  limbs^ 

Yet  glitf  ring  up  those  gloomy  heights^ 

Lost  swords  that,  dropp'd  trmn  many  a  hand. 

Their  fooling,  waa'd  and  lost,  they  miss. 

^ 

In  that  thick  pool  of  slaughter  stand  *  — 

And  down  the  darkling  precipice 

I 

Wretches  who  wading,  half  on  6re 

Are  dash*d  into  the  deep  abyss  ; 

m 

From  the  toss'd  brands  that  round  them  lly. 

Or  midway  hang,  impjird  on  rocks. 

■ 

•Twixt  flood  and  fiame  in  shrieks  expire  i  — 

A  banquet,  yet  alive,  for  flocks 

V 

And  some  who,  grasp'd  by  those  that  die, 

Of  rav*ijing  vultures,  —  while  the  dell 

^^_. 

1      Sink  woundlesa  with  Ihcm,  smother'd  o*er 

Re-echoes  with  each  horrible  ycD. 

^H 

1    In  their  dead  brelliR^Q*s  gushing  gore  I 

Those  sounds— the  last,  to  vengeance  dear. 

But  vainly  hundreds,  thousands  bleed. 

That  e*er  shall  ring  in  Hafed's  ear,— 

1 

Still  hundreds,  thousands  more  succeed  ; 

Now  reached  him,  as  aloft,  alone, 

I 

Countless  towards  some  flame  at  night 

Upon  the  steep  way  breathless  thrown. 

1 

The  Norths  dark  insects  wing  their  flight, 

He  lay  beside  his  reeking  blade^ 

■ 

And  qoeoch  or  perisli  in  its  light, 

RefignM,  as  if  lifers  task  were  o*er. 

To  this  terrific  spot  they  pour^ 

Its  last  blood-offering  amply  paid. 

Till,  bridged  with  Moslem  bodies  oVr, 

And  IaAN*8  self  could  claim  no  more. 

It  bears  aloft  their  sUppVy  tread, 

One  only  thought,  one  HngVing  beam 

And  0  cr  the  dying  and  the  dead. 

Now  broke  across  his  dijtzy  dream 

Tremendoufi  causeway  I  on  they  pass. — 

Of  pain  and  weariness  — 'twos  she, 

M 

Then,  hapless  Ghebers,  then,  iilns, 

His  hearths  pure  planet,  shiniug  yet 

■ 

What  hope  was  left  for  you  ?  for  you. 

Above  the  waste  of  memory, 

■ 

Whose  yet  warm  pile  of  sacrifice 

When  all  life's  other  tights  were  set 

1 

Is  smoking  m  their  vengeful  eyes  ; — 

And  never  to  his  mind  before 

Whose  swords  how  keen,  how  fierce  they  knew, 

Her  image  such  enchantment  wore. 

And  burn  with  shame  to  find  how  few  ? 

It  seem'd  as  if  each  thought  that  stained, 
Each  fear  tbat  ebilfd  their  loves  was  past, 

1 

Crush 'd  down  by  that  vast  multitude. 

And  not  one  cloud  of  earth  remained 

■ 

Sctme  found  tlieir  graves  where  first  they  stood  ; 

Between  biin  and  her  radiance  cast  j  — 

1 

While  some  with  hardier  struggle  died, 

As  if  to  charms,  before  so  bright. 

And  still  fought  on  by  Uavk-d's  side, 

j         New  grace  from  other  worlds  was  giv*n, 

Who,  fronting  to  the  foe,  trod  back 

And  his  soul  saw  her  by  tbe  light 

Tow  Yds  the  high  towers  his  gory  track  j 

Now  breaking  o'er  itself  fh>m  heav'n  ! 

■ 

1  ♦♦  la  thli  thitkri  tipon  tlie  banki  of  tht  Jftrdan  (erenJ 

rirtr,  fsre  oreiwtoD  to  tbat  allttilon  of  J^rgmlab. Jlr tktB i wif 

forta  of  niUl  bciulB  arc  wont  to  hmrbour  lliem«rlvt.-»,  wrhn«« 

Iwliii  wuhod  <nil  a(  tbe  covert  b|  lb«  orerJlowiagi  of  tli« 

Atfpp0, 

1 

I 

J 

1 

1 

I 

' 
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A  voice  spoke  near  him — 'twas  ibe  tone 

Con£ded  to  the  watchful  care 

Of  a  lov'd  fri«Dd,  the  only  oQe 

Of  a  small  veteran  band,  with  whom 

Of  all  hit  waiTion,  left  with  life 

Their  gen'rons  Chieftain  would  not  shftre 

From  tint  ihort  night' t  tremendous  strife.  — 

The  secret  of  hi*  final  doom, 

•^  And  must  we  then,  my  Chief;  die  here? 

But  hop*d  when  Hi?n>A,  safe  and  free. 

'^  Foes  roinnd  us,  and  the  Shrine  so  nesr  1 " 

Was  nmder'd  to  her  father's  eyes. 

Their  pardon,  full  and  prompt,  would  be 

Of  life  within  him— "  what !  not  yet 

The  ransom  of  so  dear  a  prize,  — 

"  Beyond  the  rench  of  Moslem  chAim  t  ** 

Unconscious,  thus,  of  Ha  fed's  &te. 

The  thoaght  could  make  eT*n  Desih  forget 

And  proud  to  guard  their  beauteous  freiglit. 

His  icy  bondage  — with  a  bound 

Scarce  had  they  clear'd  the  ifurfy  waves 

He  sprmg^  all  bleeding,  from  the  ground. 

Thai  foam  around  those  frightful  caves. 

And  grasps  his  comrade  s  arm,  now  grown 

When  the  curst  war- whoops,  known  so  well. 

Er'n  feebler,  heavier  tlian  his  owti« 

Came  echoing  from  the  distant  dell  — 

And  np  the  painful  pathway  leads. 

Sudden  each  oar,  upheld  and  still. 

I>eath  gaining  on  each  step  he  treads. 

Hung  drippiDf^  o'er  the  vesseFs  sidt, 

1 

Speed    them,  thoa    God,  who    heard&t    their 

And,  driving  at  the  current's  will, 

tow! 

They  rock'd  along  the  whisp'ring  tide  j 

They  mount — they  bleed  — oh  save  them  now — 

While  every  eye,  in  mute  dismay, 

The  crags  are  red  they've  clambered  o'er, 

Was  tow'rd  that  fatal  mountain  turned. 

The  rock -weed's  dripping  with  their  gore  ;  — 

Where  the  dim  altar's  quiv'ring  ray 

Thy  blade  too,  Hafed,  false  at  length, 

As  yet  aU  lone  and  tranquil  biim'd« 

Now  hreaks  heneath  thy  totfring  strength! 

Haste,  haste  —  the  voices  of  the  Foe 

Oh  I  'tis  not  Ho^DA,  in  the  pow'r 

1 

Come  near  and  nearer  from  below  — 

Of  Fancy's  most  terrific  touch 

1 

One  effort  more  —  thauk  Heav'n  1  *tb  past. 

To  point  thy  pangs  in  that  dread  honr^ 

1 

They've  gained  the  topmost  steep  at  last. 

Thy  silent  agony — *twas  such 

1 

And  now  they  touch  the  temple's  wall*. 

As  those  who  feel  could  paint  too  well. 

1 

Now  Hafei>  sees  the  Fire  divine— 

But  none  e'er  felt  and  liv'd  to  lell  I 

w 

When,  lo! — his  weak,  worn  comratJe  falls 

'Twas  not  alone  tlie  drcarj'  state 

Dead  on  the  threshold  of  the  shrine. 

Of  a  lore  spint,  cnish'd  by  fate. 

**  Alas,  brave  soul,  too  quickly  fled  ! 

When,  though  no  more  remains  to  dread. 

**  And  must  I  leave  thee  withering  here. 

The  panic  chili  will  not  depart ; — 

"  The  sport  of  every  rufllan*s  tread, 

When,  though  the  inmate  Hope  be  dead. 

**  The  mark  for  every  coward*s  spear? 

Her  ghost  still  haunts  the  mouldVing  heart ; 

"  No.  by  yon  altar*s  sacred  beams ! " 

No  —  pleasures,  hopes,  afft^tions  gone. 

He  cries,  and,  with  a  strength  that  seems 

The  wretch  may  bear,  and  yet  live  on. 

_ 

Not  of  this  worldf  nplifts  the  frame 

Like  thbgs,  within  the  cold  rock  found 

1 

Of  the  fail'n  Chief,  and  tow'rds  Ihc  flnme 

Alive,  when  all's  congeal'd  around. 

1 

Bears  him  along  ;^-with  death-damp  hand 

But  there's  a  hlank  repose  in  this. 

1 

The  corpse  upon  the  pyre  he  lays, 

A  cmlm  stagnation,  that  were  bliss 

1 

Then  tighU  the  consecrated  brand. 

To  the  keen,  huming,  harrowing  pain. 

1 

And  Jires  the  pile,  whose  sudden  hi  axe 

Now  felt  through  all  thy  breast  and  brain  j  — 

1 

Like  lightning  bursts  o'er  Oman's  Sea. — 

That  spasm  of  terror,  mute,  intense, 

1 

"  Now,  Freedom's  God  !  I  come  to  Thee," 

That  breathless,  agonis'd  suspense. 

^H 

1      The  youth  eaclaimB,  and  with  a  smile 

From  whose  hot  throb,  whose  deadly  aching, 

H 

^P  Of  triumph  vaulting  on  the  pile, 

The  heart  hath  no  relief  hut  breaking  1 

■     In  that  last  effori,  ere  the  fires 

1 

Have  harra'd  one  glorious  limb,  expires ! 

Calm  Is  the  wave  —  heav'o's  brilliant  lights 
Reflected  dance  heneath  the  prow  ; — 

1 

What  shriek  was  that  on  Oitan's  tide  ? 

Time  was  when,  on  such  lovely  nights. 

1 

It  came  from  yonder  drifting  bark. 

She  who  is  there,  so  desolate  now, 

1 

That  just  bath  caught  upon  her  side 

Could  sit  all  cheerful,  tbotigh  alone. 

1 

The  dt-ath-light  —  and  again  is  dark. 

And  ask  no  happier  joy  than  seeing 

1 

It  is  the  boat— ah,  why  delayed?  — 

That  star-light  o'er  the  waters  thrown  — 

k 

That  bears  the  wretched  Moslem  maid  ; 

No  joy  but  that,  to  make  her  blest. 

i 

1 

1 

1 
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And  the  fresh,  buoyant  sense  of  Being, 
Which  bounds  In  youth^s  jet  eftrelesa  hreatt,,- 
ItselT  a  star,  not  borrowing  ligbU 
Bat  in  its  own  gkd  essence  hri^^hL 
How  different  now  I  —  bnti  hnrk,  agun 
The  yell  of  havoc  ring^  — -  brave  men  I 
Id  Tain,  with  beating  hearts,  ye  stwnd 
On  the  baj'k*s  edge  ^  in  vain  each  hand 
Half  draws  the  falchion  from  its  sheath  ; 

Airs  o'er  ^  in  rust  your  blades  naay  lie  i  — 
Hf*,  at  whose  word  they've  scattered  dvath, 

Ev'n  now,  this  night,  himaelf  must  die  I 
Well  may  ye  look  to  yon  dim  tower, 

And  ask,  and  wondering  guess  what  means 
The  battle-ery  at  this  dead  hour  — 

Ah  1  she  coyhl  tell  you  —  fihe»  who  leans 
Unheeded  there,  pale,  sunk,  aghast, 
With  brow  against  the  dew-cold  raast  -,  — 

Too  well  she  knows  —  her  more  than  life. 
Her  soul's  first  idol  and  its  last. 

Lies  bleeding  in  that  mnrd'rou*  strife. 

But  see  —  what  moves  upon  the  height? 
Some  signal  !^*tis  a  torch's  light. 

What  bodes  its  solitary  glare  ? 
In  gasping  silence  tow'rd  the  Shrine 
AH  eyes  are  tura'd  —  thine,  III n da,  thine 

Fix  their  last  fading  life-h«ams  there. 
*Twafi  but  a  moment  -^  fierce  and  high 
The  death -pile  blaz'd  into  the  sky, 
And  far  away,  o'er  rock  and  Hood 

Its  melancholy  radiance  sent ; 
While  Hafed,  like  a  vision  stood 
Reveal'd  before  the  burning  pyre, 
Tall,  shadowy,  like  a  Spirit  of  Fire 

Shrin*d  in  its  own  grand  element  I 
***Ti8  hel"  —  the  sbudd'ring  maid  exclaims, — 

But^  while  she  speaks,  he's  seen  no  more  j 
High  burst  in  air  the  funeral  flames. 

And  laAs's  hopes  and  hers  are  o  erl 

One  wild,  heart-broken  shriek  she  gave  i 
Then  sprimg,  as  if  to  reach  that  blaic, 
Where  still  she  fijt'd  her  dying  gaze, 

Atid,  gazing,  sunk  into  the  wave,  — 
Deep,  deep,  —  where  never  care  or  pain 
Shall  reach  her  innocent  heart  again ! 


FarewtfU — farewell  to  thee,  Ahady's  daughter} 
(Thus  warbled  a  Peri  beneath  the  dark  sea,) 

>  "  TTili  wind  (the  Sumoor)  id  i^ftenc  the  itrlngK  «if  Iut(?«, 

Ptriin . 

*  **  One  of  tlio  icrcAtest  curloflitlet  foutid  in  (he  FeriLpin 
Gulf  if  a  fith  wbtrh  the  En«U«^i  call  SLaT-(!*h.  h  It  drrubu-. 
and  a,t  D^ght  very  luminom^  rpf«mbtlr>K  the  Titti  moon  tur- 
rountled  hy  raj»,'* —  Mirxa  Abv  Talrb, 

'  For  A  ilej'irripUQo  of  the  uierrliatraE  of  the  dale-time,  ol 


No  pearl  ever  lay,  under  Omaj*'s  green  water, 
More  pure  in  its  shell  than  ihy  Spirit  in  thee. 

Oh  I  fair  as  the  sea-flower  closse  to  thee  growing. 
How  light  was  thy  heart  till  Love'^s  witchery  came, 

Like  the  wind  of  the  south  '  a*er  a  summer  lute 
blowing, 
And  hush*d  all  its  music,  and  withered  its  frame  \ 

But  long,  Qpon  Araby's  green  sunny  highlands. 
Shall  maids  and  their  lovers  remernber  the  dcKirn 

Of  her,  who  lies  sleeping  among  the  Pearl  Islands, 
With  nought  but  the  sea-star  s  to  light  op  her 
tomb. 

And  still,  when  the  merry  date-season  is  burning,3 
And  calls  to  the  palm -groves  the  young  and  the 
old, 

The  happiest  there,  from  their  pastime  returning 
At  sunset,  will  weep  when  thy  story  is  told. 

The  young  village-maid^  when  with  flow'rs  she 
dresses 

Her  dark  flowing  hair  for  some  festival  day. 
Will  think  of  thy  fate  till,  neglecting  her  tresses, 

She  mournfully  turns  from  the  mirror  away. 

Nor  shall  I  ban,  belov'd  of  her  Hero  I  forget  thee  — 
Though  tyrants  watch  over  her  tears  as  they  start, 

Oose,  close  by  the  side  of  that  Hero  shell  set  thee, 
Embalm'd  in  the  innermost  shrine  of  her  heart. 

Farewell — ^he  it  oars  to  embellish  thy  pillow 
With  evVy  thing  beauteous  that  grows  in  the 
deep  ; 

Each  flowV  of  the  rock  and  each  gem  of  the  billow 
Shall  sweeten  thy  bed  and  illumine  thy  sleep. 

Around  thee  shall  glisten  the  loveliest  amber 
That  ever  the  sorrowing  s-ea-bird  has  wept;* 

With  many  a  shell,   in   whose   hollow -wre4ith*d 
chamber. 
We,  Peris  of  Ocean,  by  moonlight  haTe  slept. 

Well  dive  where  the  gardens  of  coral  lie  darkling, 
And  plant  all  the  rositrst  stems  at  thy  head  ; 

We'll  seek  where  the  sands  of  the  Caspian  ^  are 
sparkling. 
And  gather  their  gold  to  strew  over  thy  bed. 


their  work ,  tlielr  lUntot,  and  their  return  home  trtntk  Uia  | 
grovef  at  the  eod  QfaLityiQii  with  the  fruit*.  —  $««  Krm/i^t 
Amoenitist.  EMOt. 

*  Sovntt  nsturallvli  kK?«  tasflned  that  amber  it  «  roo- 
cretton  of  the  iMiri  of  birds.—  8es  TV^vavr,  Chamhtrt, 

A  "  The  tujr   KleMlarke,  wtikh   k  otherwUe  calied  lbs 
Golden  IB*y,  Uio  tand  whereof  ibioet  as  lire.**  —  Strm§f, 
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Farewell  — farewell  —  until  Piiy*8  swoet  faimljun 

Is  lost  m  tlie  hearu  of  ihe  fair  and  the  brave, 
Th<?y*U  weep  for  ihe  Chieftain  who  died  on  Ihai 
mountain. 
They'll  weep  for  the  Maiden  who  ileep«  in  Ihia 
watre. 


The  Bingular  placidity  with  which  Fadlaheen 
had  liatencdt  daring  the  latter  p&rt  of  this  oboox- 
iooa  ftory,  Btirpris«;d  the  Princess  and  Fk&amoius 
exceedingly ;  and  even  ioc lined  towards  him  the 
I  of  these  luunspicious  youog  pers^nSf  who 
knew  the  source  of  a  complacency  so  mar- 
"^Bofts.  The  truth  waa,  he  had  been  organizing^ 
for  the  last  few  daya,  a  most  notable  plan  of  per- 
secution againat  the  poet,  in  consequence  of  some 
pasttges  that  had  Mien  from  him  on  the  second 
evening  of  recital,^  which  appeared  to  this  wor- 
thy Chamberlain  to  contain  language  and  princi- 
ples, for  which  nothing  short  of  the  summary 
criticism  of  the  Chabtik  '  would  be  advisable.  It 
waa  bis  intention,  therefore,  immediately  on  their 
arrival  at  Cashmere,  lo  give  information  to  the 
King  of  Bdcharia  of  the  very  dangeroua  sen- 
liments  of  his  minstrel ;  and  if,  imfortunately,  that 
mooafcb  did  not  act  with  siii table  vigour  on  Ihe 
occasion,  (thai  is,  if  he  did  not  give  the  Chabuk 
to  Fekamobz^  and  a  place  to  Fadlaueen,)  there 
would  be  an  end,  he  feared,  of  all  legitimate 
govenunent  in  Bucharia.  He  could  not  help, 
however,  auguring  better  both  for  himself  and  the 
cause  of  polentates  in  general ;  and  it  was  the 
pleasure  arising  from  these  mingled  anticipations 
tha;£  diffused  such  unusual  satisfaction  through  his 
features,  and  made  his  eyes  shine  out  like  poppies 
of  the  desert,  over  the  wide  and  lifeless  wilderness 
of  that  countenance. 

Having  decided  upon  the  Foet*s  chastisement 
in  this  manner,  he  thought  it  but  humanity  to 
ipare  him  the  minor  tortures  of  criticism.  Ac- 
cordingly, when  they  assembled  the  following 
evening  iu  the  pavilion,  and  Lao. a  Roojlh  was 

I  "  Th«  apptkstioo  or«litp«  or  rodt-^' — Duboii. 

*  Kmnpfer  mentioof  fucb  ma  otnrcr  unoiig  the  ftttendiuiii 
nf  tb«KlRKorPrriia,  and  c«IU  him  "  (nrmm  corporti  mU- 
inator."  Hit  buflneia  ww,  st  itAtiTd  pcriodA.  ta  mfiuurfi  th« 
ladlet  of  the  Haram  bjr  a  lort  of  rpguIation-girJIc.  who4« 
IfnHs  It  WM  aot  thought  gm^lui  to  e)u;ci>dL  If  anj  of  thtta 
outgfew  thia  ttaadard  ol  Ahapc,  Ihey  w^re  r^ducc^  by  ahtti- 
aAOt  rtU  they  caroe  within  proper  bounds. 

•  The  Attock, 

**  Akbar  on  hli  waj  ordered  a  fort  to  be  bidll  upon  the 
flUabi  whkh  he  raUcd  Attock,  whkfa  nteaiia  In  tfa«  Indian 
tiognacc  Forbidden  ;  for,  hf  th«  ftuparttitlon  of  thfl  HJndoo«, 
ft  waa  h«ld  unlawful  tacniM  that  rttcr."— lJ»iff*i  Ulndoftaii. 


expecting  to  see  all  the  beauties  of  her  bard  melt 
away,  one  by  one,  io  the  acidity  of  criticism,  like 
pearls  in  the  cap  of  the  Egyptian  queen, ^ — he 
agreeably  disappointed  her,  by  merely  saying, 
with  an  ironical  smile,  that  the  merits  of  such  a 
poem  deserved  to  be  tried  at  a  much  higher  tri- 
bunal ;  and  then  suddenly  passed  off  into  a 
panegyric,  upon  all  Mtusuinian  sovereigns,  more 
particularly  bis  angnst  and  Imperial  master, 
A'urungaebe,— tlie  wisest  and  best  of  the  desoend^ 
ants  of  Timor  —  who,  among  other  great  things 
he  had  done  for  mankind,  had  given  to  him,  Pai>- 
LADEEN,  the  verj'  profitable  posU  of  Betel-car- 
rier, and  Taster  of  Sherbets  to  the  Emperor,  Chief 
Holder  of  the  Girdle  of  Beiyitiful  Forms*,  and 
Grand  Nazir,  or  Chamberlain  of  the  Haram. 

They  were  now  not  far  from  that  Forbidden 
River  \  beyond  which  no  pure  Hindoo  can  pass ; 
and  were  reposing  for  a  time  in  the  rich  Talley 
of  HosBon  Abdaul,  which  hod  always  been  a 
faTOorite  resting-place  of  the  Emperors  to  their 
annual  migrations  to  Cashmere.  Here  often  had 
the  Light  of  the  Faith,  Jeban-Guire,  been  known 
to  wander  with  his  beloved  and  beautiful  Noor- 
mahal ;  and  here  would  Laixa  Hoomh  have  been 
happy  to  remain  for  ever,  giving  up  the  throne  of 
Buchariaand  the  world,  for  Feramoiu;  and  love  in 
this  sweet  lonely  valley.  But  the  time  was  now 
fast  approaching  when  she  must  see  him  no  Ion* 
ger,^^or,  what  was  still  worse,  behold  him  with 
eyes  whose  every  look  beloDged  to  another ;  and 
there  was  a  melancholy  preciousness  in  these  last 
moments,  which  made  her  heturt  cling  to  them  as 
it  wotild  to  life.  During  the  latter  part  of  the 
jotimey,  indeed,  she  had  sunk  into  a  deep  sad- 
ness, from  which  QothiDg  but  the  presence  of  the 
young  minstrel  cotdd  awake  her.  Like  those 
lamps  in  tombs,  which  only  light  up  when  the 
air  is  admitted,  it  was  only  at  his  approach  thai 
her  eyes  became  smiling  and  animated.  Buthere« 
in  this  dear  valley,  every  moment  appeared  an 
age  of  pleasnre ;  she  saw  him  all  day,  and  was, 
therefore!  all  day  happy,  — resembling,  she  often 
thought,  that  people  of  Ziugc*,  who  attribute  the 

*  "  Th«  liduMtantS  of  thU  country  (Zln|it«)  arc  never  nt- 
>9ictf^d  with  sadsMia  ornelaiicholf  ;  on  tbU  tul^ect  the  SbeikJi 
Alm-tti-Kkeir'AxkaH  has  the  fol tawing  dtttlch  :-> 

*■  *  Vllto  It  the  man  without  care  or  sorrow „  (tell)  that  1 
maj  rub  o»f  hand  to  hUn. 

*^  *  (Behold)  the  Zin^inat,  without  care  or  iorrow,  r^olldt- 
•oroe  with  ilpilaet*  and  tnirtb/ 

"  The  philotophert  hare  diacotered  thAt  the  cauae  of  thti 
cbeerfUlDCi*  proceeds  from  the  influence  of  the  itar  SobeU,  or 
CanopuA,  whJch  rite*  over  ihcm  every  night.'*  —  EjttTocifram 
«  Gwgri^io^  Pettian  MammscHpt  cnlUd  H^  AkUm^  or  the 
Sevm  CUmaUt^  tnmtlaUd  by  n\  Otuek^t  -K'ff* 
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unfiiding    oheetfulness  they  enjoy  to  oDe  genial 
star  that  rises  nightly  over  their  heads.  ' 

The  whole  party,  indeed,  seemed  in  their  live- 
liest  mood  during  the  few  duy*  they  passed  in 
thi*  delightful  aolitutle.  The  young  attendants  of 
the  Prineess,  who  were  here  aUowed  a  mtich 
freer  runge  thim  they  could  safely  be  indulged 
Willi  in  a  less  sequestered  place»  ran  wild  among 
the  gardens  and  houud^d  through  the  mejidowa 
lightly  as  young  roes  over  the  aromatic  plains  of 
TiheL  While  Fadladeen»  in  addition  to  the 
spiritual  comfort  derived  by  him  from  a  pilgrim- 
age to  the  tomh  of  the  saint  from  whom  the  valley 
ifl  named,  had  uko  opportunities  of  indulging,  in  a 
sraal]  way,  his  tiiste  for  victims,  by  putting  to 
death  some  hundreds  of  iho^e  unfortunate  little 
lisardfl^,  whi<:h  all  pious  Mussulmans  make  it  a 
point  to  kill  i  —  taking  for  granted^  that  the  mjui'^ 
ner  in  which  the  ereatnre  hangs  its  heiid  is  meant 
ai  A  mimiery  of  the  attitude  tn  which  the  Failliliil 
say  their  prayers. 

About  two  miles  fVom  Hnssun  Abdaul  were 
thu«e  Royal  G&rdenfi  ^,  which  had  grown  beauti- 
ful under  the  care  of  so  many  lovely  eyes,  and 
were  l:H?4iutiful  still,  though  those  eyes  could  see 
them  no  longer.  This  place,  with  its  flowers 
and  its  holy  silence,  intermpted  only  by  the 
dipping  of  the  wtngs  af  birds  in  its  marble  basins 
filled  with  the  pure  water  of  those  hills,  was  to 
ItfAXLA  RooKH  all  that  her  heart  could  fancy  of 
fragmnce,  coolness,  and  almost  heavenly  tran- 
quillity. At  the  Prophet  said  of  Damascus,  "  it 
was  too  delicious^;*'  —  and  here^  in  listening 
to  the  sweet  voice  of  FKaAnoaz,  or  reading  in 
liii  eyet  what  yet  he  never  dared  to  telj  her, 
the  moflt  exquisite  moments  of  her  whole  life 
were  pushed.  One  evening,  when  they  had  been 
talking  of  tlie  Sultana  Nonnnahal,  the  Light  of 
the  Hanuu  ^,  who  had  so  o(ten  wandered  among 

1  Th«  itv  Sohdl,  or  Cuiotmii. 

«  *'  Tho  Ustfd  atnllto.  TtM  Amlii  njl  H  H«nluD.  Ttut 
Turkt  kill  It,  fm  th«f  kuftne  Uiiit  b^r  decUnlitK  the  head  It 
mbnlc*  llMm  «rlMO  ttay  m^  Vtuir  pnfiu%.**^  Hnttfiqmtt. 

•  For  IliMt  iMulkwIart  nifwthn  HuMua  Atidsul  I  am 
I  to  tin  v«r7  li^arasllm  lltvodlictlaii  of  Mr,  Elj^lo- 


xhewt  iQowers,  and  fed  with  her  own  handle  in 
those  marble  basins,  the  small  shining  fishes  of 
which  she  was  so  fond  \  the  youth,  in  order  to 
delay  the  moment  of  separation,  proposed  to  re- 
eite  a  short  story,  or  rather  rhapsody,  of  which 
I  this  adored  Sultana  was  the  heroine.  It  related, 
j  he  aaid,  to  the  reconcilement  of  a  sort  of  lovers* 
rjuarrel  which  took  place  between  her  and  the 
Emperor  during  a  Feast  of  Rosea  at  Cashmere  ; 
I  and  would  remind  the  Princess  of  that  difference 
between  Haroim-al'Roschid  and  his  fidr  mistrMS 
Marida'^,  which  was  so  happily  made  up  by  the 
solt  strains  of  the  musician,  MoossalL  As  the 
Story  was  chieOy  to  be  told  in  song,  and  Feha- 
MOiti  had  im luckily  forgotten  bis  own  Inte  in  the 
>^ey,  he  b<:>rrowed  the  vina  of  Lau^  Roo&b's 
little  Persian  slave,  and  thus  began  :  —' 


*  At  yott  sMflr  tl  tkal  Baiar,  vHlimit  tlw  t«t«  of  0»- 
■Is  iMisd  HHi  tr«««  |tastiMciv,«UelirsBdcrltv«fy 


SiSffiB  Iwsd  PWi  tv«««  fiasM  Bficas,  «wen  rsBOcr  ■  v«fy 
iMlsUidMil  t  II  It  ctif^rvd  SI  lap  wKli  a  pat moa  «l  Cte  taas 
tliir  Ttm  Turk*  •^jr  Hilt  «icM<|t>«  «•  ■>•*•  l«  **>«  P«««i 
|i#c««iM  Mthom«<4  ttoinir  cono  to  fhr.  vo«M  not  •Mm*  lbs 
liiirn.  M^ins  It  «m  t«M  daUatwtt."— Jlimwtf.  TMt  raaUndi 
WW  wrthf^MUmliif  iwiWy  |i««Nisla  i«i*  Wthoa  I-- WlMB 
I  Ml  iMi  (Ml  tJtii  pHavwt  tenk,  sad  looUi  dsvtt  ^hm» 
fHiM^Mw*,  1  Ihottilit  of  IWm  at  dMtlfs  IM  Kwfsror  41i  oT 
tlif  ruy  of  n<wwg*,  *  tfcat  Uwy  wm%  tao  > Itassnt  teb»toafcad 
oo.  iMit  m\f  on  lM»llim«>*  "* 


Who  has  not  heard  of  the  Vale  of  Qambmzkk^ 

With  its  roses  the  brightest  that  earth  ever  gave,  • 
Its  temples,  and  grottos,  and  fountains  as  clear 
As  the  love-lighted  eyes  that  hang  orer  their 
wave  ? 

Oh  t  to  see  it  at  sunset, — when  warm  o*er  the  Lake 

Its  splendour  at  parting  a  summer  eve  throws. 
Like  a  bride,  full  of  blushes,  when  ling'ring  to  take 
A  last  took  of  her  mirror  at  night  ere  she  goes!  — 
When  the  shrines  through  the  foliage  are  gleam* 

ing  half  shown. 
And  each  hallows  the  hour  by  some  rites  of  its 

own. 
Here  the  music  of  prayV  from  a  minaret  swells. 
Here  the  Magian  his  um,  fuU  of  perfume,  ii 
•winging. 
And  here,  at  the  altar,  a  sone  of  sweet  bella 
Round  the  waist  of  some  fair  Indian  dancer  is 
ringing. » 

>  K«Huni«hftl  tl^flf*  LiKbt  or  the  lUraai.    Sli«  «h  ^ 
terwmrdt  calied  Nourjehao,  or  tkc  lAgM  i>t  tb«  World. 
*  Stx  atHe^,  p. 372. 
r  *•  aaroon  Al  aurliid.  eloquieiM  Khallfe  &m  AbtttMct, 


lUridBb,  qoni  ■imoit  oeptndjuit  Jiiiqa*4  l*«xc^  at  cotte  i 
tetUgcnce  mjAat  d^  durfc  quelqiM  Itnt.  coanata^t  i 
t'^eiutujcr.  GUEar  BamuklL  too  tuori.  qui  t*aa  tpyiiftU 
cwawtada  4  JkJbbm  tiM  Ahoal,  ontUent  poet*  de  m  tamt  lA, 
im  iiiaapiiiir  unnliinDi  vara  wn  la  saM  de  cette  ttroultttrte. 
Ot  poilt  saicala  rordi*  da  Gisftr,  qui  fit  chAotcr  cm  ««r« 
par  Mmimll  an  ptiMaes  da  KkmiUt,  d  ot  pHaet  fut  tmO^ 
iMMbi  da  It  tattdrcMB  dat  nrt  da  paitts,  at  da  la 
da  la  vols  da  auitlelea,  qa*U  aOa  auMi^tAc  troavar 
,  tl  at  la  ptix  a*ec  dW.**^  D*HfH€itt. 

•  *•  The  r«Mt  of  iU*hmLra  lor  lu  brilUaBcj  and  dtUeacy  aT 
bai  kmf  bam  prorerbial  la  the  Baal."— #WfSrr. 

•  ^-TM  ra«md  lM»  »alit  tlia  soaa  of  ballt,  (bal  aowlBd 
«llh  fmritlilnf  tMr  "— S^i^  qf  JapadfM. 
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Or  to  see  tt  by  moonlight, — when  mellow Jy  shines 
The  light  o'er  iti  palAcefl,  gardeoK^  aud  shrini^s ; 
When  the  woter^Cidls  gleams  Like  a  qiuck  fall  of  stars. 
And  the  nigbtingiLte's  hymn  from  the  I&lc  of  Chenar^ 
Is  hroken  hy  laaghB  and  light  echoes  of  fe«t 
From  the  cool,  bhiuing  walks  whore  the  young 

people  meet*  — 
Or  at  mom,  when  the  magic  of  daylight  awakes 
A  new  wonder  each  minute^  as  slowly  it  hreaka, 
Hillfi,  cupolas,  fountains,  call'd  forth  ererj  one 
Out  of  darkness,  as  if  but  just  bom  of  the  Sun. 
When  the  Spirit  of  Fragrance  Is  up  with  the  day, 
From  his  Haram  of  night-flowers  stealing  away  ; 
And  the  wind,  full  of  wantonness,  wooa  like  a  lover 
The  young  aspen-trees',  till  they  tremble  all  over, 
When  the  East  is  as  warm  as  the  1  ight  of  first  hopes, 

And  Day,  with  his  banner  of  radiance  unfnrl'd^ 
Shines  in  through  the  mountainous  portal-  that 
opes, 

Sublime,  from  that  Valley  of  blisa  to  the  world  I 

But  never  yet,  by  nigbt  or  day. 
In  dew  of  spring  or  summer's  ray, 
Did  the  sweet  Valley  shine  so  gay 
As  now  it  shines  —  all  love  and  light. 
Visions  by  day  and  feasts  by  night  [ 
A  happier  smile  illumes  each  brow, 

With  quicker  spread  each  heart  uncloses, 
And  all  is  eestasy,  —  for  dow 

The  Valley  holds  its  Feast  of  Roses; 3 
The  joyois  Time,  when  pleasures  pour 
Profnsely  round  and,  in  their  shower, 
Hearts  open,  like  the  Scosou's  Rose,  -^ 

The  Flow  Vet  of  a  hundred  leaves,* 
Expanding  while  the  dew-fall  flows, 

And  every  leaf  its  balm  receiver, 

Twas  when  the  hoar  of  eyening  came 

t*pon  the  Lake,  serene  and  cool. 
When  Day  had  hid  his  stiltry  flame 

Behind  the  palms  of  Bara^ioltle,  * 
When  maids  began  to  lift  their  heads, 
Refresh "d  frotu  their  embroidered  beds, 
Where  they  had  slept  the  sun  away, 
And  wak'd  to  moonlight  and  to  play. 

)  '*  The  lltUe  !•!»  \n  ihe  Lake  of  CBchemire  are  lot  witb 
arbouM  iuid  Urge-ICAred  pipcfo-trpci,  flleud«r  «n<t  t*U.'" — 
Bernifr, 

*  "  The  Tuckt  SuliniAD.  the  aamt^  bettowed  bj  tbe  Ma- 
boniiii«buiit  on  rhii  tillJ,  forou  one  aide  of  *  grand  portal  to 
th«  Lake.",-  Far*l^r- 

*  *'  The  Feaat  of  Rotci  coutinupi  ihe  who1«  tlm«  ot  Ihdr 
rcntalDlnf  lin  bloom,"  —  S«e  PietTO  dc  ta  VaUe, 

4  **  Gut  «ad  bffrk.  the  Rote  oC  a  bundrvd  teavei,  J  ttcHeire 
a  particular  ipedei." —  Ousele^f. 


"  A  ptaM  DMDtloDad  to  thm  Toozek  Jehangecryj  or  hfa- 


All  were  abroad  —  the  busiest  hive 
On  Bela's  ^'  hi  Us  is  less  alive, 
When  saffron- bed*  are  full  in  flowV, 
Than  looked  the  Valley  in  that  hour. 
A  thousand  restless  torches  play'd 
Through  every  grove  aud  island  shade  ; 
A  thousand  sparkling  lamps  were  set 
On  v:\'cry  dome  and  minaret ; 
And  ^elds  and  pathways,  far  and  near. 
Were  lighted  by  a  blase  so  clear, 
That  yon  coiUd  see,  in  waud'ring  ronnd, 
The  smallest  rose-leaf  on  tbe  ground. 
Yet  did  the  maids  and  matrons  leave 
Their  Tells  at  home,  that  brilliant  eve  ; 
And  there  were  gtancing  eyea  about. 
And  cheeks,  that  would  not  dare  shine  out 

Ln  open  day,  but  thotight  they  might 
Look  lovely  then,  because  'twos  night. 
And  all  were  free,  and  wandering, 

And  all  exclaimed  to  all  tbey  met. 
That  never  did  the  summer  bring 

So  gay  a  Feast  of  Roses  yet  j  — 
The  moon  bad  never  sbed  a  light 

So  clear  as  that  which  bless'd  them  there  i 
The  roses  ne*er  shone  half  so  bright, 

Nor  they  themselves  look'd  half  so  fair. 

And  what  a  wilderness  of  fiow'rsl 
It  seem'd  as  tbongh  from  all  the  how^ra 
And  fairest  fields  of  all  the  year, 
The  mingled  spoil  were  scatter^  here. 
The  Lake,  t<xi,  like  a  garden  breathes. 

With  the  rich  buds  that  o'er  it  lie,  — 
As  if  a  shower  of  fairy  wreaths 

Had  fall'n  npon  it  from  the  sky  ! 
And  then  the  sounds  of  joy,  —  the  beat 
Of  labors  and  of  dancing  feet, — 
Tbe  minaret'Crier's  chaunt  of  glee 
Sung  from  bis  lighted  gallery,' 
And  answer'd  by  a  ziraleet 
From  neighbouring  Haram,  wild  and  aweet  j— - 
The  merry  laughter^  echoing 
From  gardens,  where  the  stlken  swing  ^ 
Wafts  some  delighted  girl  above 
The  top  leaves  of  the  orange-grove  ; 

rnolrit  'Of  JehaJi-Guire.  whf^re  there  ti  an  account  uf  the  hcd* 
orunaVon-Qawers  «ljou,t  Catbnxrro. 

7  *^'  jt  k  tbe  cu»LDm  among  the  votnm.  to  emptojr  the 
Maateen  tci  fihauiit  from  tbe  ffiillery  of  the  nearcit  minaret^ 
wlilcli  on  that  occailon  li  illumknatL'd,  and  the  women  aiaem- 
Itled  at  the  iiouie  retpoud  at  buienrali  wUh  a  alrale«t  or  iofDiii 
cborui ."  —  R  uatH. 

X'  "  ll)e  iirliig  U  a  Gifourlle  paattma  In  tbo  Eait,  aj  pro- 
motlpf  a  cijrcalatlon  ot  air,  extremelf  refyething  Ln  Ibofe 
auttiy  cUmatcA."^  Richardjion, 

"  The  iwfngi  art!  adom^  with  rectootu.  Tfali  paitlme  ia 
acei>mpatilcd  with  mmlc  of  rolce«  wnd  of  ioiiruoetiti,  hirod 
by  tl»B  niaateri  of  the  iwlDfi/^ —  Thtwrnoi. 
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Or,  fhwu  tliose  infimt  gronpi  at  play 
Among  the  tents  '  that  line  the  way, 
Flinging,  unaw'd  by  slave  or  mother, 
Handfuls  of  nises  at  each  other. — 
Then,  the  sounck  from  the  Lake, -^  the  low  whia- 
p'riog  in  boats^ 
Ab   they  shoot  through   the  moonlight  j*— the 
dipping  of  oars» 
And  the  wild,  airy  warbling  that  ev'ry  where  floats. 
Through  the  groves,  round  the  islands,  as  if  all 
the  shores. 
Like  tliose  of  Kathay,  atter*d  music,  and  gave 
An  answer  in  song  to  the  kiss  of  each  wave.  '^ 
But  the  gentk^st  of  all  arc  those  soandg,  full  of 

feeling. 
That  soft  from  the  lute  of  some  lover  are  stealiiig, — 
Some  lover,  who  knows  all  the  heart-touching 

power 
Of  a  lute  and  a  sigh  in  this  magical  hour. 
Oh  I  best  of  delights  as  it  evVy  where  is 
To  be  near  the  lov'd  Oncy — ^what  a  raptnre  is  his 
Who  in  moonlight  and  music  thus  sweetly  may 
glide  [side  ! 

O'er  the  Lake  of  CuRitSRB,  whh  that  Ont  by  his 
If  woman  can  make  the  worst  wilderness  dear. 
Think,  think  what  a  Heav'n  she  must  miik«  of 

CaSBV£K£ ! 

So  felt  the  magnificent  Son  of  AcnAit, ' 

When  from  pow'r  and  pomp  iknd  the  trophies  of 

war 
He  flew  to  that  Valley*  forgetting  them  all 
With  the  Light  of  the  Uaram,  his  young  Noitb- 

MAOAL, 

'^ITten  free  and  uncrowD^d  as  the  Cofi<|ueror  rov\| 
By  the  banks  of  that  hike,  with  his  only  helov'd, 
Me  saw,  in  the  wrcatfas  she  would  playfully  snateh 
Frem  the  hedges,  a  glory  his  crown  could  not 

matcK 
And  preferred  in  his  heart  the  least  ringlet  that 

curFd 
Down    her  exquisite  neck  to  the  throne  of  the 

world. 

There's  a  beauty,  for  ever  imchangingly  bright. 
Like  the  long,  sunny  lapse  of  a  siimmer-day's  light. 


t  "  At  lh«  keepfag  of  the  Featt  of  RoMt  we  beb«ld  m  fu- 
flalti  Dttnber  of  taats  pitched,  with  tuch  &  crowd  or  mm, 
VOfneo,  boft,  Ukd  jrlrti,  with  muilr,  d&ncct,"  Ac*  kc*^Ntt- 

*  *■  Aa  old  coiamrotatOT  of  the  Cboii-Klng  fAfit  <be  Rn- 
eiMMl  twrlng  remarked  th«t  a  current  of  wat«r  autdc  •ome  of 
thf  »tooe«  Attar  Ut  b«ak«  tend  Torih  a  fciind.  tbcf  detacbed 
•ora*  of  thvai,  and  balof  charmed  wUh  ikc  dcllKhirul  ioand 
tlt«jr  emlttnd,  cjonstrocUNl  King  u>r  enutJcAl  luilruia«nt*  at 
tbtftn/'  —  Grt/sirr, 

Tblj  minieuloui  <|iiBlity  hAi  burnt  aUrtbuted  alao  to  thm 


Shining  on,  shining  on,  by  no  shadow  made  lender. 
Till  Lore  fidls  asleep  in  ita  samenesa  of  cplcn- 

donr. 
Thia  MVM  not  the  beauty — oh,  nothing  like  thia. 
That  to  yoong  Noubmahal  gave  auch  magic  of 

blis«  I 
But  that  loveliuesa,  erer  in  motion,  which  plays 
Like  the  Hgbt  upon  autumn*s  soft  shadowy  dmya. 
Now  here  and  now  there,  giving  warmth  as  ti  flies 
From  the  lip  to  the  cheek,  jfrom  the  cheek  to  the 

eyes ; 
Now  melting  id  mist  and  now  breaking  in  ^eamf. 
Like  tbe  gllmpaea  a  saint  hath  of  HeaVn  in  hia 

dreams. 
When  jierisive,  it  seem'd  as  if  that  very  graces 
Th[it  ehunn  of  all  others,  was  bom  with  her  huoif} 
And  when  angry, — for  ev*n  In  the  tranqaiDeat 

climes 
Light  breezes  will  raffle  the  blossoms  sotnetimec — 
Tbe  short,  passing  anger  hut  seem'd  to  awaken 
Kew  beauty,  like  flow'ra  that  are  sweetest  whiai 

shaken. 
If  tenderness  tonch'd  her,  the  dark  of  her  eye 
At  once  ti>ok  a  darker,  a  heav'nlier  dye. 
From  the  depth  of  whose  shadow,  like  holy  re* 

vealiflgs 
From  innermost  shrines,  came  the  Ugfal  of  ber 

feelings. 
Then  her  mirth — ^oh  I  'twas  sportive  as  ever  took 

wing 
From  the  heart  with  a  burst,  like  the  wild-bird  to 

spring ; 
Illuni'd  by  a  wit  that  would  ^cinate  aagea. 
Yet  playful  as  Peri*  jtiit  loos'd  from  their  cagea.^ 
While  ber  laugh,  full  of  life,  withoot  any  control 
But  the  sweet  one  of  gracefulness,  rung  ftx>m  her 

soul  ; 
And  where  it  most  sparkled  do  glance  oouM  dia- 

cover, 
In  lip,  cheek,  or  eyes,  for  she  hrighten'd  all  over»  ^— 
Like  any  fair  lake  that  the  breeze  is  upon. 
When  it  breaks  into  dimples  and  laughs  in  the  snn. 
Such,  saeh  were  the  peerless  enchantmenta,  that 

g«ve 
Not;  RM  AH  At.  the  proud  Lord  of  the  Eaat  for  her 

slave  : 


ihore  of  Attka.    "  ttujoi  Uttui,  aU  C^paUa,  e 

•tram  illtib  tefTB  undia  rnddcrr,  quod  proyCtir  I 

tlooit  rim  puto  dictum/'  —  Ltidi/9.  fiwtt  M  dwgmti».  4t  CV- 

M'toi,  Dei,  llh.  x?UK  c.  I». 

*  Jebon-Gulre  wai  th«  ton  of  the  Or««t  ACbar. 

«  In  the  w»r»  of  tb«  Dive*  wttli  Ch«  VerU,  wbacwrOT  Uw 
formrr  tooli  the  lalter  pf-boaera,  *'  II117  fthut  tUi«m  up  lit  \nm 
cagei,  and  bunf  tbnn  00  tha  blglicat  tnwt.  Here  lh«»y  m$tm 
rikllcd  by  th«lr  ccmpaaigpa,  «bo  bramlti  tbcm  the  cbototst 
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1 

And  thowgli  hnght  wa«  hk  Hjwimi,  —  a  livjng  ' 

That  smiling  left  the  monntain^s  brow 

L 

parterre 

As  though  its  waters  ne*er  could  sever, 

H 

Of  the  flow*rs  ^  of  this  plimet -^  tboagh  treuores 

Yet,  ere  it  reach  the  plain  below. 

were  there, 

Breaks  into  floods,  that  pan  for  ever. 

For  which  Soluwan's  self  might  have  giir*n  all  the 

store 

Oh,  you,  that  have  the  charge  of  Love, 

That  the  navy  from  Opwia  e'er  wingM  to  his  shore, 

Keep  him  in  rosy  bondage  bound. 

Yet  dim  before  her  were  the  Bmiies  of  them  adl. 

As  in  the  Fields  of  Bliss  above 

And  the  Light  of  his  Haram  was  young  Nou»- 

He  sits,  with  flow'rets  fetter'd  round  ;  ^  — 

3(AHAL  1 

Loose  not  a  tie  that  round  him  clings, 
Nor  ever  tct  him  use  his  wings  ; 

i 

Bat  where  is  she  now,  this  Eight  of  joy, 

For  ev'n  an  hour,  a  minute's  flight 

1 

WheD  bltss  is  ey«rj  heart *i  employ  ?  — 

Will  rob  the  plumes  of  half  their  light. 

When  all  aroifkfcd  her  is  so  bright. 

Like  that  celestial  bird,  —  whose  nest 

So  Like  the  visioas  of  a  trance. 

Is  found  beneath  far  Eastern  skies,  =- 

That  one  might  thinks  who  came  hy  chacee 

Whose  wings,  though  radiant  when  at  rest. 

lato  the  vale  thk  bappj  oight, 

Lose  all  their  glory  when  he  flies  M 

1 

lie  saw  that  City  of  Delight « 

1 

In  Fairy -land^  whose  streets  and  tow'rs 

Some  difference,  of  this  dang'rous  kind,  — 

1 

Are  made  of  gems  and  light  and  flow'rs  1 

By  which,  though  lights  the  links  that  bind 

1 

Where  is  the  lov'd  Sultana  ?  where, 

The  fondest  hearts  may  soon  he  riv*[i ; 

When  mirth  brings  out  the  young  and  fair, 

Some  shadow  in  Love's  summer  heav'n. 

Does  she,  the  fairest,  hide  her  brow^ 

Which,  though  a  fleecy  speck  at  first. 

In  melancholy  stillness  now  ? 

May  yet  in  awful  thunder  burst ;  — 
Such  cloud  it  is,  that  now  hangs  over 

Alaa  I  — how  light  a  cause  may  move 

The  heart  of  the  Imperial  Lover, 

Diflflension  between  hearts  that  love  ? 

And  far  hath  banish*d  from  his  sight 

i 

Uearta  that  the  world  in  vain  had  tried, 

His  NotTHHAHAT^  hU  llaram's  Light  1 

1 

And  sorrow  but  more  closely  tied  - 

Hence  is  it,  on  this  happy  night. 

1 

That  stood  the  storm,  when  weaves  were  rough. 

When  Pleasure  through  the  fields  and  groves 

1 

Tet  in  a  sunny  hour  fall  od; 

Has  let  loose  all  her  world  of  loves. 

Like  6hip«  ihat  have  gone  down  at  sea, 

And  every  heart  has  found  its  own, 

When  heaven  was  all  tranquillity  J 

He  wanders,  joyless  and  alone. 

A  something,,  light  as  air  —  a  took. 

And  weary  as  that  bird  of  Thrace, 

A  word  tmkind  or  wrongly  taken  — 

Whose  pinion  knows  no  resting-place.  ^ 

Oh  i  love,  that  tempests  never  shook, 

A  breath  1  a  t^juch  like  this  hath  Bhaken, 

In  vain  the  loveliest  cheeks  and  eyes 

And  ruder  words  will  soon  rush  in 

This  Eden  of  the  Earth  supplies 

To  spread  the  breach  that  words  begin  ; 

Come  crowding  round  —  the  cheeks  are  pale, 

And  eyes  forget  the  gentle  ray 

The  eyes  are  dim  i —  though  rich  the  spot 

They  wore  in  courtship's  smiling  day  ; 

With  every  flowV  this  earth  has  got, 

And  voices  Lose  the  tone  that  shed 

What  is  it  to  the  nightingale. 

A  tenderness  round  all  they  sud  i 

If  there  his  darling  rose  is  not  ?  * 

Till  fast  declining,  ooe  by  one^ 

In.  vain  the  Valley *s  smiling  throng 

^ 

The  sweetnesses  of  love  are  gone, 

Worship  him,  as  he  moves  along  *, 

And  hearts,  so  lately  mingled,  seem 

He  heeds  them  not  —  one  smile  of  hem 

Like  broken  clouds,  —  or  like  ihc  strtaui. 

Is  worth  a  world  of  worshippers. 

^  In  tbe  Malay  langui^fl  the  ntnr  word  itgtiififs  women 

l^olQurfl.  bu(  wlien  It  Otet  they  lace  all  tbefr  fplcodour.*'  — 

and  flow«n. 

Grmier. 

«  The  caplul  of  ShaduktJim.    S^  note  K  p.  3»j. 

*  "  As  thcicr  blrdi  on  Vlw  Dotphorui  are  nerer  known  to 

fMl,  thrjr  are  called  by  Ibe  French  *  le«  Ame*  damufiea/  '*  — 

DaIt0ipag, 

B.lig1«utet. 

«  ■*  You  may  place  a  band  red  handibli  of  fragrant  bertM 

*  "  ikmoDg  tho  blrdt  of  Tonqnin  li  a  Rpccici  of  golddncU^ 

■nd  flower*  before  the  Dlgfatitigale,  jei  he  wlihet  not,  In  hlii 

1 

wtilcb  itng*  M  tiielDdii>ii«lf  ihat  it  1*  callvd  Lh<>  Celeitial  Bird. 

ron»tant  heart,  for  more  than  the  tweet  brfath  of  bli  btrluvcd 

1 

Its  wing*,  when  it  i»  perched,  appeaT  variegated  with  beautifal 

fOlC."  — JffWif, 

1 

1 

L 

I 
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They  but  the  Star'i  adorers  are, 

She  U  the  Heav'a  that  lights  the  Star  I 

Hence  b  it^  too,  that  "SoxmxAnxh, 

Amid  the  luxnries  of  this  hour 
Far  from  the  Joyous  festival. 

Sit*  in  her  own  sequestered  bowV, 
With  no  one  near,  to  soothe  or  aid, 
But  that  inspired  and  urondrous  inaid^ 
Namoitna,  the  Enehaotress ;  —  oue. 
O'er  whom  his  race  the  golden  sua 
For  nnreiiiember'd  years  has  ran. 
Yet  never  saw  her  blooming'  brow 
Younger  or  fairer  than  'tb  oow. 
N^iy,  rather,  —  as  the  west  wind*s  sigh 
Freshens  the  flowV  ii  passes  by,  — 
Time's  wing  but  secm'd,  in  stealing  o*er, 
To  leave  her  lovelier  than  before. 
Yet  on  her  smiles  a  sadness  huag. 
And  when,  as  oft,  she  spoke  or  sung 
Of  other  worlds,  there  came  a  light 
From  her  dark  eyes  so  strangely  bright, 
That  all  believ*d  nor  man  nor  earth 
Were  conscioos  of  N  amount 'a  birth ! 

All  spells  and  talismans  she  knew, 

From  the  great  Mantra  '»  which  around 
The  Air*»  sublimer  Spirits  drew. 

To  the  gold  gems^  of  Afhic,  bound 
Upon  the  wandVmg  Arab's  arm, 
To  keep  him  from  the  Siltira  s'  harm. 
And  she  had  pledged  her  powerful  art,  — 
PIt^g*d  it  with  all  the  ztiil  and  heiirt 
Of  one  who  knew,  though  high  her  sphere. 
What  *twas  to  lose  a  love  so  dear,  — 
To  find  some  spell  that  should  recall 
Her  Selims^  smile  to  NucriiahalI 

'Twas  midnight — through  the  lattice,  wreath 'd 
With  woodbioe,  many  a  perfoine  breathed 
From  plants  that  wake  when  others  sleep, 
From  timid  jasmine  buds,  that  keep 
Their  odour  to  themselves  ail  day. 
But,  when  the  sun -light  dies  away, 

i  '*  He  li  ftjild  to  hAve  found  tii«  groat  Mantra,  ipxelt  or 
taJlBinKni,  tbrough  which  her  ruled  o?er  the  etcmeoti  AOd^plrttt 
otikVt  denooiinitiont,"—  WHf&r4. 

*  **  The  gold  Jciroli  of  JSnnle.  ^h\<h  art'  CAlled  bj  the 
AimtM  EL  Herrei,  fjroni  tbe  *uppo«vU  charm  Ibey  coolilii/'  — 
Jackton. 

^  "  A  demon,  luppowd  to  blunt  wood*,  Ac.  in  a  human 
•b«p«/*  —  RidMr^aon, 

*  Tbe  luune  of  Jah«n*Oufre  befDrc  hit  acccailoD  to  the 
throne. 

*  "  Hcmud^ara,  or  tbe  Sea  of  Gold^  with  floircn  of  the 
brlghtptt  fold  colour." —  Jf/r  M'.  Jomu. 

*  '<  Thij  tr«e<th«  NAg«c«>«ara)Uooe  of  tberooftdeUghcAil 


Let  the  delicious  secret  out 

To  every  bree2e  that  roams  abont ;  — 

When  thtu  Namouna  ;  —  '*  'Tis  the  hour 

"  That  scatters  spells  on  herb  and  dow'r» 

"  And  garlands  might  be  gather'd  now, 

"  That,  iwin'd  around  the  sleeper*B  brow, 

**  Would  make  him  dream  of  sueh  delights, 

**  Such  miracles  and  dazzling  sights, 

**  As  Genii  of  the  San  behold, 

"^^  At  evening,  from  their  tents  of  gold 

"  Upon  the*  horizon  —  where  they  play 

"  Till  twilight  comes,  and,  ray  by  ray, 

**  Their  sunny  mansions  melt  away. 

"  Now,  too,  a  ehaplet  might  be  wreath'd 

**  Of  buds  o  er  which  the  moon  has  breath'd, 

**  Which  worn  by  her,  whose  love  has  stray 'd, 

**•  Might  bring  some  Peri  frtim  the  skies, 
*»  Some  sprite,  whose  very  soul  is  made 

**  Of  flow  Yets'  breaths  and  lovers'  sighs^ 

•*  And  who  might  tell " 

"  For  me,  for  me," 
Cried  NouiiMA^HAi.  Impatiently,  — 
"  Oh  \  twine  that  wreath  fbr  me  to-night.** 
Then,  rapidly*  with  foot  as  light 
As  the  young  musk-roe*s,  otit  she  flew, 
To  ctill  each  shining  leaf  that  grew 
Beneath  the  moonlight's  hallowing  beams. 
For  this  enchanted  Wreath  of  Dreams. 
Anemones  and  Seas  of  Gold,  ^ 

And  new'blown  lilies  of  the  rtfer, 
And  those  sweet  flowerets,  that  unfold 

Their  buds  on  Camai>eva*s  quiver \^  — 
The  tube-rose,  with  her  silvery  light, 

That  in  the  Gardens  of  Malay 
Is  call'd  the  Mistress  of  the  Night,  T 
So  like  a  bride^  scented  and  bright, 

She  comes  out  when  the  sun's  away  ;  — 
Amaranths,  such  as  crown  the  maids 
That  wander  through  Zamara's  shades  ;  *  — 
And  the  white  moon-^ow'r,  as  it  shows. 
On  SEREimrD's  high  crags,  to  those 
Who  near  the  isle  at  evening  sail, 
Scenting  her  clove-trees  in  the  gale ; 
In  short,  all  flowerets  and  all  plants, 

From  the  divbe  Amrita  tree,  ^ 

on  cJirtb,  and  the  deltcloui  odour  of  tti  bloasomt  Jutllj  ftvitt 
them  a  plAce  In  the  quiver  of  CamadcTa^  or  the  God  of  Lofe.** 
I  —Sir  W.Jonts. 

7  ''  The  Malay»ot  stjle  the  tabe-ro*e  ( PoUantbet  tuttrron) 
SandaJ  AUUro,  or  tbe  Mlttrcu  of  the  "Si^hi:*  ^  Pemmmmt, 

<  Tbft  peopCe  of  the  Batta  coQBtrj  in  Somatr*  (oT  wbtck 
Karnara  Ii  one  of  tiks  aackut  raimeii),  "  wbto  not  rafafcd  bi 
war,  lad  an  ldl«t  Inactive  Ufb,  iNtailag  tbe  dajr  la  ptajftnt  on 
a  Jijfid  of  flute,  erowncd  with  gmrlaodt  of  Aoweri,  amoog 
which  tbe  gtobe-aroaranthui,  a  native  of  tbf  countiy,  moatlj 
prtitallt.**  —  iS^rnden, 

■  Th«  torgott  and  ricbeit  ton  (of  thc'  Janibu.  or  ruev 
apple)  ic  called  Atniita,  or  Immortal,  and  the  niftbolafiflt*  of 
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Tliat  bleues  lieaTeii's  iahabiUnta 

With  firaiu  of  tmmortalitj, 
Down  to  tbe  b&^il  tuft^  that  wavei, 
Its  fragrant  falomiota  over  gniYefl, 

And  to  the  humble  rosemary, 
Whoae  Kweets  so  ihaukkctsly  are  nhed 
To  scent  the  desert  ^  and  I  he  dead  :  — 
All  in  that  garden  bloom,  and  ait 
Are  gathered  by  young  NotfiiMAOAL, 
Who  heaps  her  bajskets  with  the  6ow*rt 

And  leaires,  till  they  can  hold  no  more  ; 
Then  to  Namoona  fliea,  and  ibov'rs 

Upon  her  lap  the  fihining  atore. 

With  what  delight  the*  Enchantresi  view* 

So  many  buds^  bathed  with  the  dews 

And  beams  of  that  bless'd  hour! — her  glance 

Spoke  something,  past  all  mortal  pleasures. 
As,  in  a  kind  of  holy  trance. 

She  hung  above  those  fragrant  treasarea. 
Bending  to  drink  their  balmy  ai^^ 
Aa  tf  ahe  mix^d  her  soul  with  tlR-irs. 
Aod  *twas,  indeed,  the  perfume  shed 
From  flow*ri  and  scented  flxmie,  that  fed 
Her  charmed  life  —  for  none  had  e'er 
Beheld  her  taste  of  mortal  fare, 
Nor  ever  in  aught  earthly  dip. 
But  the  mom's  dew,  ber  roseate  lip, 
Fiird  with  the  cool,  inspiring  stnell, 
The'  Enehantress  now  begins  her  spell, 
Ttius  singing  as  she  winds  and  weaves 
Id  mystic  form  the  glittering  leaves  :  -^ 

1  know  where  the  winged  Tisions  dwell 

That  around  the  night- bed  play  i 
I  know  each  herb  and  flowYet's  bell^ 
Where  they  bide  their  wings  by  day. 
Then  hasten  we,  maid. 
To  twine  our  brairl^ 
To-morrow  the  dreajiis  and  flow'rs  will  fade. 

The  image  of  love,  that  nightly  flies 
To  Tisit  the  bashful  maidf 

Tibet  «pf)tr  tb«  Mint*  word  to  «  celettUl  tree,  bwiinf  ua^ 
brofL&J  fruit/* — Sir  tf%  Jomn. 

1  Si^Mt  twtU,  called  Rflf  bui  In  Penta,  and  gene  rail  j  (bund 
In  ebureJiyardi. 

*"  The  wooum  In  Rarpt  go.  at  1«ut  two  dija  In  ttie  week, 
to  pnif  and  weep  at  the  Mpulchrnf  of  the  tSnid;  and  the 
cuiiocn  then  li  to  throw  upon  the  tnmbi  a  lort  of  hert}  whIcJi 
tke  AratM  call  rikan,  and  wblch  ii  our  iw«vl  ba&ll.  —  Haiilet, 
Lett.  16. 

*  **  la  Che  Graat  Dctert  are  £aiund  raaoy  Malka  of  lavender 
«Dd  fx»ma»rf"~^J»wi.  Ret, 

^  **  Tbe  almofid-trcc,  with  white  flowrra,  btofaomi  on  the 
beLTe  branche*/'  ^  Hauelqmut 

*  An  herb  on  Mount  Libanui,  which  U  i*ld  tocommonicaia 
a  jrellow  folden  hue  to  the  teelb  ot  the  goatu  and  other  Antmaij 
that  graxe  up<:>n  k. 

Nie^ttkr  Ibinlu  thli  maf  be  the  herb  wbkh  the  Ra«tem 
•khytnlttA  look  to  a*  a  meAot  of  lOi^LltlQg  gold-    *•  Mo«t  of 


Steali  itom  tbe  Jasmine  flower,  that  aigha 

Its  souly  like  her,  in  the  shade. 
Tbe  dream  of  a  fature«  happier  hour, 

That  alighta  on  mlaery^A  brow, 
Spring*  out  of  the  iilr^ry  almond-flow V, 
That  blooms  on  a  leaflesa  bough.' 
Then  hasten  we,  maid, 
To  twine  our  braid, 
To-morrow  the  dreams  aod  flowers  will  fade. 

The  vifilons,  that  oft  to  worldly  eye« 

The  glitter  of  mines  unfold. 
Inhabit  the  mouutaia-herb\  that  dyes 

The  tooth  of  tbe  fawn  like  gold. 
The  phatilom  shapes — oh  touch  not  them  — 

That  appal  the  murd'rer's  sight, 
Liyk  in  the  fleshly  mandrake's  stenn, 

Thnt  shrieks,  when  pluck'd  ut  night  1 
Then  hasten  we,  maid. 
To  twine  our  braid. 
To-morrow  the  dreams  and  flowers  will  fade. 

The  dream  of  the  injtir'd,  pntieut  mind. 
That  smiles  witb  the  w  rongs  of  juen. 
Is  found  in  the  bruis'^d  and  wound«d  rind 
Of  the  cinnamon,  sweetest  then. 
Then  hapten  we,  maid. 
To  twine  our  braid ^ 
To-morrow  the  dreams  and  flowers  will  fade» 

No  aoofiier  was  the  iow'ry  crown 

Placed  <m  her  head,  than  sleep  came  down, 

GeDtly  as  nighta  of  summer  fall, 

Upon  the  lids  of  NouiiMAtfALs— 

And,  suddenly*  a  tuneful  breese. 

As  full  of  smalK  rich  harmonies 

As  ever  wind,  that  o'er  the  tents 

Of  Aj!An  *  blew,  was  full  of  scents. 

Steals  on  her  ear,  and  floats  and  Dwells, 

Like  the  first  air  of  morning  creeping 
Into  tho«e  wrealby.  Red  Sea  shells^ 

Where  LoTe  himael^  of  old,  lay  sleeping ;  * 

thofle  akhrmkal  entbutiaiti  think  thrmielm  sure  of  lucceii. 
1/  thoy  could  but  find  out  the  hcrbi  tA'hich  gild*  the  teeth  and 
BiTei  a  yellow  colour  to  thv  tlnh  of  the  thecp  that  eat  li- 
Even  iJie  oil  of  this  plant  must  tie  of  a  golden  colotir.  It  U 
calU**!  llatrhiMehitt  t4  dab." 

Father  Jerocne  Dandlni,  boweter,  at»erti  that  the  teeth  of 
tfa«  foaia  at  Mount  Litvtou»  are  of  a  ff/err  cnli>vir  i  und  Acldt, 
*'  thU  conflTma  Co  me  that  which  I  obaervedln  Candia  i  to  wit, 
that  the  aTittnait  iliat  live  on  Mount  tda  eat  a  certain  herb, 
which  rpodert  ibelr  teeth  of  a  golden  coHour  \  wblchtaoordlnig 
to  mf  iudgment,  cannot  otberwUe  proofed  than  fkom  tb« 
mlneti  which  are  under  frotiMl."—DaM(&i»^»  Vofife  to  Mooot 
Ulianu. 

»  The  myrrh  country, 

0  "  ThU  ldt>a(af  deltlei  llTlng  Id  ihelU)  wss  not  uakBOwn 
to  the  Greeks,  who  reprfmU  the  young  N«r{|«t,ail«  af  flM 
Cupids,  at  lUtaf  In  ihdla  on  th«  ahore*  of  tbs  BmI  SaB/*-> 
WHfitrd. 
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And  now  a  Spirit  form'dj  \ivoald  seem. 
Of  uiufiic  and  of  light,  —  so  fair. 
So  brilliantly  his  features  beam, 

Aod  socli  a  sound  is  m  the  air 
Of  sweetness  whei*  he  waves  his  wings,— = 
HoTen  arouud  her,  and  thus  sings : 

From  CHnmARA's  i  warbling  fount  I  come, 
Coll'd  by  that  moonlight  garland's  spell ; 
From  Chindaiia*b  fount,  my  fairy  home, 

Where  in  niu«ic»  mom  nnd  night,  I  dwell. 
Where  lutes  lu  the  air  are  heard  about, 

And  voices  are  singing  the  whole  day  long* 
And  every  sigh  the  heart  breathes  otit  \ 

Is  turo'd,  aM  it  leaves  the  lips,  to  song  J 
Hither  I  come 
From  my  foiry  home. 
And  if  there's  a  maf^ie  in  Music's  Btram, 
I  swear  by  the  breath 
Of  that  moonlight  wreath, 
Thy  Lover  shall  sigh  at  thy  feet  again. 

For  mine  is  the  hiy  that  lightly  floats, 
And  nciine,are  tbe  murm'ring,  dying  notes. 
That  fall  as  soft  as  snow  on  the  sea. 
And  tuelt  in  the  heart  as  instantly  :  — 
And  the  passionate  strain  that,  deeply  going, 

lUfines  the  bostim  it  trembles  througli, 
As  the  musk -wind,  over  the  water  blowing, 

Ruffles  the  wave,  but  sweetens  it  too* 

Mine  is  the  charm,  who«e  mystic  sway 
The  Spirits  of  pnst  Delight  obey  ;  — 
Let  but  the  tuneful  talisman  soiand, 
And  they  come,  like  Genii,  hovVing  round. 
And  mine  is  the  gentle  song  that  bears 

From  soul  to  soul,  the  wishes  of  love, 
As  a  bird,  that  waf^s  through  genJal  airs 

The  cinnamon-seed  from  grove  to  grove> 


'Tis  I  that  mingle  in  one  sweet  i 

The  past,  the  present,  and  future  of  pie 

When  Memory  links  the  tone  that  is  gone 

With  the  blissful  tone  ibat's  still  in  the  ear  j 
And  Hope  from  a  heavenly  note  flies  on 

To  a  note  tnore  heavenly  still  that  is  Dear. 

The  warrior  s  heart,  when  touch 'd  by  me, 
Can  as  downy  soft  and  as  yielding  be 
As  his  own  white  plume,  that  high  amid  death 
Through  the  field  has  shone — ^  yet  mores  witb  a 

breath  I 
Andj  oh,  how  the  eyes  of  Beauty  gUsten, 

When  Music  has  reach'd  her  inward  soul, 
Like  the  silent  stars,  that  wipk  and  listen 
Wiile  Heaven's  eternal  melodies  rolL 
So,  hither  I  come 
From  my  fiiiry  home. 
And  if  there^s  a  magic  in  Music's  strain, 
I  swear  by  the  breath 
Of  that  moonlight  wreath, 
Thy  lover  shall  sigh  at  thy  feet  again, 

'Tia  dawn — at  least  that  earlier  dawn. 
Whose  glimpses  are  again  withdrawii,^ 
A  a  if  the  mom  had  wak'd,  and  then 
Shut  close  her  lids  of  light  again. 
And  NouRMAHAL  is  up,  and  trying 

The  wonders  of  her  tute,  whose  strings — 
Oh,  bliss!  — now  murmur  like  the  sighing 

From  that  ambrosial  Spirit's  wings. 
And  then,  her  voice — ^tis  more  than  human  — 

Never,  till  uow,  bad  it  been  given 
To  lips  of  any  mortal  woman 

To  utter  notes  so  fresh  from  heaven  j 
Sweet  as  the  breath  of  angel  sighs, 

When  angel  sighs  are  most  divine, — 
"  Oh  !  let  it  last  till  night,"  she  cries, 

**  And  he  is  more  than  ever  mine," 


I 
I 

I 


I  "  A  fabulout  fountain,  whtro  liiitrmn«nti  arc  tuid  cd  bo 
Caii*tlU)tlf  plAjMnu/'  —  liichartttim. 

*  "  The  Poin|>adour  ptgiH>n  it  the  ipccfiL-K,  which,  by  carry- 
ing the  fywlt  of  I  he  cliTnainmi  to  cUffereiUjilacM,  U  a  great  j 
dUiemliuitur  %A  thin  ^ralttHblcr  tree."  —  Si^e  J7rot?i«'*  llliutr-t 
T«b.  1&* 

>  *■  WhMierer  our  plcjuuit^  ari»M  from  «  tuce«u1on  of 
ununilj,  It  ii  A  p«!rcrption  of  n  com  pliant  tnl  nature^  made  up 
of  a  tfnmtkm  of  the  prritMU  lound  nr  not#,  and  an  iitftt  or 
rtmi'mbnunct?  of  the  forpjfoirtg,  vhlle  their  tnlttm-4*  and  ct>i> 
earrence  produce  »uch  n  myfllrriaui  dt'Ugbt,  aj  neither  could 
luive  pradue«a  Jiiouc.  AnJ  it  ii  oftM  ticlghtcned  by  an  untl. 
l^Mitloti  of  the  iiicceedlnK  not<>»'  Thut  Scnie^  Memory.  ukI 
Inafittttloa,  are  conjunctively  emplojed."— C7«m*ritf  oa  ' 
Tai'te.  I 

Tbfi  It  eiat^tly  the  Epkiirmn  theory  of  Pleaiirro,  u  «^* 
plalnffd  by  Cicero  :  —  '*  Quoclrca  corpus  gaudere  bundlu,  dum 
pncMtntem  centlrel  Tolup(«l«in :  antmum  et  prffAent«in  per- 
r1jH?re  paritfr  lum  corpora  •*  ptii#ptcefo  ?rnU*ntcni>  nrr  |»ne- 
Icrltani  pra^icirfliit'rr! 


MnddOie  de  Stacl  arrnunti  upnn  the  samei  principle  for  Iha 
gratl&eittlon  we  derive  from  rhffme  ;  — "'  BUe  ««t  t'imaige  d* 
IVftp^rancc  et  du  »aUTP»«q.ii',  Un  *oa  noui  fall  di^ilrer  celul  qui 
dolt  lul  rtpondre,  el  qiiand  le  tccond  ret«ntU  U  nous  rKpf»ill« 
celui  qui  vlent  de  nutii  ^happer." 

*  *'  Thoi  Perilani  bafs  two  moniiDBi.  the  Soobhl  KatJni 
nnd  the  Snobbi  j>adlf,the  fnJie  nod  the  real  day-br«Ali.  Tbej 
Recount  for  thli  phenomenon  in  a  mott  whJiTkAica]  nuaii«r. 
They  tay  tbat  at  the  lun  rUei  frnm  behind  the  Kohl  Qif 
( mount  CNucaiuftK  It  paafe«  a  bole  perfor^ited  through  Ch^ 
mounUiIci^  and  that  dnrting  Jti  ray&  throui^h  It,  It  ti  the  cmm* 
of  the  Soobhl  Raxim,  or  Ibii  temporary  appeonuic*  of  <l«y. 
break.  Ai  it  auwiidi,  the  earth  fi  again  Yelln]  In  darknM% 
until  tbe  lun  rim.  above  Che  niouatain,  and  brings  with  It  itM 
Soobhl  Sadig,  or  r«a]  mt^TuingJ*  ^Scolt  fi'arimg.  Be  thliikj 
MUlOD  niAy  allude  to  thif,  wti«i  be  ttyit^ 

'*  Fre  the  bbibhiof  Rart»ra  aemtt. 
The  nice  mom  ou  the  Indian  Herp 
From  her  cabin 'd  loop-hole  peep/' 
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Afid  hourty  she  renews  the  biy. 

So  feuf  ill  lest  its  heaVnl  j  sweetness 
Should,  ere  the  eTemsg,  fiide  away,— 

For    things   Wf>   heav'nly   have    such    fleet- 
Dessl 
But,  far  from  fading,  it  bat  grows 
Richer,  diviner  b&  it  flows  j 
TiJI  rapt  she  d  we  lis  on  every  string, 

And  pours  again  each  sound  aloDg^ 
Like  echo,  lost  and  Languisbingt 

In  loire  with  her  own  wondrous  song. 

That  eTctiing,  (trusting  that  hia  soul 

Might  be  from  haunting  love  releas'd 
By  mirth,  by  music,  and  the  bowl,) 

The*  Imperial  Selim  held  a  feast 
In  his  magniflceut  Sbaliamr  i- —  ^ 
In  whose  Saloons,  when  the  first  star 
Of  evening  o'er  the  waters  trembled. 
The  Valley's  loveliest  all  assembled  \ 
All  the  bright  creatures  that,  like  dreams. 
Glide  through  its  foliage,  and  drink  beams 
Of  beauty  from  its  founts  and  streams  i-' 
And  all  those  watid'riug  minstreUmaids, 
Who  leave  —  how  can  tht^y  leave  V^-^the  shades 
Of  that  dear  Valley,  and  are  found 

Singing  in  gardens  of  the  South  ^ 
Those  songs,  that  neVr  so  sweetly  sound 

As  Stom  a  young  Cashmerian's  mouth. 

There*  too,  the  Haram*8  inmates  smile;  — 
Maids  from  the  West,  wiih  sun -bright  hair, 

And  Irom  the  Garden  of  the  Nlle, 
Delicate  as  the  roses  there-, —  -• 

Daughters  of  Love  from  Cypri's'  rocks, 

With  Paphian  diamonds  in  their  locks  j  —  * 


»  **  lu  lh«  centre  of  the  pl«$D,  ai  It  «ppro»cbet  the  Like. 
on*  of  lh«  Deilil  Eni|>proTi,  1  believe  3h«li  Jehan,  comtructed 
a  tlMCiocH  gnrden  called  the  Slullmu-,  which  ij  ahumJAntlj 
stored  wltfa  frult-tfve*  «nd  flowcrtng  ihrub*.  iVime  of  the 
rlTUleti  whkli  lmer»(H:t  the  pkin  are  led  Into  a  canal  sA  the 
iMdL  of  Um  gmnten.  and  flowing  Ihroug^h  Iti  centre,  or  dccA' 
ilooallj  thrown  into  4  varlrijr  trf  water- work*,  cumpotc  the 
dldef  beauty  of  the  ShJillmar,  To  dwxtnue  thli  »|Mt  tlie 
MofuJ  PHncKM  of  lodiji  bavedbplajed  ad  equal  mafnlificence 
aad  taate  i  ospcciaUj  Jehan  Gheer^  who^  with  the  cnchatjtln^ 
Koor  MAbl^  nadc  K«slunijre  hU  ti»u*J  reildence  during  the 
■ooiiMir  nimth*.  On  afddei  thrown  over  the  canal  are  erected, 
ai  m^vaX  dlatancn,  fottr  or  fire  laite*  of  aparttnenu^  each  con- 
•imlnf  «f  a  Mlooo.  with  foor  rcmmi  at  the  an^ief .  where  the 
fbtlowtn  of  the  court  atteod^and  the  M^rranU  prepare  iherljet*. 
Cadie«t  «ul  the  hookah.  The  frame  of  the  diwri  of  the  prlu- 
dpal  laloon  it  composed  of  p!ere»  of  a  »tone  of  a  btoclc  eolomr* 
Slraafc«di  wHh  jelluw  l!i>c^»,  and  of  a  closer  grain  and  higher 
pojiali  tHao  porphyry.  They  were  taken,  It  it  Mi«i,  from  a 
HlodiKj  temple,  by  one  of  the  Mogul  prlncei,  aud  ore  efteemed 
of  grrat  value. "  —  Fvrttfv. 

•  *•  The  vatera  of  Cachemir  are  the  more  rennwnerf  from  iti 
Mof  wppOMd  that  the  Caciiemirtant  are  iiidehUxi  for  ihelr 
bMa^  to  xhsrnr  —  AU  Yndi, 


Light  Piiai  forms,  such  as  they  are 
On  the  gold  meads  of  Canuahae  ;  ^ 
And  the  J,  before  whose  sleepy  eyes, 

In  their  own  bright  KathBian  bowers, 
Sparkle  such  rainbow  butterdies. 

That  they  might  fancy  the  rich  IIow'ts, 
That  round  them  in  the  sun  lay  sighing. 
Had  been  by  magic  all  set  dying  J 

Erery  thing  young,  every  thing  fair 
From  East  and  West  is  blushing  there, 
Except — except — oh,  Nouhmabai,  ! 
Thou  loveliest,  dearest  of  them  all, 
The  one,  whofle  smile  nhone  out  alone, 
Amidst  a  world  the  only  one ; 
Whole  light,  among  so  many  lights, 
Was  like  that  star  on  starry  nights^ 
The  seaman  singles  from  the  &ky, 
To  steer  his  bark  for  ever  by  I 
Thou  wert  not  there  —  so  Selim  tliought. 

And  every  thing  seemed  drear  without  thee  j 
But,  ah  !  thou  wert  thou  wert,  —  and  brought 

Thy  charm  of  song  all  fresh  about  thee. 
Mingling  unnoticed  with  a  band 
Of  lutanists  from  many  a  land. 
And  veird  by  such  a  mask  as  shades 
The  features  of  young  Arab  maids,  —  *' 
A  mask  that  leaves  but  one  eye  Iree, 
To  do  its  best  in  witchery, — 
She  rov*d,  "with  beating  heart,  around, 

And  waited,  trembliDg,  for  the  minute, 
When  she  might  try  if  still  the  sound 

Of  her  lov'd  lute  had  magic  io  iL 

The  board  was  spread  with  frtiits  and  wine  ; 
With  grapes  of  gold,  like  those  that  shine 


^  *•  From  him  I  rccr]vit;d  [he  following  llrtle  Gaiiel,  or 
Lofe  iking^  (he  notet  of  which  he  committed  to  psfier  froia 
the voice  of  one  of  those  lixiginpt  girli  of  Cathn]ere,wbQ  wander 
from  that  dc'li^htful  valley  urcr  the  variout  parti  ol  Icuiiju**— ^ 
Ptriittn  yfisceittinift* 

*  "  The  ro»c»  cif  the  Jinan  Nile»  or  Garden  of  the  NIte  (at- 
tached to  the  Bmperor  of  Marocco't  palaoo)  are  uaeqtiialled, 
and  mattreuet  are  made  of  their  leave*  for  the  Btea  of  rank  U) 
rechne  upoti.'*  —  Jackttm 

»  "  On  tho  aide  of  a  mmiAtafn  near  Faphot  there  U  a 
ctTem  which  produooi  the  moet  beautiful  rcick-cryital.  On 
ac<^uot  of  \t»  brilliancy  It  haa  bwn  called  the  Faphlan  dla^ 
munil,'"  —  Marttt\ 

*  *"  There  U  a  part  of  Caodahar,  called  Peria,  or  FaJry 
Land."  _  Tkfvenoi.  In  «o«oe  of  thote  countHe*  10  the  north 
of  lodia,  regotable  gold  ia  tuppo^efl  to  be  produced. 

7  "  Tbeftt  snt  tb«battafllM  wliich  are  called  in  the  ChlneM 
hinguagv  FlylQf  LesfOi.  fionm  ol  them  have  lucfa  thhtlofr 
rotoun,  and  am  to  rarletatsd,  that  they  may  b«  called  flying 
Oowen  :  and  Indoed  they  are  alwayi  produced  jn  the  flDeit 
iower.jrardeni  .'*' •'l>iiiM* 

**  "  llio  AraMan  women  weiir  black  nuiki  with  little  clAApi 
pretti  ly  ordcretl, ' '—  VArrfti.  N icbuhr  oicfutioni  ihej  r  ihowtng 
hut  one  rye  Id  C'on'¥Pri.at|oo. 
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On  Casbsj^b  hlllfl  *  i — ^f»oifi«gnuuites  full 

Of  taeldng  sweetness,  and  the  peu*. 
And  satmicit  apples*  that  CACTBn, 

la  ail  iti  tliooauid  gi&pdens '  bears ;  -^ 
Plantain*,  the  golden  and  the  green, 
lIiLATA'i  nectar'd  mongusteen  ;  * 
Prunes  of  BoKHAaA,  and  sveet  nuts 

From  the  <ar  groves  of  Sajcabca^d, 
And  Basra  dates,  and  apricots^ 

Seed  of  the  Sun  *.  from  Isajt**  land  j— 
With  rich  conscrre  of  Yi«na  chemea,* 
Of  onmge  flowen,  and  of  those  berries 
That,  wild  and  fresh,  the  young  gaseUes 
Feed  on  in  Erac's  rocky  dells.'' 
All  these  in  richest  vases  smile^ 

In  baskets  of  pure  santal- wood. 
And  urns  of  porcelain  f^om  that  isle* 

Sunk  underneath  the  Indian  flood. 
Whence  oft  the  luck j  direr  bringa 
Vaaea  to  grace  the  halla  of  kings. 
Wines,  too,  of  rtery  clime  and  hue, 
Aroond  their  liquid  lustre  threw  ; 
Arohcr  RosoUi^ — the  bright  dew 
From  Tineyards  of  the  Green-Sea  gushing ;»" 
And  Shiraz  wine,  that  richly  ran 

As  if  that  jeweU  large  and  rare, 
The  ruby  for  which  KrBi«u-KHA3f 
Offer'd  a  city's  wealth  ' ',  was  blushing. 

Melted  within  the  goblets  there  I 

And  amply  Sct.tif  quaffs  of  eaebi 

And  seems  resolv'd  the  flood  shall  reach 

His  inward  heart,— shedding  around 

A  genial  deluge^  as  they  run. 
That  soon  shall  leave  no  spot  undrown*dt 

For  Love  to  rest  his  wings  upon. 
He  little  knew  how  well  the  boy 

Can  float  upon  a  goblet's  streams. 


>  ■<  Tit*  to1d«fl  ff«p«fl  of  Cublnu"  —  Dacr^ttiam  t^Penfa, 

*  "  Th9  rruiLj  export«4  fnnn  Cabul  are  ft|>ptc<>  ptmn, 
poai«gT«a«t«t,"  &c.  ^  EJpkMMtoma. 

>  "^  U>  ut  down  imder  •  trcv,  llttrnrd  to  tlM  Mrdi,  md 
talkc-d  wUh  the  worn  of  our  Mehtnaundu- about  Oftr  country  aad 
Caubu^or  whldi  be  favean  enchuitlnf  ■ccount :  that  city  and 
It*  10l>,000  fantoiu,"  Ac.  — /4, 

*  **  Tb«  msBfuitMO,  the  moit  delieat*  (hilt  In  the  world ; 
tlM  pride  of  th«  Malaf  ItlaAda."  —  Mandem. 

*  **  h  d«11dous  klud  of  apricot,  called  bj  tb«  F^nlaiti  tokm. 
^-iboD*,  figuiiying  lUA^  iced/* — DegeHptitm  i^  Pcr$ia. 

*  '*  Swoednoati,  in  a  ciyatal  cup,  coniliting  of  TO(Mvl«av«« 
In  cocMcrre,  wUk  lao&on  of  Viian  cheriy,  orange  ttow«ni,"te. 


T  '<  Aotetopaa  eroppinf  the  freih  tMrrica  of  Erac."  —  Tbc 
iioaUoMmt^  Pomi  of  TafaAi. 

*  ■■  MaurUga-SUM,  io  laland  near  ForiBoia,  Mppoicd  to 
have  bc^en  vuak  la  tha  aaa  fbf  tha  artaBaa  of  Ma  lalMlslUDt4. 
Th«  tflueh  whAeh  tbo  ifbctnaa  a&d  dilvaiv  briof  up  ttom 
U  aro  M)ld  at  ao  lounonM  price  In  China  ajid  Jap«D<**—  8co 


Lighting  them  with  his  smile  of  joy  ;^ 
As  bards  have  seen  him  in  their  drearoa, 

Down  the  blue  Ganges  laughing  glide 
Upon  a  rosy  lotxis  wreath,  •' 

Catching  new  lustre  from  the  tide 
That  with  his  image  shone  beneath. 

But  what  are  cnps,  without  the  aid 

Of  soE^  to  speed  them  as  they  flow  f 
And  Boe^-a  lovely  Georgian  nmtd. 

With  all  the  bloom,  the  &eshen'd  glow 
Of  her  own  country  maJdens*  looks, 
When  warm  they  rifle  from  TKniB*  brooks  j " 
And  with  an  eye,  whose  restlen  ray, 

FuUf  floating,  dark  ^-^  oh,  he,  who  knows 
His  bean  is  weak,  of  Heav'n  should  pray 
To  guard  him  from  such  eyes  as  tlioae  I-^ 
With  a  Toluptuous  wildnesa  flingi 
Her  snowy  hand  across  the  strings 
Of  a  syrinda  ^*,  and  thus  singt : — 

Come  hither,  come  hither — hy  night  and  by  day, 
We  linger  in  pleasures  that  never  are  gone  ; 

Like  the  waves  of  the  summer,  as  one  dies  away, 
Another  as  sweet  and  as  ahining  cotnea  oti. 

And  the  love  that  is  o*er,  in  eicpiring^  gives  bifth 
To  a  new  one  as  warm,  as  nnequaird  in  blias ; 

And,  oh  J  if  there  be  an  Elysium  on  earth. 
It  is  this,  it  ia  this.  >» 

Here  maidens  are  sighing,  and  firagrant  their  a^h 
As  the  flow'r  of  the  Amra  just  op*d  by  a  bee ;  '• 

And  precious  their  tears  as  that  rain  from  the  sky,tT 
Which  turns  into  pearls  as  it  £dls  in  the  sea. 

Oh  I  think  what  the  kiss  and  the  smile  must  be  wofth 
When  the  sigh  and  the  tear  are  so  perfect  in  bliss, 

And  own  if  there  be  an  Elysium  on  earth. 
It  is  this,  it  ia  this. 


*  Tmlm  Taiet, 

t»  The  whtte  wii>e  of  Klihona. 

i>  **  Tba  kin«  of  Z^Jlan  U  Hid  to  tiavt  fbt  wmj  Im*  Evif 
that  was  •voTMea.  KoMai-KliB  seat  and  oftrwd  Clw  vahw 
orad^fDrlt,lMt  ttaKli«aiitMfwd  lie  would  not  fir*  tt 
for  t]»atrMutnw  of  ebe  world.**— y«r««  p€i^. 

>«  Tbe  todUosfeigu  that  Cupid  w  flrit  toco  floating  dowa 
th«  Gaofei  oD  tb«  NjrmpluFa  Nelumbo.  —  5ee  Prmmami. 

13  Trftli  ti  rrlrhntrfl  fnr  Itt  nitiinl  Trimi  hlhs      %m  Wht 

><  **  Tbe  Indian  Sjrrinda,  or  iniltar."  _  jynnrs. 

»  ^*  Aroand  tbe  exterior  of  thcDewan  Khafi  (a  bufldtof  of 
Sliah  AUum'tji  in  tbe  cornice  are  the  followiiiK  linra  In  lett«fl 
of  gold  upon  a  ground  of  while  martiie  — '  ^f  tkurt  bf  a  para^ 
4i»t  tipom  itfrtk,  it  it  IktM,  it  it  *•».*  **  FtmtcMlim, 

I*  "  Dehghtful  are  tbe  Jlowera  of  tbe  Amra  treea  on  tlia 
tnoonUln-topg,  wbUe  tbe  munauring  beeapturaiie  flMtr  volii^ 
tucKii  toil/*  ^  Semg  qf  Jajfodma. 

I '  '*  Tbe  NUan  or  drotn  of  apriog  rata*  wkldi  thsf  beUvr* 
to  produce  pevb  tf  tb«f  bll  taao  ikelli."  ^  i 
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Here  spvkks  t^  «eew,  tfa^  kaHov'^  fej  hrw% 

Of  tents  wi^  %in%  «r  tluvoec  wUfcontr 

■ph«. 

IIHiotewiiieof  Urn  «ari]i  1  left  the  iiuliiiMabOfiip 

Oar  rocks  are  roogli,  bat  smiling  tbefie 

And  forgot  beaT'o**  stui  for  the  cjet  wt  hxre 

The*  acacia  waTcs  her  yellow  haar» 

bcrew 

Lonely  and  sweet,  nor  lor'd  tbe  km 

For  flow 'ring  In  a  wilderDeaa. 

Wliat  Spirit  tlifi  cveefii  oC  Ilk  Bdoi  votdi  BiM? 

For,  ok  I  if  tiiere  be  aa  Eljiiai  on  eniK 

Oar  aanda  aie  ban,  bat  down  tb^r  slope 

It  U  tlui^  it  it  l]|i«» 

The  nlT^-footad  antdope 

As  gtacefnllj  and  gaUy  springs 

The  GeoTgiaa  1  ioiif  wm  scareelj  mate. 

As  o*er  the  aarfale  cootta  of  kl^pi 

Wa»  caught  op  1»j  snotber  lutc^ 

Then  come — thy  Arab  maid  vill  be 

And  so  diTiiielj  brettdi'd  tfoand. 

TIm  byr*d  and  losw  acnna^ncip 

Thai  *n  flood  bnsh'd  and  vanderiiig. 

The  antek>pe,  wb<M  Ibei  ahall  b&oit 

And  tum*d  and  looked  into  the  mir. 

With  their  light  aonnd  thy  lonelinefli 

As  if  the  J  thought  to  see  the  wing. 

Of  IsKAFu.^  the  Angel,  Uiei«  ;-- 

Oh  t  there  are  looks  and  tones  that  dart 

80  powerfully  on  er'ry  tool 

An  instant  snnshine  tliroo^  the  heart,  — 

That  new,  enchanted  measure  stole 

As  if  the  soul  that  minute  eangbi 

While  now  a  Toice,  sweet  as  the  note 

Some  treasnrte  it  throogb  life  had  aooght  j 

Of  the  charm'd  lute,  was  heard  to  float 

Along  its  chords,  and  fo  entwine 

As  if  the  very  llpa  and  eyea, 

lu  sooods  with  theirs,  that  none  knew  whether 

Predestined  to  bare  all  our  sighs. 

The  Toioe  or  lute  was  most  dirine. 

And  never  be  Ibrgot  again, 

So  woDdrously  thej  went  together  1 — 

S^iBilded  and  spoke  befbre  ns  then  I 

Thei^j's  a  hliss  beyond  all  that  the  minstrel  has  told^ 

So  came  thy  ev'ry  glance  and  tone 

When  two,  that  arc  linked  in  one  heaT'nIy  tie,     | 

When  first  on  me  they  breath 'd  and  sbcme } 

With  heart  ncTer  changing,  and  brow  never  cold,  1 

New,  as  if  brought  from  other  spheres, 

Lc»Te on  throagfa  all  ills,  and  lore  on  tiJI  they  die! 

Yet  welcome  as  if  lov*d  for  years. 

One  hour  of  a  pirion  ao  sacred  is  worth 

Whole  ages  of  heartier  and  wandering  hUss ; 

Then  fly  with  me, --if  thou  hast  known 

And,  oh  t  if  there  he  an  Elysitiin  on  earth, 

No  other  flame,  nor  falsely  thrown 

It  is  this,  it  is  this. 

A  gem  away,  that  thou  hadst  sworn 

* 

Shoald  ever  in  thy  heart  be  worn. 

*Twas  not  the  air,  *twB«  not  the  words. 

But  that  deep  magic  in  the  chords 

Come,  if  the  love  thou  ha«t  for  me. 

And  in  the  Lip«,  that  gave  such  powV 

Is  pure  and  fresh  as  mine  for  thee, — 

Aa  Music  knew  not  tiU  that  hoar. 

Fresh  as  the  fountain  under  ground. 

At  Ofie«  a  hnndred  voices  said, 

^Vhen  fir^t  'tis  by  the  lapwing  found.' 

'*  It  is  the  maak'd  Arabian  maid  t  "* 

While  Seliii,  wbo  had  feU  the  strain 

But  if  for  me  thou  dost  forsake 

Deepest  of  any,  and  had  km 

Some  other  maid,  and  rudely  break 

Some  minutes  rapt,  as  in  a  trance. 

Her  worshipped  image  from  its  base, 

After  the  fairy  sounds  were  o*cr, 

To  give  to  me  the  ruin'd  place  ; — 

Too  inly  touched  for  utterance. 

Now  motioned  with  his  hand  for  more  t  — 

Then,  fare  thee  well  —  Fd  rather  make 

My  bower  upon  some  icy  lake 

Fly  to  the  desert,  fly  with  me, 

When  thawing  suns  begin  to  shine. 

Our  Arab  tents  are  rude  for  thee ; 

Than  trust  to  love  to  ^Ise  as  thine  I 

1  For  «a  secmsnt  of  the  tbst«  wblcb  wlii«  hod  ia  th«  fall  of 

»  The  Hu4hu(l.  or  Liip«lnf.  it  AuppoMd  to  havt  Ihepowsr 

the  W)f«la,  •»•  Mariti. 

of  (lUcoteriof  water  under  fnjuiwL 

«  T h«r  Aoflcl  of  Mutic.    See  note  >.  p.  31M). 
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There  was  a  putbos  in  this  lay, 

Thftt,  cr'n  without  enchantment's  art. 
Would  iDstAntly  luive  found  its  wjiy 

Deep  into  Selisi's  burning  heart  j 
But,  breatliiogf  as  it  difl,  a  tone 
To  earthly  lutes  and  lips  unknown ; 
With  every  chord  fresh  from  the  touch 
Of  Music's  Spirit^  —  'twas  loo  much  I 
Starting,  he  dash'd  away  the  cup»  — 

Which,  all  the  time  of  this  sweet  air, 
His  hand  had  held,  untaaied,  up. 

As  if  'twere  fix'd  by  magic  there,  — 
And  naming  her,  so  long  unnamed, 
So  long  uuseeUi  wildly  exclaitn'd, 
"  Oh  NouiUfAraAtl  oh  NoraatAiiALl 

**  Hadst  thou  but  sung  this  witching  stniiii, 
"  I  could  forget — forgive  tliee  all, 

"  And  never  leave  those  eyes  again/' 

Thi!  mask  is  off — the  charm  is  wrought — 
And  Skllu  to  his  heart  has  caught. 
Id  blushes,  more  than  ever  bright. 
His  NouRMAHAi^  bis  Uaram's  Light  1 
And  well  do  vaoish'd  frowns  enhance 
The  charm  of  every  brighten'd  glance  j 
And  dearer  seems  each  dawning  smile 
For  having  lost  its  light  awhile : 
And,  happier  now  for  all  her  si^hs. 

As  oti  his  arm  lier  head  reposes, 
Sli«  whispers  him,  with  laughing  eyes, 

••  Eemember,  love,  the  Feast  of  Roses  l" 


Fai>ladebn,  at  the  conclusion  of  this  light  rhap- 
iody,  took  occasion  to  sum  up  his  opinion  of  the 
young  Cashmerian's  poetr>-, — of  which,  he  trusted, 
they  had  that  evening  heard  the  la^t.  Uav'mg 
recapitulated  the  epithets,  "frivolous" — **  inhar* 
monious"  —  "nonsensical,"  he  proceeded  to  say 
that,  viewing  it  in  the  most  favourable  light,  tt 
resembled  oue  of*tbose  Muldiviao  boats,  to  which 
the  Princess  had  alluded  in  the  relation  of  her 
dream  ',  —  a  slight,  gilded  tbiog,  sent  adrift  with- 
out rudder  or  ballust,  oud  with  nothing  but  vapid 
sweets  and  faded  flowers  on  board.  The  profusion, 
indeed^  of  flowers  and  birds,  which  this  poet  had 
r^ady  on  &U  occasions,  —  not  to  mention  dews, 
gflili»  &c. — ^was  a  most  oppressive  kind  of  opu- 
leoee  to  his  hearers;  and  had  the  unlucky  effect 

*  "  Th«  Chtosw  hsd  fbrai«r)r  tti**  art  o(  ptAntintt  oq  the 
•ldN»nf  fM»rrf>liiN  v«<««f*l«  IMi  wn4  othmt  nnimnti,  which  w«re 
fii  *  '   vome  liquor. 

III I     laid  od/'  — 


of  giving  to  his  style  ail  the  glitter  of  the  flower- 
garden  without  its  method,  and  all  the  flutter  of 
the  aviary  without  its  song.  In  addition  to  thia^ 
he  chose  his  subjects  bndly,  and  was  always  most 
inspired  by  the  worst  parts  of  them.  Th«  cbums 
of  paganism,  the  merits  of  rebellion. — tlicaie  were 
the  themes  honoured  with  his  particular  entho- 
siasm  \  and,  in  the  poem  just  recitecL,  one  of  bis 
most  palatable  passages  was  in  prsi*e  of  Uut 
beverage  of  the  Unfaithfhl«  wine;^ — **  being,  per- 
haps," said  he,  relaxing  into  a  smile,  as  C4»ucious 
of  his  own  character  In  the  Ilaram  on  ibis  putiat, 
"one  of  those  bards,  whose  fancy  owes  all  its 
illumination  to  the  grape,  like  that  painted  pome- 
iain^,  so  curious  and  so  rare,  who«e  imager  are 
only  visible  when  liquor  is  poured  into  it,"  LTpoo 
the  whule,  it  was  his  opinion,  from  the  speclmcss 
wbieh  they  had  heard,  and  which,  he  beggvd  to 
say,  were  the  most  tiresome  part  of  the  joofacj, 
that  —  whatever  other  merits  this  ^rll  itmaint 
young  gentleman  might  possess — poetry  was  by 
DO  means  his  proper  avocation  ;  **  and  indeed,** 
concluded  the  cridc,  "  from  his  foodn«ci  Ibr 
flowers  and  for  birds,  I  would  venture  to  snggeA 
that  a  ^orist  or  a  bird-catcher  li  a  mocli  nofftt 
suitable  calling  for  him  than  a  poet.* 

They  had  now  begmi  to  ascend  those  burrn 
mountains,  which  separate  Cashmere  from  tike  nit 
of  India ;  and^  as  the  heats  were  intolerahlct  and 
the  time  of  their  encampments  limited  to  tlie  few 
hours  necessary  for  refreshment  and  rvposc^  there 
was  an  end  to  all  their  delightful  eveningSf  and 
Lalla  Rooilh  saw  no  more  of  Ferahorje.  She 
now  felt  that  her  short  dream  of  happlneaf  waa 
over,  and  that  she  had  nothing  but  the  rccoll«elioB 
of  its  few  blissful  hours,  like  the  one  draoglit  of 
sweet  water  that  serves  the  camel  across  the  trtf* 
demesa,  to  be  her  heart's  refhsshment  dorin^  tlir 
dreary  waste  of  life  that  was  before  her.  Tba 
blight  that  had  fallen  upon  her  spirits  sooo  l^iind 
its  way  to  her  cheek,  and  her  ladies  saw  wttji 
regret — though  not  without  some  suspicioa  of  tha 
cause — that  the  beauty  of  their  mtstre«s»  of  whieh 
they  were  almost  as  proud  as  of  their  own,  was 
fast  vanishing  away  at  the  very  moment  of  all  when 
she  had  most  need  of  it.  What  most  the  King  ctf 
Bucharia  feel,  when,  instead  of  liia  livdy  «a4 
beautify  Lalla  Rooks,  whom  the  poets  of  DfUii 
had  deserilMHl  &!i  more  p<'rfect  than  the  divine*! 
images  in  tlii?  ho»ise  of  Asor ',  he  should  r«eiv«  a 

**  Thuy  «n*  rvrry  now  «nd  th«n  ttjXng  t«  rwoirrr  Itit  an  *4 
thli  mairlrBt  tiAlntlnir.  but  to  no  putiRiM/*  —  Simm, 

>  An  imilnontf  Arr<pr  of  IduU^  laM  Ui  tlf«  Koran  lolM  ladrtv 
to  AbrnliMii.  **  I  Iiiit«  tucti  s  loretjf  )d«l  ss  li  act  ta  ka  ant 
with  In  til*  Immim  of  A«or/'—  Hq^ 
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pale    and   inaLniiniLte   victim^    upon    who«<^   cfieek 
Dcitlicr  health  nor  pleasure  bloomed,  and  from 


wbofie  eyet  Love  had  Bed,  - 
hetft? 


-to  hide  hlm&elf  in  her 


If  any  thing  could  have  eh  armed  away  the 
mdancboly  of  her  spirits,  it  wonld  have  beta  the 
fpesih  airs  and  eoehanting  seenery  of  that  Valley, 
'hich  the  Ptrsians  so  juitly  called  the  Unequalled.^ 
>ut  neither  the  coolness  of  its  atmosphere,  so 
Inxarioas  after  toiling  up  those  hare  and  harniug 
momttiiiiis,  —  n*;ither  the  splendour  of  the  minaret* 
and  pagodas,  that  shone  out  from  the  depth  of  its 
woods,  nor  the  grottos,  hennitages,  and  miraculous 
rouDtains ',  which  make  eTcry  epot  of  that  region 
holy  ground,— neither  the  countlesjj  waterfalls, 
that  rush  into  the  Valley  from  all  those  high  and 
romaDtic  mountains  that  encircle  it,  nor  the  fair 
city  on  the  I^ke,  whose  houses^  roofed  with 
flowers^,  appeared  at  a  distance  like  one  vast  and 
▼ariegated  parterre  ;  —  not  all  these  wonders  and 
glories  of  the  most  lovely  country  under  the  sun 
could  steal  her  heart  for  a  minute  from  those  sad 
ihoQglits.  which  hut  darkened,  and  grew  hitterer 
every  step  she  advanced. 


The  guy  pomps  and  processions  that  met  her 
upon  her  entrance  into  the  Valley,  and  the  mag* 
niHcence  with  which  the  roads  all  along  were 
decorated,  did  honour  to  the  taste  and  gallantry  of 
the  youug  King.  It  was  night  when  they  ap- 
proached the  city,  and,  for  the  last  two  miles,  they 
bad  pa»ed  under  arches,  thrown  from  hedge  to 
hedge,  ISestooned  with  only  those  rarest  roses  from 
which  the  Attar  Gul,  more  precious  than  gold,  is 
diatllled,  and  illumtnated  in  rich  and  fanciful  forms 
with  lanteros  of  the  triple -coloured  tortoise-shell 
of  PegTi.*  Sometimes,  from  a  dark  wood  by  the 
tide  of  the  road,  a  display  of  fire-rworks  woxild 


'  Kochmlrv  be  N«*(»fjr.  —  Forstrr. 

*  The  pardanable  iuperitSt]»ti  of  Lhp  ipquiMtorifti  Intrjibit- 
iiDfei  hai  multlpSifKl  the  fiUcrii  ot  worship  uf  MAbailcOi,  at 
Seietiaii,  and  of  Brmma.  All  CaAhmero  !•  Iiolj  land,  and 
mlracnloui  (bttntalof  abound."  —  Mt\lor  Rrm^t**  Mcinotn  of 
a  Map  of  HtDdiMtan. 

/dian-GtdniincntUxit  "a  fountain  In  Cji»hTOi?fecaJled  Tir- 
nagfa.  which  tt^iQi**  a  tn^kt ;  (irobsibly  tH>caui«  loxne  larf^ 
make  had  foront'Tlj  bwn  teen  thcTp"^'*  Durlni;  ttie  Hfctitni! 
of  mjr  lather,  I  went  twlre  to  this  fountftlD^  whlcb  li  about 
twaoCf  tarn  tram  tb«  c Itjr  of  CJuhmere.  The  Tciitgei  of 
fihKCi  of  worthtp  *nd  umctlty  arc  to  tie  traced  without  number 
amooflTft  the  rulnt  aixJ  ihc  ravct,  which  arc  Iniorftporied  In 
tti  n<>tgbbourhc»od."' — Toot.ek  Jrhan^trrsf^ — Vide  Arittt.Misc., 
fol.  IL 

There  b  another  accnuutor  Ctihioer«  by  Abul-Faill,  the 
author  of  the  Aj in-Acbaree^ "  who,**  laji  Mufor  Hennfi, "  ap- 
pettn  to  have  caught  «ome  of  the  enthu4ta«m  of  the  vallej,  by 
bla  dncriptlDn  of  iho  holy  pLucei  In  U," 

'  "  On  a  »tamUii)$  roof  of  wootl  U  loJd  a  covering  of  Aoe 


hreak  ool,  eo  sudden  and  so  hrilliant^  that  a 
Brahmin  might  fancy  he  beheld  that  grove,  in 
whose  purple  shade  the  Gt>d  of  Battles  was  hom» 
bursting  into  a  flume  at  the  moment  of  his  hirth  | 
— while,  at  other  times,  a  quick  and  playful  irra- 
diation continued  to  brighten  all  the  fields  and 
gardens  by  which  they  passed,  farming  a  line  of 
dancing  lights  along  the  horizon  \  like  the  meteort 
of  the  north  as  they  are  seen  by  those  huDten  *, 
who  pursue  the  white  and  blue  foxes  oq  the  ocm- 
fines  of  the  Icy  Sea. 

These  arches  and  fire-works  delighted  the  Ladiei 
of  the  Princess  exceedingly  ;  and  with  their  usual 
gcM>d  logiCj  they  deduced  from  his  taste  for  illu- 
minations, that  the  King  of  Bueharia  would  make 
the  most  exemplary  husband  imagiDable.  Nor, 
indeed,  coidd  Lalla  Ilo<>Kn  herself  help  feeling 
the  kindness  and  splendour  with  which  the  young 
bridegroom  welcomed  her ;— but  she  also  felt  how 
painftil  is  the  gratitude,  which  kindness  irom  those 
we  cannot  love  excites  ;  and  that  their  best  blan- 
dishments come  over  the  heart  with  all  that  chill- 
ing and  deadly  sweetness,  which  we  can  fancy  in 
the  cold,  odoriferous  wind  (^  that  is  Co  blow  orer 
this  earth  in  the  last  days. 

The  marriage  wiw  fixed  for  the  morning  after 
her  arrival*  when  she  was,  for  the  first  time,  to 
he  presented  to  the  monarch  lo  that  Imperial 
Palace  iK-yond  the  lake,  called  the  Shalimar. 
Though  never  before  had  a  night  of  more  wakefhl 
and  anxious  thought  been  paaiad  in  the  Happy 
Valley,  yet,  when  she  rose  in  the  morning,  and 
her  Ladies  came  around  her,  to  assist  in  the  ad- 
justment of  the  bridal  ornaments,  they  thought 
they  had  never  seen  her  look  half  so  beantifuL 
What  she  had  lost  of  the  bloom  and  radiancy  of 
her  charms  was  more  than  made  ap  by  that  Intel* 


e&rth^  which  iheltera  the  buHdinK  from  tne  gT<**i  quantity  of 
ifkow  tlut  falU  In  the  winter  leaioo.  Thl>  fciice  communl* 
eaten  an  e<iual  warmth  in  winter,  a»  a  refreshing  coolneit  tn 
the  luiomor  MOion,  when  th«  (op*  of  the  houact,  wbltb  «re 
pUnied  with  a  ?Ariirty  of  dowert.  t>xhbbit  at  a  dtctanoe  lh» 
ipuiciutia    flew    of    a    bcauU full j-cheequr red    parterre,**-* 

1  "  Two  hundred  flavei  there  nxf,  who  boTQ  no  other  oCDce 
tbaj3  ta  htint  the  woixli  and  niarihci  for  trtple-coloared  tor- 
toLtet  for  the  Klng'gi  VIvary.  Of  the  »helli  of  theae  alftolaa- 
tenii  are  made."  —  Vincent  tc  Jtianc'i  Trnveli^ 

^  For  a  deacrliHioii  of  the  Aurora  Bo  real  U  at  It  appear «  to 
thetc  bii!i.tcri.  Tide  Encffciopo'dia . 

A  ThU  wlttd^  which  ia  to  blow  from  Syria  Damaftceua,  ii, 
acrordlDK  to  the  Mahomctaui,  one  of  tbe  iigni  of  tbo  Lait 
Dnf 'a  approach. 

Another  of  the  alfua  ii,  *'  Creftl  dUti^t*  Id  the  world,  lo 
Ikiat  a  taan  wben  he  !»■«»«■  by  another**  grave  shatl  «ay, 
Would  to  God  I  were  In  bit  place  \ "  —  StUe't  Prelimloary 
Dliraane. 
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lectinl  ezpressioti,  thai  sool  beaming  Ibrtb  ttam 
tbe  eyes,  irhich  La  worth  all  the  rc«t  of  loveliness. 
When  they  had  tingiMl  her  fingers  with  the  Henna 
leaf*  and  placed  upon  her  brow  a  small  coronet  of 
jewela,  of  the  shape  worn  by  the  ancient  Qaeecia 
of  Bacharia,  they  flung  over  her  bead  the  rose- 
coloured  bridal  veil,  and  she  proceeded  to  the 
barge  that  was  to  convey  her  acrtjss  tbe  lake  ;  — 
first  kisslngf  with  a  uiounifu!  look,  tbe  little  amulet 
ckf  eomelian,  wbieh  her  father  at  partiiig  had  hung 
about  her  neck. 

The  morning  was  as  fresb  and  fiiir  as  the  maid 
on  whose  nuptials  it  roae,  and  the  shming  lake 
all  covered  with  boats,  the  minstrels  playing  upon 
the  shores  of  tbe  islands,  and  the  crowded  summer- 
houses  on  the  green  hills  around,  with  shawls 
and  banners  waving  from  their  roofs,  presented 
Bueh  a  picture  of  animated  rejoicingf  as  only  she 
who  was  the  object  of  it  all,  did  not  feel  with 
transport.  To  Lalla  RooKfi  alon^  it  was  a 
melancholy  pageant;  nor  oould  she  have  even 
boroe  to  look  upon  the  scene,  were  it  noi  for  a 
hope  that,  among  the  crowds  arotmd,  she  might 
once  more  perhaps  catch  a  glimpse  of  Feraxor^. 
So  much  was  her  imagination  haunted  by  this 
thought,  that  there  was  scarcely  on  islet  or  boat 
she  passed  on  the  way,  al  which  her  heart  did  not 
fiuttirr  with  tbe  momentary  fancy  that  he  was 
there.  Happy,  in  her  qjcs^  the  humblest  slave 
ufMiu  whom  the  light  of  his  dear  looks  fell  S  —  In 
(ho  barge  immediately  after  the  princess  sat  Fai>- 
LAUKEN,  with  his  silken  curtains  thrown  widely 
apart,  that  oU  might  have  the  beneUt  of  his  august 
presence,  and  with  his  bead  full  of  the  speech  he 
was  to  deliver  to  the  King,  **  concerning  Fera- 
Moiue,  and  literature,  and  tbe  Cbabuk,  as  connect* 
ed  therewith,'* 

They  now  had  entered  the  canal  which  leads  from 
the  Lake  to  the  splendid  domes  and  saloons  of 
the  Shatimar^  and  went  gliding  on  through  the 
gardens  that  ascended  from  each  bank,  full  of 
fiowcring  shrubs  that  made  the  air  all  perfiime  i 
while  from  the  middle  of  tbe  canal  rose  jets  of 
water,  smooth  and  unbroken,  to  such  a  daxsling 
height,  that  they  stood  like  tall  pilUuv  of  diamond 


t  ■*  On  MAhocnmcd  Sli«w*i  tvturo  to  Koolburg*  (i>i<^  Cf^p\' 
tsl  of  Dekk*n),  he  made  m  gt«At  ft^ttlTKl,  nad  iiiouD(«d  Uil« 
throa*  with  muicli  pomp  and  ia«gnlfirf>inrw,  cnlllnf  It  Fljvtc^h 
or  CBTOlcan.  I  htT«  li«snl  •anm  <)14  p«r»on«,  who  mw  tlm 
thran*  firoMh  In  ihm  r«lfD  of  Saltta  Msmood  lltisai«De«, 
(l*«crib0  It.  T1t«jr  *v  ttiat  II  vai  In  lmi«lli  abMi  IM.  sad 
thrtM  lii  tirtMltli  j  mud§  of  nbony,  eororid  with  plaloi  of  pan 
ffnid.  ami  iH  with  predcnii  itonei  oT  laim«iUM  vsIim.    Brwj 


in  the  sonshine.  A^r  sailing  tmder  the  tathtM 
of  vanoos  saloons,  they  at  length  arrived  at  the 
last  and  most  magnificent,  where  the  monai^h 
awaited  the  coming  of  bis  bride ;  and  ttich  was 
the  agitation  of  her  heart  and  frame,  that  it  was 
with  difficulty  she  could  walk  up  the  marble  steps 
which  were  covered  with  cloth  of  gold  for  her 
ascent  finom  the  barge.  At  the  end  of  the  hall 
stood  two  thrones,  as  precious  as  the  CenilcHi 
Throne  of  Cool  bur  ga',  on  one  of  which  sat  Aiamt^ 
the  y  outhAil  King  of  Bucharia,  and  on  the  other  wm, 
in  a  few  minutes,  to  be  phiced  the  most  beantiiltl 
Princess  in  the  world.  ImmediaJiely  upon  the  en* 
trance  of  Lalla  Rookh  into  the  saloon,  the  m^ 
lUkrch  descended  from  his  throne  to  meet  her; 
but  scarcely  had  be  time  to  take  her  hand  in  hii^ 
when  she  screamed  with  surprise,  and  tinted  at 
his  feet.  It  was  FEaAMoaz  himself  that  stood 
before  her  1  —  Feramo&z  was,  himself*  tlie  Sove- 
rdgu  of  Bucharia,  who  in  this  disgniie  had  aecQm- 
panied  his  young  bride  from  Delhi,  and,  hA^ia|^ 
won  her  Ioyo  as  an  humble  minstrel,  now  mmflf 
deserved  to  enjoy  it  as  a  King* 

The  consternation  of  Fabladesic  at  thia  ^aco* 
very  was,  for  the  moment,  almost  pitiable*  But 
change  of  opinion  is  a  resource  too  eaoTeniciit  hi 
courts  for  this  experienced  courtier  not  to  hmrt 
learned  to  avail  himself  of  iL  His  critictsma  wtre 
all,  of  course,  recanted  instantly  ;  he  was  aetscd 
with  an  admiration  of  the  King's  veraeat  na  nn* 
bounded  as,  he  begged  him  to  believe^  it  waa  dis- 
interested; and  tbe  following  week  taw  him  in 
possession  of  an  additional  phice,  swearing  by  all 
the  Saints  of  Islam  that  never  had  there  exiated 
so  great  a  poet  as  tbe  Monarch  AtJAia,  and, 
moreover,  ready  to  prescribe  his  Civourtte  regi- 
men of  the  Cbabuk  for  every  man«  woman,  and 
child  that  dared  to  think  otherwiae. 

Of  the  happiness  of  tbe  King  and  QnecD  of 
Bucharia,  after  such  a  beginning,  tliere  can  h« 
but  little  doubt ;  and,  among  the  leswr  tymp- 
toms,  it  is  recorded  of  Lalxa  Rooks,  that,  to  tha 
day  of  her  death,  m  memory  o(  their  deUghtfhil 
journey,  she  never  called  tbe  King  by  any  other 
name  than  Fevaiio&x. 


prtoc«  oftho  houi«  of  BliAniciM«,  who  poisasiadl  this  UlrSMC 
RMdo  ft  point  of  ftddlng  to  It  lomo  lidi  ftooM  i  to  ISmI  whoi. 
In  th«  rdgn  of  SuUan  Mjunood,  It  wm  Ukm  to  pl*Ci«*  l« 
remoTo  ionic  of  thi*  J«ir(^U  to  Im  «et  In  *•««*  ai*!  «ip«,  tlko 
J««»Jl«n  nluad  It  at  one  cororQ  of  ooot  (QvsrljP  iour  mllhoM 
■t«rllng).  I  lf«m»d  &l«a  Uiat  tt  ws*  osllsd  Plr«s«k>  ttam 
bt\nt  iiortly  iOsiBollMl  offt  ikf-blue  colour,  wMdl  wa«  la  tlHM 
loCallj  ooneoslod  by  ths  auinbor  of  jowSU>** — Ai  ilim. 
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POLITICAL  AND   SATIRICAL   POEMS. 


LINES  ON  THE  DEATH  OF  MR. 
P— RC— V— L. 

In  the  dirge  we  sung  o'er  him  no  censure  was 
heard, 
Unembitter'd  and  free  did  the  tear-drop  de- 
scend; 
We  forgot,  in  that  hour,  how  the  statesman  had 
err'd,  • 

And  wept  for  the  husband,  the  fSeither,  and  friend. 

Oh,  proud  was  the  meed  his  integrity  won. 
And  gen'rous  indeed  were  the  tears  that  we  shed. 

When,  in  grief,  we  forgot  all  the  ill  he  had  done. 
And,  though  wrong*d  by  him,  living,  bewaird 
him,  when  dead. 

Even  now,  if  one  harsher  emotion  intrude, 
'Tis  to  wish  he  had  chosen  some  lowlier  state. 

Bad  known  what  he  was — and,  content  to  be  good. 
Had  ne*er,  for  our  ruin,  aspir'd  to  be  great 

So,  left  through  their  own  little  orbit  to  move. 

His  years  might  have  rolFd  inoffensive  away ; 
His  children  might  still  have  been  blessed  with 
his  love. 
And  England  would  ne'er  have  been  curs*d  with 
his  sway. 


To  the  Editor  of  the  Morning  Chronicle, 

Sir, 
In  order  to  explain  the  following  Fragment,  it  is 
necessary  to  refer  your  readers  to  a  late  florid  de- 
scription of  the  Pavilion  at  Brighton,  in  the  apart- 
mento  of  which,  we  are  told,  "  Fum,  The  Chinese 
Bird  of  Royalty f*  is  a  principal  ornament. 

I  am,  Sir,  yours,  &c 

Mum. 

FUM  AND  HUM,  THE  TWO  BIRDS  OF 
ROYALTY. 

Onk  day  the  Chinese  Bird  of  Royalty,  Fum, 
Thus  accosted  our  own  Bird  of  Royalty,  Hum, 


In  that  Palace  or  China-shop  (Brighton,  which  is 

it?) 
Where  Fum  had  just  come  to  pay  Hum  a  short 

visit — 
Near  akin  are  these  Birds,  though  they  diffier  in 

nation 
(The  breed  of  the  Hums  is  as  old  as  creation) ; 
Both,  full-craw*d  Legitimates — both,  birds  of  prey. 
Both,  cackling  and  ravenous  creatures,  halfway 
'Twixt  the    goose  and   the  vulture,  like  Lord 

While  Fum  deals  in  Mandarins,  Bonzes,  Bohea, 
Peers,  Bishops,  and  Punch,  Hum,  are  sacred  to 

thee! 
So  congenial  their  tastes,  that,  when  Fum  first  did 

light  on 
The  floor   of  that   grand  China-warehooae  at 

Brighton, 
The  lanterns,  and  dragons,  and  things  round  the 

dome 
Were  so  like  what  he  left,  *'Gkid,'*  says  Fum, 

"Fm  at  home." — 
And  when,  turning,  he  saw  Bishop  L— oe, 

"  Zooks,  it  is," 
Quoth  the  Bird,  **  Yes— I  know  him — a  Bonze, 

by  his  phyz — 
**  And  that  jolly  old  idol  he  kneels  to  so  low 
**  Can  be  none  but  our  round-about  godhead,  fiit 

Fo!" 
It  chanc*d  at  this  moment,  the*  Episcopal  Prig 
Was  imploring  the  P %  to  dispense  with  his 

wig," 
Which  the  Bird,  overhearing,  flew  high  o'er  hiz 

head. 
And  some  ToBrr-like  marks  of  his  patronage  shed. 
Which  so  dimm'd  the  poor  Dandy's  idolatrous  eye. 
That,  while  Fum  cried  *'  Oh  Fo  !**  all  the  court 

cried  "Oh  fie  I" 

But,  a  truce  to  digression; — these  Birds  of  a 
feather 

Thus  talk'd,  t'other  night,  on  State  matters  to- 
gether; 


In  consequence  of  an  old  promlie,  that  be  abooM  b« 
allowed  to  wear  hia  own  hair,  whenerer  he  mi|^tbe  devHtd 
to  a  Biahopric  bj  bia  B 1  H— la. 
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(The  P  —  K  just  in  bed,  or  about  to  depart  for't, 
His  legs  full  of   gout,    and    his    arms  full    of 

H RTF — D,) 

"  I  say,  Hum,"  says  Fum — Fum,  of  course,  spoke 

Chinese, 
But,  bless  you,  that*s  nothing—  at  Brighton  one 

sees 
Foreign  lingoes  and  Bishops  trans2ate<f  with  ease — 
"  I  say.  Hum,  how  fares  it  with  Royalty  now  ? 
**  Is  it  up  f  is  it  prime  f  is  it  apooney— ^or  how  ?  ** 
(The  Bird  had  just  taken  a  flash-man's  degree 
Under   B — rr — m — re,  Y th,  and  young 

Master  L e) 

"  As  for  us  in  Pekin  " here,  a  devil  of  a  din 

From  the   bed-chamber  came,  where  that  long 

Mandarin, 
C — stl gh  (whom  Fum  calls  the  Confucius  of 

Prose), 
Was  rehearsing  a  speech  upon  Europe's  repose 
To  the  deep,  double  bass  of  the  fat  Idol's  nose. 

{Nota    bene — his    Lordship    and    L — v— rp — L 

come. 
In  collateral  lines,  from  the  old  Mother  Hum, 
C — 8TL GH     a     HuM-bug  —  L V— RP — L    a 

HuM-drum.) 
The  Speech  being  finish'd,  out  rush'd  C — stl— oh, 
Saddled  Hum  in  a  hurry,  and,  whip,  spur,  away, 
Through  the  regions  of  air,  like  a  Snip  on  his 

hobby. 
Ne'er  paus'd,  till  he  lighted  in  St.  Stephen's  lobby. 


LINES  ON  THE  DEATH  OF  SH— R— D— N. 

Principibus  placuisse  viri*  !  —  Horat. 

Yes,  grief  will  have  way — but  the  fast  falling  tear 
Shall  be  mingled  with  deep  execrations  on  those, 

Who  could  bask  in  that  Spirit's  meridian  career. 
And  yet  leave  it  thus  lonely  and  dark  at  its 
close :  — 

li^Tiose  vanity  flew  round  him,  only  while  fed 
By  the  odour    his  fame  in  its  summer>time 
gave;  — 
Whose  vanity  now,  with  quick  scent  for  the  dead, 
Like  the  Gliole  of  the  East,  comes  to  feed  at  his 
grave. 

Oh !  it  sickens  the  heart  to  see  bosoms  so  hollow. 
And  spirits  so  mean  in  the  great  and  high-bom  { 


To  think  what  a  long  line  of  titles  may  follow 
The  relics  of  him  who  died — friendless  and  loni  I 

How  proud  they  can  press  to  the  fun'ral  array 
Of  one,  whom  they  shunn'd  in  his  sickness  and 
sorrow :  — 

How  bailiffs  may  seize  his  last  blanket,  to-day. 
Whose  pall  shall  be  held  up  by   nobles  to- 


And  Thou,  too,  whose  life,  a  sick  epicure's  dream, 

Incoherent  and  gross,  even  grosser  had  pass'd. 
Were   it  not  for    that  cordial   and  soul-giving 
beam. 
Which  his  friendship  and  wit  o'er  thy  nothing- 
ness cast: — 

No,  not  for  tne  weaHh  of  the  land,  that  supplies 
thee 
With  millions  to  heap  upon  Foppery's  shrine ; — 
No,  not  for  the  riches  of  all  who  despise  thee. 
Though  this  would  make  Europe's  whole  opu- 
lence mine ; — 

Would  I  suffer  what — ev'n  in  the  heart  that  thou 
hast— 
All  mean  as  it    is — must    have    consciously 
bum'd. 
When  the  pittance,  which  shame  had  wrung  from 
thee  at  last. 
And  which  found  all  his  wants  at  an  end,  was 
retum'd ; » 

"  Was  this  then  the  fete," — future  ages  will  say. 
When  some  names  shall  live  but  in  history's  curse ; 

When  Truth  will  be  heard,  and  these  Lords  of 
a  day 
Be  forgotten  as  fools,  or  remember'd  as  worse ; — 

**  Was  this  then  the  fate  of  that  high-gifted  man, 
**  The  pride  of  the  palace,  the  bow  Y  and  the  hall, 

"  The  orator, — dramatist, — minstrel, — who  ran 
"  Through  each  mode  of  the  lyre,  and  was 
master  of  all;  — 

**  Whose  mind  was  an  essence,  compounded  with 
art 
**  From  the  finest  and  best  of  all  other  men's 
pow'rs :  — 
"  Who  rul'd,  like  a  wizard,  the  world  of  the  heart, 
**  And  could  call  up  its  sunshine,  or  bringdown 
its  show'rs ;  — 


I  The  sum   was  two  hundred  poandi 
Sh — r..-4.  -n  could  no  longer  take  any 
dined,  for  bim,  bj  his  frienda. 


POLITICAL  AND  SATIRICAL  POEMS. 


401 


**  Whose  humour,  as  gay  as  the  fire-fly's  light, 
**  Play*d  round  every  subject,  and  shone  as  it 
play'd;  — 

**  Whose  wit,  in  the  combat,  as  gentle  as  bright, 
**  Nc*er  carried  a  heart-stain  away  on  its  blade ; — 

**  Whose  eloquence  —  bright'ning  whatever  it  tried, 
"  AfMiether   reason  or  fancy,   the   gay   or  the 
grave,— 

"  Was  as  rapid,  as  deep,  and  as  brilliant  a  tide, 
**  As  ever  bore  Freedom  aloft  on  its  wave ! " 

Yes  —  such  was  the  man,  and  so  wretched  his  fate  ;  — 
And  thus,  sooner  or  later,  shall  all  have  to  grieve, 

Who  waste  their  mom*s  dew  in  the  beams  of  the 
Great, 
And  expect  'twill  return  to  refresh  them  at  eve. 

In  the  woods  of  the  North  there  are  insects  that 
prey 
On  the  brain  of  the  elk  till  his  very  last  sigh ;  i 
Oh,  Genius !  thy  patrons,  more  cruel  than  they. 
First  feed  on  thy  brains,  and  then  leave  thee  to 
die! 


EPISTLE 

FROM 

TOM  CRIB  TO  BIO  BEN» 

CONCBKMINO   lOMR  POUL  PLAY  IN  A   LATB  TRANIACT10N.3 

"  Abi,  mio  Bbm  ! "  —  Mltastaiio.^ 

What  I  Ben,  my  old  hero,  is  this  your  renown  ? 

Is  this  the  new  go?  —  kick  a  man  when  he's  down  ! 

When  the  foe  has  knock'd  under,  to  tread  on  him 

then — 
By  the  fist  of  my  father,  I  blush  for  thee,  Ben! 
"  Foul  I  foul ! "  all  the  lads  of  the  Fancy  exclaim  — 
Charley   Shock  is  electrified — Beix^her  spits 

flame  — 


And 


MoLTNEux — ay, 
**  shame  ! " 


even     Blacky  *    cries 


1  Naturalists  have  obtenred  tbat,  upon  dissecting  an  elk, 
there  was  found  in  its  brad  some  large  flies,  with  its  brain 
almost  eaten  away  by  them History  qf  Poland. 

*  A  nickname  given,  at  this  time,  to  the  Pr— ce  R— g— t. 

*  Written  soon  after  Bonaparte's  transportation  to  St. 
Helena. 

**  Tom,  I  suppose,  was  "assisted"  to  this  Motto  by  Mr. 


Time   was,  when   John   Bull   little  difference 

spied 
'Twixt  the  foe  at  his  feet,  and  the  friend  at  his  side : 
When  he  foimd  (such  his  humour  in  fighting  and 

eating) 
His  foe,  like  his  beef-steak,  the  sweeter  for  beating. 
But  this  comes.  Master  Ben,  of  your  curst  foreign 

notions. 
Your  trinkets,  wigs,  thingumbobs,  gold  lace  and 

lotions ; 
Your  Noyeaus,  Cura^oas,  and  the   Devil   knows 

what — 
(One  swig  of  Blue  Ruin^'  is  worth  the  whole  lot!) 
Your  great  and  small  crosses — (my  eyes,  what  a 

brood! 
A  ci-oM-buttock  from  me  would  do  some  of  them 

good!) 
Which  have  spoilt  you,  till  hardly  a  drop,  my  old 

porpoise. 
Of  pure  English  claret  is  left  in  your  corpus ; 
And  (as  Jim  says)  the  only  one  trick,  good  or  bad. 
Of  the  Fancy  you're  up  to,  is  Jibbing,  my  lad. 
Hence  it  comes, — Boxi  an  a,  disgrace  to  thy  page !  — 
Having  floor'd,  by  good  luck,  the  first  swell  of  the 

age, 
Having  conquer'd  the  prime  one,  that  miWd  us  all 

round. 
You  kick'd  him,  old  Ben,  as  he  gasp'd  on  the 

ground ! 
Ay —just  at  the  time  to  show  spunk,  if  you'd  got 

any — 
Kick'd  him,  and  jaw'd  him,  and  lag^d"^  him  to 

Botany! 
Oh,  shade  of  the  Cheesemonger  I  ^  you,  who,  alas. 
Doubled  up,  by  the  dozen,  those  Mounseers  in  brass. 
On  thatgreatday  ofmiUing,  when  blood  lay  in  lakes, 
When  Elings  held  the  bottle,  and  Europe  the  stakes, 
Look  down  upon  Ben — see  him,  c/vn^Attf  all  o'er. 
Insult  the  fall'n  foe,  that  can  harm  him  no  more! 
Out,  cowardly  spooney/ — again  and  again. 
By  the  fist  of  my  father,  I  blush  for  thee,  Ben. 
To  show  the  white  feather  is  many  men's  doom. 
But,  what  of  onefeather  ? — Ben  shows  a  whole  Plume. 


Jackson,  who,  it  is  well  known,  keeps  the  most  learned  com- 
pany going. 

^  Names  and  nicknames  of  celebrated  pugilists  at  that 
time. 

•Gin.  "  Transported. 

"  A  Life  Guardsman,  one  ottMe  Fancy ^  who  distinguished 
liimscir,  and  was  killed  in  the  memorable  $eUto  at  Waterloo. 
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THE   FUDGE   FAMILY   IN   PARIS. 


Le  Leggi  della  Matchers  richiedono  che  una  persona  matcherata  non  sla  salutata  per  nome  da  uno  die  la 
malgrado  U  tuo  traTettimento.  —  Caitiglionb. 


PREFACR 

In  -what  manner  the  following  Epistles  came  into 
my  hands,  it  is  not  necessary  for  the  public  to 
know.  It  will  be  seen  by  Mr.  Fudge's  Second 
Letter,  that  he  is  one  of  those  gentlemen  whose 
Secret  Services  in  Ireland,  under  the  mild  ministry 

of  my  Lord  C gh,  have  been  so  amply  and 

gratefully  remunerated.  Like  his  friend  and  as- 
sociate, Thomas  Reynoum,  Esq.,  he  had  retired 
upon  the  reward  of  his  honest  industry  ;  but  has 
lately  been  induced  to  appear  again  in  active  life, 
and  superintend  the  training  of  that  Delatorian 
Cohort,  which  Lord  S— dm— th,  in  his  wisdom 
and  benevolence,  has  organized. 

Whether  Mr.  Fudge,  himself,  has  yet  made 
any  discoveries,  does  not  appear  from  the  follow- 
ing pages.  But  much  may  be  expected  from  a 
person  of  his  zeal  and  sagacity,  and,  indeed,  to 
Aim,  Lord  S — dm— th,  and  the  Greenland-bound 
ships,  the  eyes  of  all  lovers  of  discoveries  are  now 
most  anxiously  directed. 

I  regret  much  that  I  haye  been  obliged  to  omit 
Mr.  Bob  Fudge's  Third  Letter,  concluding  the 
adventures  of  his  Day  with  the  Dinner,  Opera, 
&c.  &c. ;  —  but,  in  consequence  of  some  remarks 
upon  Marinette's  thin  drapery,  which,  it  was 
thought,  might  give  offence  to  certain  well-mean- 
ing persons,  the  manuscript  was  sent  back  to 
Paris  for  his  revision,  and  had  not  returned  when 
the  last  sheet  was  put  to  press. 

It  will  not,  I  hope,  be  thought  presumptuous,  if 
I  take  this  opportunity  of  complaining  of  a  very 
serious  injustice  I  have  suffered  from  the  public. 
Dr.  King  wrote  a  treatise  to  prove  that  Bentley 
"was  not  the  author  of  his  own  book,"  and  a 
sunilar  absurdity  has  been  asserted  of  me,  in 
almost  all  the  best-informed  literary  circles.  With 
the  name  of  the  real  author  staring  them  in  the 
face,  they  have  yet  persisted  in  attributing  my 
works  to  other  people  ;  and  the  fame  of  the  Two- 
penny Post-Bag  —  such  as  it  is  —  having  hovered 


doubtftdly  over  various  persons,  has  at  last  settled 
upon  the  head  of  a  certain  little  gentleman,  who 
wears  it,  I  understand,  as  complacently  as  if  it 
actually  belonged  to  him ;  without  even  the  honesty 
of  avowing,  with  his  own  favourite  author,  (he  will 
excuse  the  pun) 

Ev«)"0MnF02««ii« 

I  can  only  add,  that  if  any  lady  or  gentleman, 
curious  in  such  matters,  will  take  the  trouble  of 
calling  at  my  lodgings,  245.  Piccadilly,  I  shall 
have  the  honour  of  assuring  them,  in  proprid  per- 
sonA,  that  I  am  —  his,  or  her, 
Very  obedient 

And  very  humble  Servant, 
THOMAS  BROWN,  THE  YOUNGER. 

ApHl  17.  1818. 
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LETTER  L 

from  miss  biddy  fudge  to  miss  dobothy , 

of  clonkiltt,  in  ireland. 

Amlrai. 

Dear  Doll,  while  the  tails  of  our  hones   are 

plaiting, 
The  trunks  tying  on,  and  Papa,  at  the  door. 
Into  very  bad  French  is,  as  usual,  translating 
His  English  resolve  not  to  give  a  sou  more, 
I  sit  down  to  write  you  a  line  —  only  think!  — 
A  letter  from  France,  with  French  pens  and  French 

ink. 
How  delightful !  though,  would  you  believe  it,  my 

dear? 
I  have  seen  nothing  yet  very  wonderful  here ; 
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No  adTentqre,  no  i^titimeiit^  fer  tu  we've  come^ 
Biit  tbt*  com-i.cId£  and  tre«8  quite  as  dull  asat  home ; 
Aod  i*ut  for  the  post-boy »  his  boots  and  his  queue, 
I  might  jW  a£  iwell  be  at  Clonkiky  Trith  you  E 
In  raiii,  at  DesseinX  did  1  take  from  my  truDk 
That  divine  fellow,  Stern e^  and  fall  reading  "The 

Monk  J " 
III  Tun  did  1  think  of  hii  charming  Dead  Aaa, 
And  remember  the  cru^t  and  the  wallet  —  alas! 
No  monkfl  can  be  had  now  for  love  or  for  money, 
(All  owbgt  Pa  says»  to  that  infidel  Boket  ;) 
And,  though  one  little  Neddy  we  saw  in  our  drive 
Out  of  claasieal  Naoeipont,  the  beast  was  alive  1 

By  the  by,  though,  at  Calais,  Papa  fatd  a  touch 
Of  romance  on  the  pitr,  which  affected  me  much. 
At  the  sight  of  that  spot»  where  our  darling  Dtx- 

DUIT 

Set  the  first  of  his  own  dear  legitimate  feet,  < 
(Modelled  out  ao  exaetlj,  and — God  bless  the  mark  I 
*Tis  a  foot,  Dolly,  worthy  bo  Grand  a  Mvnarque\ 
He  exclaim'd,  **  Oh,  mon  Roi  I  '*  and,  with  tear- 
dropping  eye. 
Stood  to  gaze  on  the  spot  —  while  some  Jocobiii, 

nigh, 
Mattered  out  with  a  shrug,  (what  an  insolent  thing !) 
' "  5Ia  foi,  he  be  right—  'tis  dc  EDglishman^s  King  \ 
And  dat  gros  pied  de  cochon  —  begar,  me  vil  say 
Dat  dc  foot  look  mosb  better,  if  tum'd  toder  way.*" 
There  s  the  pillar,  too^Lord!  Iliad  nearly  forgot — 
What  a  charming  idea  !  —  tais'd  close  to  the  spot  \ 
The  mode  being  now,  (as  you've  heard,  1  suppose,) 
To  build  tombs  over  legs  %  and  raise  pillars  to  toes. 

This  is  ail  that's  occurred  sentimental  as  yet ; 
Except,  indeed,  some  little  flow  V*nymphs  wc*ve  met. 
Who  disturb  ODe*s  romance  with  pecuniary  views, 
Flinging  flow'rs  in  your  path,  and  then  —  bawling 

for  80UM  ! 
And  some  picturesque  beggars^  whose  multitudes 

seem 
To  recall  the  good  days  of  the  nncien  rigime^ 
All  as  ragged  and  hrisk,  yoo*ll  be  happy  to  lesni, 
And  as  thin  as  they  were  in  the  time  of  dear 

8TEII!«E» 

Our  party  consists  (in  a  neat  Calais  job) 

Of  Papa  and  myself,  Mr.  Connor  and  Bob. 

You  remember  how  sheepish  Bon  look'd  at  Kil- 

randy, 
But,  Ix»rd  !  he*s  quite  alterM  -=^  they've  made  him 

a  Dandy ; 


A  thing,  you  know,  wbisker*d,  great-couted,  and 

kcU 
Like  an  faour-ghiss,  exceedingly  small  in  the  waist  t 
Quite  a  new  sort  of  creatures,  unknown  yet  to 

scholars, 
With  heads,  so  immoTably  stuck  in  shirt -colUirs, 
That  seats,  like  our  music-BtooU,  soon  must  be 

found  them. 
To  twirl,  when  the  creatures  may  wish  to  look 

round  them. 
In  short,  dear,  "  a  Dandy  "  describes  what  I  mean. 
And  Bon's  far  the  best  of  the  ^enug  IVc  seen  ; 
An  improving  young  man,  fond  of  learning,  am- 
bitious, 
And  goes  now  to  Paris  to  study  French  dishes, 
AMiose   names— think,  how  quick!    he  already 

knows  pat, 
A"  la  brahe^  ptUt*  patis^  and  —  what  d'ye  call  that 
They  inflict  on  potatoes  ? —  oh  t  vmttre  d'h&tel-^ 
I  assure  you,  dear  Doixv,  he  knows  them  as  well 
As  if  nothing  else  all  his  life  he  had  eat. 
Though  a  bit  of  them  Bobby  has  never  toueh'd  yet; 
But  just  knows  the  names  of  French  dishes  and 

cooks, 
As  dear  Pa  knows  the  titles  of  authors  and  hooks. 

As  to  Pa,  what  d*ye  think  ?^mjnd,  it'sail  cntre nous. 
But  you  know,  love,  I  never  keep  secrets  from  you — 
Why,  he's  writing  a  book  —  what  I  a  tale?  t  ro- 
mance? 
No,  ye  Gods,  would  it  were  I  -^  but  his  Travels  in 

France  ; 
At  the  special  desire  (he  let  out  t'other  day) 
Of  his  great  friend  and  patron,  my  Lord  C-sti-b-oh, 
Who  said,  "  3Iy  dear  Fin>CE '"  -^  I  forget  the 

exact  words, 
And,  it's  strange,  noone  ever  remembers  my  Lord*sj 
Bui  Ywas  something  to  say  that,  as  all  must  allow 
A  good  orthodox  work  is  much  wanting  Just  now, 
To  expound  to  the  world  the  new  —  thinguinmie  — ' 

science, 
Found  out  by  the — what's-ita-namc  ^  Holy  AI- 

liauce. 
And  prove  to  mankind  that  their  rights  are  but  folly, 
Their  freedom   a  joke,  (which  it  w,  you  know, 

Dully,) 
**  There's  none,'*  said  his  Lordship,  "  if  7  may  he 

judge, 
Half  so  fit  for  this  greiit  undertaking  as  Fcn>os  f" 

The  matter's  soon  settled  —  Pa  flies  to  the  Ituw 
(The  first  stagn  yonr  tourists  now  usually  go), 


J  To  commnnorate  the  landing  of  Loali  le  Dtilr6  from     it  CsIiU,  sad  s  pUUr  with  mi  InicrtpUon  «!•«!  otif»oiUe  to 
EugLuid,  ibc  lmp.r««iluo  of  bli  foot  i*  maf ked  out  on  the  pi«F  j  the  ipot*  ■  Cl-gll  U  iambe  de,  Ac  Ac. 
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Settles  all  for  his  quarto^advertisemeDts,  praises — 
Starts  post  from  the  door,  vith  his  tablets — French 

phrases  — 
"  ScoTT*s  Visit,"  of  coarse  —  in  short,  ev'ry  thing 

he  has 
An  author  can  want,  except  words  and  ideas  :  — 
And,  lo !  the  first  thing,  in  the  spring  of  the  year. 
Is  Phil.  Fudge  at  the  front  of  a  Quarto,  my  dear ! 

But,  bless  me,  my  paper's  near  out,  so  Td  better 
Draw  fast  to  a  close:  — this  exceeding  long  letter 
You  owe  to  a  dfjeuner  a  la  fowrchette^ 
Which  BoBBT  would  have,  and  is  hard  at  it  yet — 
What's  next  ?  oh,  the  tutor,  the  last  of  the  party. 
Young  Connor  : — they  say  he's  so  like  Bonaparte, 
His   nose    and    his    chin  —  which    Papa    rather 

dreads. 
As  the  BourboQs,  you  know,  are  suppressing  all 

heads 
That  resemble  old  Nap's,  and  who  knows  but 

their  honours 
May  think,  in  their  fright,  of  suppressing  poor 

Connor's  ? 
Au  rtste  (as  we  say),  the  young  lad's  well  enough. 
Only  talks  much  of  Athens,  Rome,  virtue,  and 

stuff; 
A  third  cousin  of  ours,  by  the  way — poor  as  Job 
(Though  of  royal  descent  by  the  side  of  Mamma), 
And  for  charity  made  private  tutor  to  Bob  ;  — 
Entrt  nous^  too,  a  Papist — how  lib'ral  of  Pa  ! 

This  is  all,  dear, — forgive  me  for  breaking  off  thus. 
But  Bob's  dejeuners  done,  and  Papa's  in  a  fuss. 

B.  F. 
P.S. 
How  provoking  of  Pa  I  he  will  not  let  me  stop 
Just  to  run  in  and  rummage  some  milliner's  shop ; 
And  my  dt^hut  in  Paris,  I  blush  to  think  on  it. 
Must  now,  l>OLU  be  made  in  a  hideous  low  bonnet. 
But  Paris,  dear  Paris  !  —  oh,  there  will  be  joy, 
And  romance,  and  high  bonnets,  and  Madame  Le 
Roi !  > 


>  A  wlebmtcd  mantua-maker  in  Pan*. 

■  Thl«  excrllent  imiution  of  the  noble  Lord's  style  shows 
bow  deeply  Mr.  Fudge  must  hare  studied  bis  great  original. 
Irish  oratory,  indeed,  abounds  with  such  startling  pecu- 
liarities. Thus  the  eloquent  Counsellor  B ,  in  de- 
scribing some  hypocritical  pretender  to  charity,  s.iid,  "  He 
put  his  hand  in  his  breeches -pocket,  like  a  crocodile,  and,'* 
Ac.  Ac. 


LETTER  IL 

FROM  PHIL.  FUDGE,  ESQ.  TO  THE  LORD   TISCOUMT 
C — 8T — R — GH. 


Pvia. 


At  length,  my  Ix>rd,  I  have  the  bliss 
To  date  to  you  a  line  from  this 
"  Demoraliz'd  "  metropolis  ; 
Where,  by  plebeians  low  and  scurvy. 
The  throne  was  tum'd  quite  topsy-turvy. 
And  KLingship,  tumbled  from  its  seat, 
"  Stood  prostrate  "  at  the  people's  feet ; 
Where  (still  to  use  your  Lordship's  tropes) 
The  level  of  obedience  dopes 
Upward  and  downward,  as  the  stream 
Of  hydra  faction  kicka  the  beam  I  * 
Where  the  poor  Palace  changes  masters 

Quicker  than  a  snake  its  skin. 
And  Louis  is  roll'd  out  on  castors. 

While  Boney's  borne  on  shoulders  in  :  — 
But  where,  in  every  change,  no  doubt. 

One  special  good  your  Lordship  traces,  — 
That  'tis  the  Kings  alone  turn  out. 

The  Ministers  still  keep  their  places. 

How  oft,  dear  Viscotmt  C- 


-GH, 

I've  thought  of  thee  upon  the  way. 
As  in  my  job  (what  place  could  be 
More  apt  to  wake  a  thought  of  thee  ?) — 
Or,  oftener  far,  when  gravely  sitting 
Upon  my  dicky,  (as  is  fitting 
For  him  who  writes  a  Tour,  that  he 
May  more  of  men  and  manners  see,) 
I've  thought  of  thee  and  of  thy  glories. 
Thou  guest  of  Kings,  and  King  of  Tories  ! 
Reflecting  how  thy  fame  has  grown 

And  spread,  beyond  man's  usual  share. 
At  home,  abroad,  till  thou  art  known. 

Like  Major  Semple,  every  where  ! 
And  marv'Uing  with  what  powers  of  breath 
Your  Lordship,  having  speech'd  to  death 
Some  himdreds  of  your  fellow -men. 
Next  speech'd  to  Sov'reigns'  ears, — and  when 
All  Sov'reigns  else  were  doz'd,  at  last 
Speech'd  down  the  Sov'reign'  of  Belfast 
Oh  !  mid  the  praises  and  the  trophies 
Thou  gain'st  from  Morosophs  and  Sophis; 

3  The  title  of  the  chief  magistrate  of  Belikst,  before  whom 
his  Lordship  (with  the  "  studium  immane  loquendi  **  attri- 
buted by  Ovid  to  that  chattering  and  rapacious  cUm  of  Urds, 
the  pies)  delivered  sundry  long  and  self-gratulatory  ormUooa, 
on  his  return  from  the  Continent.  It  was  at  one  of  tbeae 
Irish  dinners  that  his  gallant  brother,  Lord  S.,  propoaed 
the  health  of  "  The  best  caTslry  officer  in  Europe  —  tb« 
Regent ! " 
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Mid  nil  ibe  tributes  to  thy  fame. 

So  time  ts  left  to  Emperor  Sani>t 

There's  one  thou  should  Bt  be  cMeflj  plieu*d  at — 

To  be  Ajj//*C«sar  and  half  Dandy  ; 

TImt  Ireland  gives  her  snaf  thy  xuune. 

And  G        OE  the  R — c — t  (wlio*d  forget 

■ 

And  C GH*8  the  thing  bow  sneez'd  at  1 

That  doughtiest  chieftain  of  the  set?) 

Hath  wherewithal  for  trinkets  new, 

But  hold*  jiiy  pen  !*^a  truce  to  praismg— 

For  dragons,  after  Chinese  models, 

Tbomgh  ev'o  your  Lordship  will  allow 

And  chambers  where  Duke  Ho  and  Stto, 

1 

The  themes  temptations  are  amazing  ; 

Might    come    and    nine    times     knock    tlicir 

But  time  and  ink  run  short,  and  now, 

noddles  !  — 

(A«  thou  wouldst  say,  my  guide  and  t^ach^r 

All  this  my  Quarto  11  prove  —  much  more 

tn  these  gay  metaphor ic  fringes, 

Than  Quarto  ever  prov'd  before  : 

■ 

I  must  erntxirk  into  the  fait urf 

In  reasoning  with  the  Font  I'll  ^-ie, 

On  which  this  letter  chiefly  hinges ;)^^ 

My  facts  tbe  Cmtricr  shall  supply. 

■i 

My  Book^  the  Book  that  is  to  prove  — 

My  jokes  V — ns — t,  P-  le  ray  sense. 

^ 

And  will,  (so  belp  ye  Sprites  tthove^ 

And  thoo,  sweet  Lord,  my  eloquence  1 

1 

That  sit  ou  clouds^  as  grave  as  judges, 

1 

Watcbing  the  labours  of  the  Fctduks  I) 

My  Jonmal,  penn'd  by  fits  and  starts, 

f 

Will  prove  that  all  the  world,  at  present, 

On  Bmuf  *s  back  or  Bobb¥*5  shoulder, 

L 

Is  in  a  state  extremely  pleasant  ; 

(My  son,  my  Lord,  a  youth  of  parts. 

Hi 

That  Europe  —  thanks  to  royal  swords 

Who  longs  to  he  a  small  place  bolder,) 

V 

And  hay 'nets,  aud  the  EJuke  commanding — 

Is^ — though  I  Bay\  that  shouldn't  say  — 

Eqjoya  a  peace  which,  like  the  LordX 

Extremely  good  j  and,  by  the  way. 

Passetb  all  human  uader&iaodiog ; 

One  extract  from  it — ow/y  one  — 

■ 

Tliai  Fnmce  prefers  her  go-cart  King 

To  show  its  spirit,  and  Fve  done. 

To  such  a  coward  scamp  as  Bojcev  ; 

"  Jul.  tJiirttf-JlrsL —  Went,  after  snack, 

Tbongh  round,  with  each  a  leading-string. 

**  To  the  Cathedral  of  St.  Denny ; 

There  staiideth  many  a.  Royal  erony, 

*♦  Sighed  o'er  the  Kings  of  ages  back, 

For  fear  the  chuhhy,  tottViog  thing 

•*  And^ — gave  the  old  Concierge  a  penny. 

Should  fall,  if  left  there  hue^-pone^  ;  — 

**  (3fem.  —  Must  see  Bhcimst  much  fam*d,  "tis  said. 

That  England,  too,  the  more  her  d*;bts, 

"  For  making  Kings  and  gingerbread.) 

The  more  sbe  spends,  the  richer  guts  ; 

**  Was  shown  the  tomb  where  lay,  so  stately, 

And  that  the  Irisb^  grateful  nation  ! 

"  A  little  Bourbon,  buried  lately, 

Rememhcr  when  by  time  reign'd  over, 

**  Thrice  higli  and  puissant,  we  were  told. 

And  bless  thee  for  their  flagellation, 

**  Though  only  twenty*  four  hours  old  !  * 

As  HrxoisA  did  her  lover  1^ — "^ 

*'  Hear  this,  thought  I,  ye  Jacobins : 

That  Pohindf  left  for  Bu&aia*s  Inncli 

"  Ve  Burdetts,  tremble  in  your  skins ! 

Upon  tbe  side-hoard,  snug  repoees  : 

"  If  Royalty*  but  ag'd  a  day, 

While  Saxony's  as  pleased  as  Punch, 

"  Can  boast  sncb  high  aud  puissant  sway, 

And  Norway  "  on  a  bed  of  rosea  1" 

"  What  LmpiouB  hand  its  powV  would  fix. 

That,  as  for  some  few  million  souls, 

"  Ftill  fledg'd  and  wigg'd"  at  fifty-sixl" 

Transferred  by  contract,  bless  tbe  clods ! 

If  half  were  strangled  —  Spaniards,  Pok-s^ 

The  argument's  qnite  new,  you  see. 

And  FrtQchmen^ — 'twouldn't  make  much  odds, 

And  proves  exactly  Q.  E.  D, 

So  Europe's  goodly  Fioyal  ones, 

So  now,  with  duty  to  the  R — o — T, 

Sit  easy  on  their  sacred  thrones  j 

I  am,  dear  Lord, 

So  F£ai}D«ANi>  embroiders  gaily,' 

Your  most  obedient. 

And  Lotna  eats  his  mlmi*^  daily ; 

P.  F. 

•  VrTb«tJm  (tmn  one  of  ibo  nobJe  VUcoum"!  Sp^chei  — 

*               0-4'M  r$,  ««•  il«MV  titreifHr  fim^ikmt^ 

**  And  now,  Slr^  I  roujt  embark  inlo  the  fratuj-e  on  whicb  tkU 

HoHU,  OtlgtM.  3. 

1 

quealioo  chirdjT  lilnifci." 

^^^^B 

>  8«e  li«r  L«tt(;ri. 

«  So  deicribed  on  the  eofBn  t   "  trit-luiute  ct  palisante 

^^^B 

>  tt  would  be  an  edifying  thinir  to  write  »  Unorj  of  the 

Frlnce»»e^  agee  dhin  jour/' 

^^^V 

■  Til  ere  H  a  fulncii  and  breadth  io  thli  [H>rtr»lt  of  Rofatt/, 

V 

th«  fly-«ticklii^ af  Daniitlan.  the  mole-cauliiog  of  Art^batiij*, 

whkb  remindi  m  of  what  PUny  (art,  in  tpeaking  ofTralao*! 

H 

tfa«   htjg-mlinlckiDg  of  Paimenfdr*.   the   hDri<>-currjrliiK  of 

great  qiuU Jtle» :— '^  noa no  long^  lateqtu  Frlnclpem  otlea- 

^^^H 

Areiai.  toUwpetticoat-cnibroLderlngor  Furdlnand,  and  ihc 

Unt?*' 

^H 

p 

p«ll«fiM-playliii  of  the  T r  B ^t 

.    1 

1 

k^_. 

J 

406 


MOORE'S  WORKS. 


H6iel  Breteuil,  Rue  Eivoli. 
Neat  lodgings — rather  dear  for  me  ; 
But  Biddy  said  she  thought  'twould  look 
Genteeler  thus  to  date  my  Book  ; 
And  Biddy's  right — besides,  it  curries 
Some  favour  with  our  friends  at  Murray's, 
Who  scorn  what  any  man  can  say, 
That  dates  from  Rue  St-Honore  I 


LETTER  III. 


FROH   MR.  BOB   FUDGE   TO    RICHARD 


ESQ. 


Oh   Dick !   you  may  talk  of  your  writing  and 

reading, 
Your  Logic  and  Greek,  but  there's  nothing  like 

feeding ; 
And  this  is  the  place  for  it,  Dicky,  you  dog, 
Of  all  places  on  earth  —  the  head-quarters  of  Prog! 
Talk  of  England— her  fam'd  Magna  Charta,  I 

swear,  is 
A  humbug,  a  flam,  to  the  Carte «  at  old  Very's  ; 
And  as  for  your  Juries— irAo  would  not  set  o'er 

*em 
A  Jury  of  Tasters  3,  with  woodcocks  before  'em  ? 
Give  Cartwright  his  Parliaments,  fresh  every 

year ; 
But  those  friends  of  short  Commons  would  never 

do  here ; 
And,  let  Romllly  speak  as  he  will  on  the  question. 
No  Digest  of  Law's  like  the  laws  of  digestion  ! 

By  the  by,  Dick,  /fatten — but  rCimporte for  that, 
'Tis  the  mode  —  your  legitimates  always  get  fat 
There's  the  R— g — t,  there's  Louis — and  Boney 

tried  too, 
But,    though     somewhat     imperial    in     paunch, 

*t wouldn't  do:  — 


I  Se«  the  Quarterly  Review  for  May.  1816,  where  Mr. 
Hobhouce  ia  accused  of  having  written  his  book  "  in  a  back 
street  of  the  French  capital." 

«  The  Bill  of  Fare —  V6ry,  a  well-known  Restaurateur. 

>  Mr.  Bob  alludes  particularly,  I  presume,  to  the  famous 
Jury  D^gustateur,  which  used  to  assemble  at  the  H6tcl  of  M. 
Grimod  de  la  Reynidre,  and  of  which  this  modern  Arches- 
tratus  has  given  an  account  in  his  Almanach  des  Gourmands, 
cinquldme  ann6e,  p.  78. 

*  The  (airy-land  of  cookery  and  gourmandUe :  "  Pays,  oH 
le  del  ollte  les  riandes  toutes  cuites,  et  oQ,  comme  on  parte, 
lea  alouettet  tombent  toutet  roties.  Du  Latin,  coqudre."— 
Duekat. 

'  The  process  by  which  the  liver  of  the  unfortunate  goos« 
is  enlarged,  in  order  to  produce  that  richest  of  all  dainties. 


He  improv'd,  indeed,  much  in  this  point»  when  he 

wed. 
But  he  ne'er  grew  right  royally  fBitmtke  head. 

Dick,  Dick,  what  a  place  is  this  Paris! — but 

stay — 
As  my  raptures  may  bore  you,  FU  just  sketch  a 

Day, 
As  we  pass  it,  myself  and  some  comrades  Pre  got. 
All  thorough-bred  Gnostics,  who  know  what  is 

what 

After  dreaming  some  hours  of  the  land  of  Co- 

caigne,4 
That  Elysium  of  all  that  isfriand  and  nice. 
Where  for  hail  they  have  bon-bons,  and  claret  for 

rain. 
And  the  skaiters  in  winter  show  off  on  crtam- 

ice; 
Where  so  ready  all  nature  its  cookery  yields, 
Macaroni  au  parmesan  grows  in  the  fields  ; 
Little  birds  fly  about  with  the  true  pheasant  taint. 
And  the  geese  are  all  bom  with  a  liver  complaint !  ^ 
I  rise — put  on  neck-cloth — stiffs  tight,  as  can  be  — 
For  a  lad  who  goes  into  the  world,  Dick,  like  me. 
Should  have  his  neck  tied  up,  you  know — there's 

no  doubt  of  it — 
Almost  as  tight  as  some  Uds  who  go  out  of  it. 
With  whiskers  well  oil'd,  and  with  boots  that 

"  hold  up 
"  The  mirror  to  nature" — so  bright  yon  could  sup 
Off  the  leather  like  china;  with  coat,  too,  that 

draws 
On  the  tailor,  who  suffers,  a  martyr's  applause ! 
With  head  bridled  up,  like  a  four-in-hand  leader. 
And  stays — devil's   in  them — too  tight  for   a 

feeder, 
I  strut  to  the  old  Cafe  Hardy,  which  yet 
Beats  the  field  at  a  dejeuner  a  la  fourchette. 
There,  Dick,  what  a  breakfast !  oh,  not  like  joor 

ghost 
Of  a  breakfast  in  England,  your  curst  tea  and 

toast  ;  * 


the /oicgras,  of  which  such  renowned  p^f^«  are  made  at  Straa- 
bourg  and  Toulouse,  is  thus  described  in  the  Cours  Gaxtnh' 
nomiquc :  —  "  On  d6plume  I'estomac  des  oies  ;  on  attach* 
ensultc  ces  animaux  aux  chenets  d'une  chemln^,  et  oo  let 
nourrit  devant  le  feu.  La  captivity  et  la  cbaleur  dooncnt  k 
cei  ToUtiles  une  maladic  h6patique,  qui  fait  gonfler  leur 
fole,"  8cc.  p.  206. 

*  Is  Mr.  Bob  aware  that  his  contempt  for  tea  renders  htm 
liable  to  a  charge  of  atheism  T  Such,  at  least,  is  the  opinloo 
cited  in  Christian.  FaUter.  Ameenital.  PAt'Ay .  —  **  Atheoa 
interpretabatur  hominem  ad  herbA  The  avenum.**  He  woold 
not,  I  think,  have  been  so  irreverent  to  this  bererage  of 
scholars,  if  he  had  read  Peter  Petit's  Poem  in  praise  of  Tea, 
addressed  to  the  learned  Hatrl— .or  the  Epifraphe  which 
PechUnu*  wrote  for  an  altar  he  meant  to  dedlcelt  to  this  bevh 


■ 
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1 

But  a  iide-board,  you  dog,  wbere  one's  eye  rorea 

There  goes  a  French  Dandy — ah,  Dick  t  unlike 

about, 

some  ones 

^1 

Like  a  Turk's  in  the  Haram»  aud  thenee  siugles  out 

We've  seen  about  WnrrE*8— the  Mounseers  are 

^1 

One  pui^  of  larks,  just  lo  tune  up  (lie  throat. 

but  mm  ones ; 

H 

One's  small  limbs  of  cl)jckeD«»  done  en  pupillatttt 

Such  hats  I —fit  for  monkeys—  I'd  back  Mra.  DaJL- 

H 

One's  erudite  cutlets,  drest  aJlL  ways  hut  plaln^ 

PEa 

H 

Or   one^s  kidneys*— imagine,    Dick ^ done   with 

To  cut  neater  weather-boards  out  of  brown  paper  : 

H 

chanjpa^e ! 

And  coats — how  1  wish,  if  it  wouldn't  distress  'em. 

H 

Then,  mme  glasses  of  Beaune^  lo  dilute — or,  may- 

They'd  club  for  old  Br— mw— l,  from  Calais,  to 

H 

hap. 

dress  'em  ! 

H 

Chainbertin  i,  which  you  bnow^g  the  p€t  tipple  of 

The  collar  sticks  out  from  the  neck  such  a  space, 

H 

Nap, 

Thut  you'd  swear  'twas  the  plan  of  this  head- 

H 

And  which  Dud,  by  the  hy,  that  legitimate  stickler. 

lopping  nation, 

H 

Much  scrypks  to  taste,  but  fm  not  so  panidar,^-- 

To  leave  there  behind  them  a  snug  little  place 

H 

Your  cofi*ee  comes  next,  by  preacripLioD  :  and  ihea, 

For  the  head  to  drop  into,  on  decapitation. 

H 

Dick,  's 

In  short,,  what  with  motMite banks,  counts,  and  fri" 

H 

seurs. 

H 

( If  books  had  but  such,  my  old  GreeiAO,  depend  on\ 

Some  mummers  by  trade,  and  the  rest  amateurs — 

H 

I'd  swaUow  ev'n  \V^!rK — vs\  for  sake  of  the  end 

What  with  captains  in  new  jockey-boots  and  silk 

^1 

oqX) 

breeches, 

H 

A  neat  glass  of  parjaii-amour,  which  one  sips 

Old  dustmen  with  swinging  great  opera-hats. 

H 

Just  as  if  bottled  velvt^t^  tipp'd  over  one's  lips. 

And  shoeblacks  reclining  by  statues  in  niches. 

^1 

This  repast  being  ended,  and  paid /or  ^~(hov  odd  ! 

There   never   was  seen  such  a  race  of  Jack 

H 

Till  a  man's  us'd  to  paying,  there's  sonoething  so 

SpraU  ! 

H 

queer  iu't !)  — 

^1 

The  sun  now  well  out,  and  the  girls  all  abroad, 

From  the  Boulevards ^ but  hearken  !— yes ^- as 

^1 

And  the  world  enough  air*d  for  us,  Nobs,  to 

Fm  a  sinner, 

H 

appear  in't. 

The  clock  is  just  striking  the  half-hour  to  dinner: 

H 

We  lounge  tip  the  BonleTards,  where — oh,  Dick, 

So  no  more  at  present  —  short  time  for  adorning — 

H 

the  phyx^e&t 

My  Day  must  be  finifih'd  some  other  fine  morn- 

H 

The  turn  -outs,  we  meet  —  what  a  nation  of  qniiiies  J 

ing. 

H 

Here  toddles  along  some  old  figure  of  fun, 

Now,  hey  for  old  BeAUvtixiEmfl'*  larder,  my  boy  1 

^1 

With  a  coat  yon  might  date  Anno  Domini  I.  j 

And,  once  (hfre,  if  the  Goddess  of  Beauty  and  Joy 

H 

A  lac'd  hat^  worsted  stockings, and  —  noble  old  soul  1 

Were  to  write  "Come  and  kiss  me,  dear  Boal" 

H 

A  fine  ribbon  and  cross  in  his  best  button-hole ; 

rd  not  budge — 

H 

Juit  sach  as  our  Pa        ce,  who  nor  rejiiion  nor  fun 

Not  a  step,  Dick,  as  sure  as  mj  name  is 

H 

dreads, 

R.  FUDGK. 

^ 

Inflicts,  without  er'n  a  court-martial,  on  hundreds.^ 

Here  trips  a  griseife^  with  a  fond,  roguish  eye, 
(Rather  eatahle  things  these  tfrvtttte^  by  the  by)  ; 

■ 

And  there  an  old  dnnaiAeUe^  almost  as  fond, 

■ 

In  a  silk  that  has  stood  since  the  time  of  the  Fronde. 

1 

—  or  IJ]«  Aoacr«oat[c«  of  Prter  Praniitu.  In  which  h«  callt 

Yei«  left  Hpbe,  eref  jGung^ 

1 

Tea 

lilgh  \n  lit*v'n  hef  nmtiMi  hold. 

ei*v,  ^mv,  ^tmtttf. 

And  to  Jtivif''*  i:mm«iirt&l  throng 
Pour  the  tide  lo  eup*  &r  gold  — 

1 

Tli<  Jbllowtnf  pus«|«  from  om  of  Ihew  AnacrfMjatSci  wLl], 

rti  not  t'oty  hejiTen'i  PrtBoc*, 

t  luir*  no  doulic  Iw  gratU^ng  to  aU  tn»e  Ttidita. 

Whlltf.  with  mowr  hjiDdt,  for  me, 
Katb  the  phlna  ten-cup  rin««t. 

1 

9miC,  JS'tifv  tt  wmr^. 

Aad  jxiuri  out  her  bett  Eohea  1 

Atta4  n  UMTttf  'HCi|. 

1  The  favourite  iKioc!^  of  NapQleon> 

1 

Si  fbM  hiiuututr* 

i  Ve/our§  en  bouteilU^ 

2«b4l««  II  fM/ifirttri, 

*  U  wAi  lakl  by  Wlcijuefort,.  mor*  than  a  hundriN]  jrear* 

^1 

T»  mmXXii  0-fiwtvem4 

■go,  *'  L«  Hot  d' Angletarra  fidt  aval  plui  d«  rhcvol  l«^i  que  toui 

^H 

lei aa tret  Roll  il«  U  Cbr€tl«it«  ■D«bl(»."—  What  would  he 

M 

MJ  now  f 

Which  may  b«  thtu  tnmtlatod  i  — 

*  A  c«l«brat«d  rettauratatir. 

1 

1 

i 

i 
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ij:tter  IV. 


FROM    PHELIM   CONNOR  TO  ■ 


"  Return  I " — no,  never,  while  the  with'ring  hand 
Of  bigot  power  is  on  that  hapless  land  ; 
"While,  for  the  faith  my  fathers  held  to  God, 
Ev'n  in  the  fields  where  free  those  fathers  trod, 
I  am  proscrib'd,  and — like  the  spot  left  bare 
In  Israers  halls,  to  tell  the  proud  and  fair 
Amidst  their  mirth,  that  Slav'ry  had  been  there — ' 
On  all  I  love,  home,  parents,  friends,  I  trace 
The  mournful  mark  of  bondage  and  disgrace ! 
No! — let  them  stay,  who  in  their  country's  pangs 
Sec  nought  but  food  for  factions  and  harangues ; 
>Vho  yearly  kneel  before  their  masters*  doors. 
And  hawk  their  wrongs,  as  beggars  do  their  sores : 
StiU  let  your«     •  •  •  • 

•  •  •  «  • 

Still  hope  and  suffer,  all  who  can ! — but  I, 
Who  durst  not  hope,  and  cannot  bear,  must  fly. 

But  whither? — every  where  the  scourge  pursues — 
Turn  where  he  will,  the  wretched  wand'rer  views. 
In  the  bright,  broken  hopes  of  all  his  race. 
Countless  reflections  of  the'  Oppressor's  face. 
Every  where  gallant  hearts,  and  spirits  true. 
Are  serv'd  up  victims  to  the  vile  and  few ; 
While  E — gl — d,  every  where — the  general  foe 
Of  Truth  and  Freedom,  wheresoe'er  they  glow  — 
Is  first,  when  tyrants  strike,  to  aid  the  blow. 

Oh,  E — gl— d  I  could  such  poor  revenge  atone 
For  wrongs,  that  well  might  claim  the  deadliest  one ; 
Were  it  a  vengeance,  sweet  enough  to  sate 
The  wretch  who  flies  from  thy  intolerant  hate. 
To  hear  his  curses  on  such  barb'rous  sway 
Echoed,  where'er  he  bends  his  cheerless  way  ;  — 
Could  this  content  him,  every  lip  he  meets 
Teems   for  his  vengeance   with   such   poisonous 

sweets ; 
Were  this  his  lux'ry,  never  is  thy  name 
Pronounc'd,  but  he  doth  banquet  on  thy  shame ; 
Hears  maledictions  ring  from  every  side 
Upon  that  grasping  power,  that  selfish  pride. 
Which  vaunts  its  own,  and  scorns  all  rights  beside; 
That  low  and  desp'rate  envy,  which  to  blast 
A  neighbour's  blessings,  risks  the  few  thou  hast ;  — 


•  '*  Thpy  u«ed  to  leave  a  yard  square  of  the  wall  of  the 
liouite  unplastered,  on  which  they  wrote,  In  large  letters,  either 
the  foro- mentioned  verse  of  the  Psalmist  (*  If  I  forget  thee,  O 
Jerusalem,'  &c.)  or  the  words  —  *  The  memory  of  the  deso- 
lation.' "  —  Lro  qf  Modcna. 

*  I  have  thought  it  prudent  to  omit  some  parts  of  Mr. 
Phellm  Connor's  letter.    He  la  evidently  an  intemperate 


That  monster,  Self,  too  gross  to  be  conoeal'd. 
Which  ever  lurks  behind  thy  proffer*d  shield ; — 
That  faithless  craft,  which,  in  thy  hour  of  need. 
Can  court  the  slave,  can  swear  he  shall  be  freed. 
Yet  basely  spurns  him,  when  thy  point  is  gain'd. 
Back  to  his  masters,  ready  gagg'd  and  chain'd  I 
Worthy  associate  of  that  band  of  Kings, 
That  royal,  rav'ning  flock,  whose  vampire  wings 
O'er  sleeping  Europe  treacherously  brood. 
And  fan  her  into  dreams  of  promised  good. 
Of  hope,  of  freedom — but  to  drain  her  blood  I 
If  thus  to  hear  thee  branded  be  a  bliss 
That  Vengeance  loves,  there's  yet  more  sweet  than 

this. 
That  'twas  an  Irish  head,  an  Irish  heart, 
Made  thee  the  fall'n  and  tamish'd  thing  thou  art ; 
That,  as  the  centaur '  gave  the'  infected  vest 
In  which  he  died,  to  rack  his  conqu'ror's  breast, 

We  sent  thee  C oh: — as  heaps  of  dead 

Have  slain  their  slayers  by  the  pest  they  spread. 
So  hath  our  land  breath'd  oat,  thy  fiune  to  dim. 
Thy  strength  to  waste,  and  rot  thee,  soul  and  limb, 
Her  worst  infections  all  condens'd  in  him  I 
•  •  •  •  « 

When  will  the  world  shake  off  such  yokes  ?  oh, 

when 
Will  that  redeeming  day  shine  out  on  men. 
That  shall  behold  them  rise,  erect  and  free 
As  Ueav'n  and  Nature  meant  mankind  should  be! 
When  Reason  shall  no  longer  blindly  bow 
To  the  vile  pagod  things,  that  o'er  her  brow. 
Like  him  of  Jaghemaut,  drive  trampling  now ; 
Nor  Conquest  dare  to  desolate  God's  earth ; 
Nor  drunken  Vict'ry,  with  a  Nero's  mirth. 
Strike  her  lewd  harp  amidst  a  people's  groans ; — 
But,  built  on  love,  the  world's  exalted  thrones 
Shall  to  the  virtuous  and  the  wise  be  given — 
Those  bright,  those  sole  Legitimates  of  Heaven  I 

When  will  this  be  ? — or,  oh  I  is  it,  in  truth. 
But  one  of  those  sweet,  day -break  dreams  of  youth. 
In  which  the  Soul,  as  round  her  morning  springs, 
'Twixt  sleep  and  waking,  sees  such  dazzling  things! 
And  must  the  hope,  as  vain  as  it  is  bright, 
Be  all  resign'd  ? — and  are  they  only  right. 
Who  say  this  world  of  thinking  souls  was  made 
To  be  by  Kings  partitioned,  truck'd,  and  weigh'd 
In  scales  that,  ever  since  the  world  begun. 
Have  counted  millions  but  as  dust  to  one  ? 


young  man.  and  has  associated  with  his  cousin  tbfi  FudfM, 
to  very  little  purpose. 

3  Membra  et  Ilerculeos  toros 

Urit  lues  Nessea 

Ille,  ille  victor  vincitur. 

Sbmbc.  Hercml.  CBL 


THE  FUDGE  FAMILY  IN  PARIS. 


409 


Are  the^  the  only  wise,  who  kugh  to  scorn 
The  right*,  the  freedom  to  which  man  was  hom  ? 
Who  •  •  •  . 

•  •  •  •  • 

Who,  proud  to  kiss  each  «ep'rat*  rod  of  pow'r. 
Bless,  while  he  reigns,  the  inioloTi  of  the  hour ; 
Worship  eacb  would-be  God,  ibat  o'er  them  moves, 
And  take  the  thiuvdVing  of  his  hruss  for  Jots's  ! 
If  ihis  be  wisdom,  then  farewell,  my  books-, 
Fa  re  w  el  U  ye  lihrmes  of  old,  ye  classic  brooks, 
Which  fed  my  soul  with  currents,  pure  and  fair, 
Of  Uving  Truth,  tbat  now  musi  stagnate  thereto 
Instead  of  themes  that  touch  the  lyre  with  liglit, 
Instei&d  of  Greece,  and  ber  immortal  fight 
For  Liberty,  which  ouec  awak'd  my  strings. 
Welcome  the  Grand  Cousplraey  of  Kings, 
Th«  High  legitimates,  the  Holy  Band, 
W^ho,  btdder  ev'n  than  He  of  Sparta's  land, 
Against  whole  millions,  panting  to  be  free. 
Would  guard  the  pass  of  right-line  tyranny* 
Instead  of  him,  the"  Athenian  bard,  whose  blade 
Had  stood  the  onset  which  his  pen  portrayM, 
Welcome     *  *  *  *  » 

And,  'stead  of  Abistii>E8'— woe  the  day 

Such  names  shottld  mingle!— welcome  C— gh  I 

Here  break  we  off,  nt  this  unhallowed  niune,  ^ 
Like  priests  of  old,  when  words  illnameu'd  came. 
My  next  sbull  tell  thee,  bitterly  shall  tell, 
Thoughts  that  ♦  ♦  #  * 

A  #  *  *  t  * 

Thoughts   tbat  —  could    patience   hold  —  'twere 

wiser  far 
To  teare  still  bid  and  burn!  tig  where  they  are. 


LETTER  V. 

FftOM   MISS  ltrDI>Y  FUDGE  TO    HISS  DOBOTHT . 

WaL4T  a  time  since  I  wrote!  —  Tin  a  sad,  naughty 

girl  — 
For,  though,  like  a  tee*totum,  Tm  all  in  a  twirl  ;  — 
Yel  ev*n  (as  you  wittily  say)  a  tee-tottim 
Between  all  its  twirls  gives  a  letter  to  note  'em. 

t  The  UilD  Lord  C,  of  Irelnntl  had  n  curloui  theory  4,bout 
n«m««:  —  9t)«  hrld  thai  ffvc^rj  rxuin  wkh  three  trnmni  wu  « 
J%CTyt4fi-  Hkf  Inttanccf  \n  ireloitid  were  numprouA:  —  vLt^ 
ArchflMld  ilaitiUtun  Howan,  TheoliiAld  Wolfe  Tone.  Jamei 
NAfipvr  TjiTnljr,  h>hn  VUW^wt  Curran,  kc.  Sec  ;  and  in  Eng- 
Icud,  he  i>roduce<l  aj  example*  rii.irli?t  Jaxnof  Fox,  Rkhdrd 
llrimlt^X  Sheridan,  John  tluruu  Tooke,  Francl*  Burdett 
Jan««,  Stc.  Jkc, 

T%e  RocDAii*  culled  a  thief-*  tiotno  trium  tlteronin).^* 


Btit,  Lord,  inch  a  place  l  and  then,  I>olly,  my 

dresses, 
My  gowns,  so  divine  I  —  there's  no  hmguage  ex- 
presses, 
Except  just  the  two  words  "  saperbe,*'  **  magnlfique,** 
The  trimmings  of  tbat  which  1  had  borne  last  week ! 
It   is  caird^I  forget^^  ia  —  something  which 

sounded 
Like  alicampane — but,  in  truth,  I'm  confounded 
And  bother'd,  mj  dear,  'twijit  that  trotiblesorae 

boy's 
(Ooa's)  cookery  language,  and  Madame  is.  Rox'st 
Wliat  with  fillets  of  roses,  and  fillets  of  veal, 
Things  {^nti  with  ]a4::e,  and  things  ^ami  with  e«], 
Oae's  hair  and  one's  cutlets  both  en  papithte^ 
And  a  thousand  more  things  I  shall  ne'er  ba?e  by 

rote, 
I  can  scarce  tell  tbe  diiTrence,  at  least  as  to  phrase, 
Between  beef  ^  la  P^ychi  and  curls  a  la  braixe. — 
But,  in  short,  dear,  I'm  trick'd   out  quite  a  la 

Fran<;aise, 
With  my  Irounet  — so  bcaotifuU  —  high  up  and 

poking, 
Like  things  that  are  put  to  keep  ehimnies  from 

smoking. 

li^Tiere  shall  I  begin  with  the  endless  delights 
Of  this  Eden  of  milliners,  monkies,  and  sights — 
This  dear  busy  place,  where  there's  nothing  trans* 

acting 
But  dressing  and  dinnering,  dancing  and  acting  ? 
Imprimis,  the  Opera  ^ — mercy,  my  ears  I 
Brotber  BonB¥*s  remark,  t'other  night,  was  a 

true  one;  — 
**  This  mil**  be  the  mtisie,'*  Baid  he,  "  of  the  spears, 
**  For  I'm  curst  if  each  note  of  it  doesn^t  run 

through  one  t " 
Fa  says  (and  you  know,  love,  his  Book's  to  make 

ont 
'Twas  tbe  Jacobins  bronght  ev'ry  mischief  about) 
That  this  passion  for  roaring  has  come  in  of  late. 
Since  the  rabble  all  tried  for  a  t\Hce  in  the  State. — 
W^hat  a  frightful  idea,  one's  mind  to  o'crwhelm  I 
What  a  choras,  dear  Dolly,  would  soon  tw*  let 

loose  of  it, 
If,  when  of  age,  every  man  in  tbe  realm 

Had  a  voice  like  old  Lais^,  and  ehose  to  make 

use  of  it  t 

Tutv'  trlum  titerarum  hotno 
McThtu^kemi?    Fur," 

pLJitrrun,  Aulmiar*    Act.  U.  Seenc  4* 

*  The  olftect,  moct  cek-hrated,  and  mott  tioitjr  of  the  tinmen 
nt  the  French  Opera. 
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No — never  wtts  known  in  tliis  riotous  sphere 
Sucli  a  Ureacli  of  thi'  peace  as  rlnf ir  singing,  my  dear» 
So  bad  too«  you*d  ewear  Hi  at  tbe  God  of  both  arts, 

Of  Music  and  Physic,  bad  taken  a  frolic 
For  setting  a  loud  ill  of  asthma  io  parts, 

And  composing;  a  fine  runibling  bue  to  a  cbolic ! 

But,  the  dancing — ahf  parleZ'fnm^  DoLi<Y,  de^u^ 
There,  ind^&ty  is  a  treat  that  cbanus  all  but  Papa. 
Such  Oeauty  —  such  grace  —  oh  ye  sylphs  of  ro- 
mance ! 
Fly,  fly  to  TiTANXA,  and  ask  her  if  nhe  has 
One  light-footed  nymph  in  her  train,  that  can  dance 
Like  divine  Bicottini  and  sweet  Fanny  BiasI 
Fanny  Uiab  in  Flora  — dear  creature!  —  you*d 
swear* 

When  hvr  delicate  feet  in  the  danc^  twtnkli^ 
-    round, 
That  her  steps  are  of  light,  that  her  borne  is  the  air, 
And   she  only  par  vomptuisaNce   touches  the 
ground. 
And  when  Bioottini  in  Psycbk  dishevels 

Her  black  flowing  hair,  and  by  dieinons  is  driven, 
Oh  1  who  does  not  envy  those  rude  little  devils, 
Thjit  hold  her  and  hug  her,  and  keep  her  from 
heaven  ? 
Then,  ihe  music  —  so  softly  its  cadences  die. 
So  divinely  —  oh,  Dolly  !  between  you  and  I, 
It's  as  well  for  nay  peace  that  therc*s  nobody  nigh 
To  make  love  to  me  then  —  j^uvt  a  »oul,  and  can 

judge 
What  a  crisis  'twould  be  for  your  fnend  Biddy 
Fudge  I 

The  next  place  (which  Bobby  has  near  lost  his 

heart  in) 
They  eall  it  the  Play-house  —  I  think  — of  St, 

Martin ; » 
Quite  charming— and  vert/  religions  — what  f -lly 
To  say  tliat  the  French  are  not  pious,  dear  Dolly, 
Wlicn  here  one  beholds,  so  correctly  and  rightly, 
The  Testament  tura'd  into  nielo-drames  nightly  ;  '^ 
And,  doubtless,  so  fond  theyVe  of  i$c rip t oral  (kcis, 
They  will  soon  get  the  Pentateuch  up  in  Ave  acta. 

I  Tli4»  Thf&tro  de  k  Portia  St,-Mnrt{ii,  which  wiu  built 
when  the  Opera  t1oui«  fn  Iho  P»laJ>  ttoyjil  wft4  liumt  down« 
In  nsi.^A  few  daji  after  thli  ilfcadrul  Hre,  wliicti  La»tc<d 
mon  thaa  m  week,  and  Iti  whkh  <eirtTal  jicrtun*  iwrUhcMi,  lh« 
Parlikn^llj'ditlrwdiiplajod  dame-col ourcd  drefttri,  "^  couleur 
d*  (ini  d'Op^ra  I"  —  Dufaure,  CurfttaHts  de  Pari*. 

«  '•  The  Old  Testament,*'  «ayi  the  theatrical  Critic  Id  the 
Gazette  de  Prance,  *'  ii  ■  mine  of  Kold  forthfl  maaageri  of  our 
•mall  play-houtet ,  A  in  ulikude  c  rowrd  rouDil  the  ThAAiro  de 
ia  Gaiety  every  oreiilDg  to  sM  the  Paaaage  of  the  Bed  Sea/* 

In  the  play-bill  of  iMia  at  tlieae  tacrcd  melo-dramei  at 
VlenoA,  we  HxkA  '*  The  Voice  of  G— d»  hy  M.  Schwarta." 

*  A  piece  very  popular  la*t  year,  caJled  **  Daniel,  ou  La 
Foiw  aim  Llooa/*    The  roUowlng  Mxae  wlU  give  an  Idea  of 


Here  Dakikl,  in  pantonume^,  bids  bold  defianee 
To  Nebucuadnezzaji  and  all  hifi  staff 'd  lions, 
Mliile  pretty  young  Israelites  dance  noimd  ih« 

Prophet, 
In  Tcry  thin  clothing,  aod  but  little  of  it ;  — 
Her«  BttiRAND-*,  who  shines  in  this  scnpttind  path^ 

As  the  lovely  Sltzakna,  without  cv'n  a  ntlie 
Of  drapery  round  her,  comes  out  of  the  bath 

In  a  manner  that,  Bob  says,  is  quite  Kve-OMg^ic! 
But  in  ghort,  dear,  'twould  take  me  a  month  to  recite 
All  the  exquisite  places  weVe  at,  day  aod  night; 
And,  beiiides,  ere  I  finish,  I  think  you'll  be  glad 
Just  to  hear  one  delightfiil  adventone  Pre  had. 

Last  night,  at  the  Beaujon*,  a  place  where  —  I 

doubt 
If  its  charms  I  can  paint — there  are  car»,  that  set  oat 
From  a  lighted  pavilioQ,  high  up  in  the  air. 
And  rattle  you  down  Doll^ — you  hardly  know 

where. 
These  vehicles,  mind  me,  in  which  you  ^  throtigb 
This  delightfully  dangerous  journey,  hold  two. 
Some  cavalier  asks,  with  homility,  whether 

You'll  venture  down  with  him — you  smile — 'tia 

a  match ; 
In  an  instant  you're  seated,  and  down  both  togetlier 
Go  th  undoing,  as  if  you  went  post  to  old  scratch  !  • 
Well,  it  was  but  last  night,  as  I  stood  and  remaj-k*d 
Ou  Ihe  looks  and  odd  ways  of  the  girls  who  em- 
bark'd, 
The  impatience  of  some  for  the  perilous  flight. 
The  foro'd  giggle  of  others,  ^twixt  pleasure  and 

fright, — 
That  there  came  np^ — imagine,  dear  Doix,  if  joia 

can 
A  fine  sallow,  sublime,  sort  of  Werter-&c*d  tmui, 
With  mufitachios  tliat  gave  (what  we  read  of  so  oft) 
The   dear  Corsair  expression,  half  aavage,  half 

soft, 
At  Hyicnas  in  love  may  be  fimeied  to  look,  or 
A  something  between  Abelaud  and  old  BLrcHEa ! 
Up    be  came,    Dou^  to  me,  and,  uncov'ring  hit 

bead, 
(Bather  batd,  but  so  warlike  !)  in  bad  English  said, 

the  daring  tubUmtty  of  thete  Scriptural  pvntamiinea.  "  Scime 
W.  —  La  rotimnive  dtivient  un  boreeau  de  nuacoi  aavr£>,  an 
fond  duquel  eit  ud  groupe  de  ouagei  pim  luminrua,  et  au 
milieu  *  Jehorah  '  au  centre  d'un  cercle  de  rayona  liriUaof , qui 
annonce  la  pri^acnce  de  I'E'temBl." 

'*  Madame  E^g^rnnd,  a  finely-formed  wonuui,  who  acU  io 
"  Suauma  aad  iho  EMcrj,"  — *»L*Ainour  et  la  Folte,"  *e^ 
*c, 

^  The  FrarnenAdet  A6rlcnne«,  or  Freoeh  Moumtalnc.— 
Sec  a  description  of  thii  tiu|(ular  and  ronlaatlc  place  of  amuis 
mcAt  in  a  pamphlet,  truly  worthy  or  U»  by  "  F,  F.  Cotlmvl 
MIdecln.  Df^teur  de  La  Faculty  de  Parit,^  Ac.  fte. 

<  ActNirdlnf  to  Dr,  Cottarel  tbt  can  fo  aL  the  rata  of  IteCj* 
elgltt  mllei  an  boor. 
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"  Ah  !  my   dear— if   Bia^mselle   ril  be  so  very 

Fly  to  the  Beaujon,  and  there  seek  relief 

good  — 

By  rattling,  as  Bon  says,  "  like  shot  through  a 

Ja»t  for  Ton  liitel  course" — though  I  »caj^ce  un- 

holly-hush," 

derstood 

'What  he  wish'dme  to  do,  I  said,  thaukhlm,  I  would. 

I  must  now  bid  odiea  ; — only  think,  Dolly,  think 

Off  wtj  &et  —  and,   though  faith,   dear,    I   hardly 

If  this  sfmuitt  be  the  King — ^I  have  scarce  slept  a 

knew  whether 

wink 

My  ht-ad  or  my  heels  were  the  uppermost  then, 

With  imagining  how  tt  will  sound  in  the  papers 

For  *ttraa  like  beav'u  ^d  earth,  Dollt^  coming 

And  how  all  the  Misses  my  good  luck  wiU  grudge. 

together,— 

When   they  read  that   Count  RtiPPiN,  to  drive 

Yet,  spite  of  the  danger,  ^e  dar'd  it  again. 

away  vapours. 

And  oh!  as  I  gaz*d  on  the  features  and  air 

Has  gone  down  thtj  Beai^on  with  His*  Biody 

Of  thii  man,  who  for  me  all  this  peril  defied. 

FnDas. 

I  could  fancy  almost  he  and  I  were  a  pair 

Of  unhappy  young  lovers,  who  thus,  side  by  side. 

Niita  Bene. — Papo*s  almost  certain  'tis  he  — 

Were  taking,  instead  of  rope»  pistol,  or  dagger^  a 

For  he  knows  the  Legitimate  cut,  and  could  see. 

1 

Beqierate  dash  down  the  MIb  of  Niagara  I 

In  the  way  he  went  poising  and  managed  to  tower 

So  erect  in  the  ear,  the  true  Balance  of  Power, 

This  achier'd,  through  the  gardens  ^  we  sauntered 

about. 
Saw  the  fire- works,  exclaira*d  "  magnifiqac  !  '* 

at  each  cracker. 

And,  when  'twas  all  o'er,  tbe  dear  man  saw  us  out 

LETTER  VL 

With  the  air  I  wilt  say,  of  a  Prince,  to  our 

>Mrrc 

7SOM  PHIL.  FUDGE,  EBOr  TO  BTS  BBOTHEU  TIM 
FUI>G£,  ESQ.  BARRISTEn  AT  LAW, 

Now,  hear  me —  this  stronger — it  may  he  mere 

folly  ^ 

YotTRS  of  the  12th  receiv'd  just  uow~ 

But  who  do  you  think  we  all  think  it  is,  Dolly  ? 

Thanks  for  the  hint,  my  trusty  brother.' 

Why,  bless  you,  no  less  thou  the  great  King  of  > 

'Tis  truly  pleasing  to  see  how 

Prussia, 

We,  FuiJOEs,  stand  hy  one  another. 

Who's  here  now  Incog.  *^  ho,  who  made  such  a 

But  never  fear-*  I  know  my  chap. 

fuss,  you 

And  he  knows  mi  loo  —  vert^um  sap. 

My  Lord  and  I  are  kindred  spirits, 

TOFF, 

Like  in  our  ways  as  two  young  ferrets  i 

^ 

When  Bal  was  near  kissing  old  Blucher*8  cra- 

Both fashiouM,  as  that  supple  race  is. 

vat  offt 

To  twisl  into  all  sorts  of  places ;  — 

P»  aayi  he's  come  here  to  look  after  his  money. 

Creatures  lengthy,  lean,  and  hungering, 

(Not  taking  things  now  as  he  us'd  under  Boney,) 

Fond  of  blood  and  ^wrrow-mougering. 

i 

Whi^ih  suits  with  our  friend,  for  Bon  saw  him,  he 

I 

swore. 

As  to  my  Book  in  91, 

I 

Looking  sharp  to  the  silver  received  at  the  door. 

CaU'd  "Down  with   Kings,  or,  Who'd  have 

1 

Besides,  too,  they  say  that  his  grief  for  his  Queen 

thought  it?'' 

1 

(Which  was  plain  in  this  sweet  fellow's  face  to  be 

Bless  yon,  the  Book's  long  dead  and  gone, — 

1 

seen) 

Not  cv'n  the'  Attorney -General  brmght  it. 

1 

Requires  such  a  stimulant  dose  as  this  car  is, 

And,  though  some  few  seditions  tricks 

J 

Us'd  three  tiroes  a  day  with  young  ladies  m 

I  play*d  in  9fi  and  G, 

M 

Poris. 

Ai  yon  remind  me  in  your  letter, 

^1 

Some  Doctor,  indeed,  has  declar'd  that  such  grief 

His  Lordship  likes  me  all  the  better  ;  — 

1 

Should  — unices  'twould  to  utter  despairing  its 

We  proselytes,  that  come  with  news  fiill. 

1 

foUy  pDsli — 

Are,  as  he  says,  so  vastly  useful  t 

1 

'   In  the  Ctfi  Att»cbi>(i  to  th^t^  gardmi  ther<*  are  to  he  (m 

main  blcn  nolT)?.  fera  darantAge  retiortlr  I'altiACte  d«i  brw 

I 

Doetor  Cotterol  inform*  mj  "^  liouie  n*gre».  trdt-nlertei.qul 

artondli  dp  cellefHrl/*  — p.  22. 

■ 

i»atniteranit  i>ftr  I'tbeno  de  letir  (lejiu  ^y^  Ja  tdnt  tie  Hi  #t  d« 

>  Hii  Mnjetty,  who  wai  ai  Parii  under  lli«  tniTe'iniiK  name 

■ 

roMt  de  not  bellci.    Let  glttcei  «t  let  lortietA.  ■«nrl«  par  une 

oT  Count  Riit'pSn,  l»  kciowa  Co  luive  gofw  down  tbe  Beai^^nu 

1 

m 

^^^^^ 

^^^^^ 

1 
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RF.YKoLDg  and  I— (you  know  Tom  Reynolds  — 

Castles,  and  Olxv^b,  and  such. 

Drinks  liifl  claret^  keeps  bis  chmse  — 

^lio  don't  as  yet  full  salary  touch, 

m 

Lucky  the  dog  that  ^rst  ynkenncb 

Nor  keep  their  chaise  and  pair^  nor  buy 

■ 

Traitor*  and  Luddites  uow-a-dajra  ; 

Houses  and  landfi,  like  Tom  and  I, 

1 

Or  who  can  help  to  i*aff  a  few, 

Of  couTie  don't  rank  with  us.  mlvalors^^ 

When  S — » th  wants  a  death  or  two;) 

But  merely  «erve  the  Club  as  waiters. 

Heynoljds  and  I^  and  some  few  more. 

Like  Knighta,  too,  weVe  our  etdtar  days, 

All  men,  like  us,  of  injormation^ 

(For  tUj  I  own»  an  awkward  phrase,) 

Friends,  whom  his  Lordiihip  keeps  io  store. 

When,  in  onr  new  costume  adom'df  — 

As  uiufer-sayiours  of  tbe  nation — ^ 

The  R — «3— t's  buflF-and-blne  erwitR  htrn^d — 

Have  form'd  a  Club  this  season,  wbere 

We  have  the  honour  to  give  dioners 

His  Lordship  sometimes  takes  the  chair. 

To  the  chief  Rats  in  upper  stations  ;♦ 

And  gives  us  maoy  a  bright  oration 

Your    W rs,    V ns,  —  half-fledg'd    san- 

In  praise  of  our  sublime  voc^ition  ; 

Dcrs, 

Tracing  it  up  to  great  King  ^liDAS^ 

Who  shame  tts  by  their  imitations  ; 

Who^  though  in  fable  typified  as 

Who  turn,  'tis  true  —  but  what  of  that  ? 

A  royal  Ass,  by  grace  divine 

Give  me  the  useful  peachinfj  Rat ; 

And  right  of  ears,  most  asinine, 

Not  things  as  mute  as  Punch,  when  bought, 

Was  yet  no  more,  in  fact  historieol, 

WliDfte  wooden  heads  are  alt  they've  brought; 

Than  an  exceeding  well-bred  tyrant; 

Who,  false  enough  to  shirk  their  fHends, 

And  these,  his  i*ar^,  but  allegorical. 

But  too  faint-hearted  to  betray. 

Meaning  Informers,  kept  at  high  rent — » 

Are,  after  all  their  twists  and  bends. 

Oem'men,  who  touched  th^  Treasury  glist*ners, 

But  souls  in  Limbc>,  damn*d  half  way. 

Like  us,  for  being  trusty  list" ners  ; 

No,  no,  we  nobler  vermin  art 

And  picking  up  each  talc  and  fragment. 

A  ^eniu  useful  as  we're  rare ; 

For  royal  Mii>as*6  Green  Bag  meant. 

'Midst  all  the  things  miraculous 

"And  wherefore/'  said  this  best  of  Pe«T8, 

Of  which  your  natural  histories  brag, 

**  Should  Dot  the  R — g — t  too  have  ean,' 

The  rarest  must  be  Rats  like  as. 

**  To  reach  as  far,  as  long  and  wide  an 

Who  Ut  theatiaut  of  the  hag. 

•*  Tho«e  of  his  model,  good  King  Midas  ?  "^ 

Yel  still  these  Tyros  in  the  cause 

This  speech  was  thought  extremely  good, 

Deserve,  I  own,  no  small  applause  \ 

And  (rare  for  him)  was  understood  — 

And  they're  by  tis  received  and  treated 

Instant  we  drank  ^^  The  R— c — T*fi  Ears," 

With  all  dae  honours — only  seated 

■ 

With  three  times  three  illustrious  cheers. 

In  the'  inverse  scale  of  their  reward. 

■ 

Which  made  the  room  res^rund  like  thunder— - 

The  merely  promised  next  my  Lord  ; 

■ 

''  The  R— Q — t's  Ears,  and  may  he  ne'er 

Small  pensions  then,  and  so  on,  down. 

■ 

"  From  foolish  shame,  like  Midaj*,  wear 

Rat  after  rat,  they  gradtiate 

■ 

"  Old  paltry  wigs  to  keep  them  under  I"* 

Through  job,  red  ribbon,  and  silk  gown. 

1 

This  touch  at  our  old  friends,  the  Whigs, 

To  Chanc'llorship  and  Mart^uisate. 

Made  as  aa  merry  all  as  grigs. 

This  serves  to  nurse  the  ratting  spirit  j 

lu  short  (111  thank  you  not  to  mention 

The  less  the  bribe  the  more  the  meriL 

1 

These  things  again),  we  get  on  gaily ; 

Acd,  thanks  to  p^^nsion  and  Suspensioo, 

Our  tnufiie'g  good,  you  may  be  sore ; 

Our  little  Club  increaws  daily* 

My  Lord,  you  know,  *s  an  amateur  ? — 

V  Lord  C/i  Iribute  to  the  chararlcr  ofhla  Crit'nd,  Mr.  Ray. 

*  h  woM  not  undfr  wit^i,  l^iii  tiarAi*lbAl  Rtog  MkUi  nnOoft- 

noldi,  wtit  tonf  be  r«TDemlMrl^d  with  equal  credit  to  tH>th. 

TOUrcd  to  conceAl  these  ippeodnget  : 

•  Tbli  laterpreUtloD  oFttie  Mile  oT  HliUa'i  ear*  •e«roi  the 

Tempora  parpurdiii  t«ntat  velare  tiariik^'Oviii, 

Tltc  Nobl«  Clverofthtttoul,  however.  liftdtvldeiit|r«wltli  Ml 

HUiCiiltfttorM  dimittcrf  loliiumt  per  quos,  qujccunqiie  per 

ufiuil  clt^ameu,  conrnunded  Klnf  Bflda*.  lfr.Lliloii,BAliii 
P «  R— g— t  toKcthcr. 

almtrum  IIU*  uteoi  auHam  rlci:." 
•  BfOii«ttc,  In  a  noLu  on  ihii  Uae  of  Bollfau, 

'  Mr.  Fudge  and  hti  fiiMids  oiiffht  to  fo  bf  this  iui»*^ 
u  the  mui,  who,  •am«  ftMt*  itnce.  u>vcd  the  l»t«  Rlgbl 

"  MldMt,  It?  It  0 1  MIdAJi,  ft  Acn  orelllei  d'An«," 

lion.  George  Hom  rrom  drowaing,  wu  ever  sft«r  oallad  S«f- 

tolls  111,  tlmt "'  M.  PorrauU  Ic  MwIpcIii  ttmltil  falre  1  notre 

ratitr  Rom. 

Mitoitf  ui»  eflmi>il"c(At  do  ce  vers,  comma  d'unimmll^ic  alia* 

*  Thit  IntliiiAcr  between  ttie  lUti  and  InfoniMrt  ti  Jiial  m 

•Ion  au  Kol/'     I  Iruft.  however,  lh*l  no  one  will  iuip4<ct  th«! 

it  ihould  tje  — *'  tcrt  duke  •odttltludn." 

1 

Une  In  the  text  at  ru/  •ucb  Intlccoroin  flllujion. 

?  llli  Lordthlp,  during  one  of  the  budeit  period*  tit  kit 

1 

1 
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Takes  eyery  part  with  perfect  etue. 

There's  Jack,  the  Doctor — ^ night  and  day 

Though  to  the  Base  by  nattire  inited  i 

Hiindfeds  of  patients  so  besiege  bim^ 

Aod,  fonn'd  for  al^  m  best  may  please, 

Tou'd  sweur  that  all  the  rich  and  gay 

For  whips  and  btjlts,  or  chords  and  keys, 

Fell  sick  on  purpose  to  oblige  hitn. 

Turos  from  hts  vjetims  to  his  glees, 

And  while  tbey  think,  the  precious  ninnies, 

And  has  them  both  well  ej:ecuted,* 

He's  counting  o'er  their  pulse  so  steady, 

H r- 0,  who,  though  no  Rat  himself^ 

Tbe  rogue  but  counts  how  many  gttineas 

Delights  ID  all  siicb  Blj^ral  arts, 

He's  fobb'd,  for  that  day*s  work,  already. 

Drinks  largely  (o  the  House  of  Gnelph, 

ni  ne'er  forget  the'  old  maid*fl  alarm. 

And  iupenulenda  the  Curtn  parts. 

When,  feeling  thus  Miss  Snkey  Flirt,  he 

While  C — Nw — o\  who'd  hejirst  by  choice* 

Said,  OS  he  dropped  ber  ehriveird  arm, 

Ccmseuta  to  take  an  under  voice  ; 

**  Damn'd  had  this  mornings  only  thirty  V* 

And  Gb— v_8  *,  who  well  that  tignal  knows, 

Watches  the  VM  mtbitos.* 

Yotir  dowagers,  too,  every  one, 

So  gen'rons  are,  when  tbey  call  him  in. 

In  short,  at  Vre  already  hioted, 

That  he  might  now  retire  upon 

We  take^  of  late,  prodigiously  ; 

The  rheumatisms  of  three  old  women. 

But  as  our  Club  la  somewhat  stinted 

Then,  whalsoe'er  your  ailments  are, 

For  Gattkment  like  Tom  atid  me, 

He  can  so  learnedly  explain  ye  'em  — 

We'll  take  it  kind  if  you'll  provide 

Your  cold,  of  course,  is  a  catarrh^ 

A  few  S^itirenuf^  from  t'other  side  ; — 

Your  headache  is  a  hemi-cranium ,'  — 

Some  of  those  loyal,  cuuning  elves                       1 

His  skill,  too,  m  young  l:i dies'  lungs. 

(We  often  tell  the  lale  with  laughter), 

The  grace  with  which,  most  mild  of  men, 

Who  Qs'd  to  hide  the  pikes  themselves. 

He  begs  them  to  put  out  their  tongues. 

Theo  bang  the  fools  who  found  them  af%er. 

Then  bids  tbem  — put  them  in  igain  ; 

I  doubt  not  you  could  And  us,  too. 

In  short,  there's  nothii^g  now  like  Jack  1*^ 

Some  Orange  Parsons  that  might  do ; 

Take  all  your  doctors  great  and  small, 

Among  the  rest,  we've  beard  of  one, 

Of  present  times  and  ages  hock. 

The  Reverend — something  ^HAMHiXON, 

Dear  Doctor  Fudce  is  worth  them  aU- 

Who  stuff'd  a  figure  of  himself 

(DelicioQi  thought  1)  and  had  it  shot  at. 

So  much  for  physic — then,  in  law  too, 

To  bring  some  Papists  to  tbe  shelf. 

Counsellor  Tim,  to  thee  wc  bow  ; 

That  couldn't  otherwise  be  got  at— 

Not  one  of  us  gives  more  eclat  to 

If  hell  but  join  the*  Association, 

The'  immortal  name  of  Fudue  than  thou. 

We'll  vote  him  in  by  acclamatioD. 

Not  to  expatiate  on  the  art 

With  which  you  play'd  tbe  patriot's  part, 

And  now,  my  brother,  guide,  and  fHend, 

Till  something  good  and  snug  should  offer ;  — 

This  somewhat  tedious  scrawl  must  end. 

Like  one,  who,  by  the  way  he  acts 

Pve  gone  into  this  long  detail. 

The'  enlight'niHg  part  of  candle*snuffer, 

Because  I  saw  your  nerves  were  shaken 

The  manager's  keen  eye  attracts, 

With  anxious  fears  lest  I  should  fail 

And  is  promoted  thence  by  him 

lu  this  new,  /oj/ei/,  course  I've  taken. 

To  stmt  in  robes,  like  thee,  my  TtM  !  — 

Bot,  bless  your  heart  J  you  need  not  doubt  — 

\V7to  shall  describe  thy  pow'rs  of  face, 

We,  Fin>OES,  know  what  we're  about 

Tby  well-fee'd  steal  in  ev'ry  case, 

Look  round,  and  say  if  you  c-an  see 

Or  wrong  or  right — hut  ten  times  warmer 

A  much  more  thriving  family. 

(As  suits  thy  calling)  in  the  former — 

Mfn[»teri&l  career,  took  leMoni  threfl  tlfOM  s  week  from  a 

Sayi  Clurlnda,  *'  ihaugti  tear*  It  msy  ctwt. 

<  How  am  pi  J  thote  two  propeniltki  of  the  yiohle  Lord 
wouid   h»r«  been   fratifl^   unon^  ifaat  and  nit  p«o{il«  of 

It  t«  lime  wo  ibouUl  part,  my  dear  5up  ; 
For  ^vr  cliaroctrr'i  totally  ]o*(. 
And  I  hJi.*tt  not  fufflrlcnt  for  tvof  " 

Ctnirla,  who,  a*  Aristotle  telU  lu,  uied  to  wblp  their  tlavn 
ODoe  a  y«ttr  to  tbe  found  of  flule«  1 

*  Tbia  iU«lit  Hon.  Gcnttemiin  ought  to  give  uphU  pr^^tent 
alll«Ofw  with  I-wd  C,  if  upon  no  oUi«rr  principle  than  that 
which  if  IniTukatfiil  In  tlie  foUowioft  arraagemrDt  btrlweeo  t«ro 
LadiMof  Faahi«o:— 

>  The  rapid  kt J  of  thSa  Xobk*  T,ord**  irtfiifonnation,  al  the 
£an3«  Nttant,  Into  a  I^ord  of  the  BiH];-chamt>er  and  au  oppo- 
nrni  of  the  Catholic  Claim ■,  WM  ti ulj  mlracutoat. 

*  Turn  inHantt^—9i  rrei)ueiit  direction  In  iniiJic«l»ookf. 

*  The  Iriib  dImlnultTe  of  Squire, 

i 

' 

i 
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Thy  glorious,  lawyer-like  delight 
lu  puzzHog  all  that'K  clear  and  right, 
Which f  though  conspicuous  in  thy  youth, 

Improves  so  with  a  wig  and  bu.nd  on, 
That  all  iby  pride's  to  wajhiy  Truth, 

And  !c!ave  her  not  a  leg  to  Btaod  qu. 
Thy  patent,  prime,  morality, — 

Thy  ciues,  cited  from  the  Bible  — 
Thy  candour,  when  it  falls  lo  thee 

To  help  in  trouncing  for  a  Hhel ;  — 
**  Cod  knows,  I,  from  my  soul,  profess 

**  To  hate  all  bigots  and  benighters  1 
**  God  knows,  I  love,  to  ev'n  excess, 
"  The  sacred  Freedom  of  the  Press, 

**  My  only  aim's  to — crush  the  writers." 
These  are  the  virtues,  Tim,  that  draw 

The  briefs  into  thy  bag  so  fast ; 
And  theae,  oh  Txm — if  Law  be  Law  — 

Will  raise  thee  to  the  Bench  at  last 

1  blush  to  see  this  letter's  length — 

But  'twas  my  wish  to  prove  to  thee 
How  full  of  hope,  aud  wealth,  and  streogth. 

Are  all  our  precious  fiimily. 
And*  should  aflairs  go  on  as  pleasant 
As,  thaak  the  Fates*  they  do  at  present— 
Should  we  but  still  enjoy  the  sway 

Of  S — DM — B  and  of  C ou, 

I  hope,  ere  long,  to  see  the  day 

Wh^n  England's  wisest  statesmen,  judges, 

Lawyers,  peers,  will  all  be^ — Fudges  I 

Good-by — my  paper's  out  so  nearly, 

Vie  only  room  for  Vours  siQcerely. 


LETTER  VU. 


FROM  FB£LIM  CONVOB   TO - 


Before  we  sketch  the  Present — let  as  cast 
A  few,  short,  rapid  glances  to  the  Past. 

When  he,  who  had  defied  all  Europe's  strength. 

Beneath  his  own  weak  rashnt-ss  sunk  »»t  length  ;^ 

When,  loos'd,  as  if  by  magic,  from  a  chain 

That  seem'd  like  Fate's,  the  world  was  fVee  RgBio, 

And  Europe  saw,  rejoicing  in  the  sight. 

The  cause  of  Kings,  for  onrr^  the  cause  of  Right ;  — 

I  ■*  Whllil  th«  Coiigr«M  trM  ro-conatructlnv  Europe  — »ot 
•econling  to  rlftit*,  aatural  nfflADcea,  languigf),  h  AblU.  or  Uwi  i 
tml  tij  tabW  of  llQftiie#,  which  iUtiJi4  and  wbdivklcd  h«r 


Then  wiia,  indeed,  oji  hour  of  joy  to  those 
Who  sigh'd  for  justice  — -  liberty — repofie^, 
And  hop'd  the  fall  of  one  great  vulture's  nest 
Would  ring  its  warning  round,  and  scare  llie  TfA 
All  then  was  bright  with  promise;  —  Kisgv  begia 
To  own  a  synipalby  with  suffVing  Man, 
And  Man  was  grateful  i  Patriots  of  the  Soulli 
Caught  wisdom  from  a  Cossack  Emperor^s  momiv 
And  heard,  like  accents  tbaw'd  in  Northern  ur, 
LTnwonted  words  of  freedom  burst  forth  there! 

Wlio  did  not  hope,  in  tliat  triumphant  time^ 
When  inonarchs,  after  years  of  spoil  und  criau^ 
Met  round  the  shrine  of  Peace,  and  HeaT'n  loolt*d 

on, — 
Who  did  oot  hope  the  lust  of  spoil  was  gone  ; 
That  that  rapacious  spirit,  which  had  play'd 
The  game  of  Pilnjtz  o*er  so  oft,  was  laid  ; 
And  Europe's  Rulers,  conscious  of  the  past. 
Would  blu!>h,  and  deviate  into  right  at  last  ? 
But  no — the  hearts,  that  nurs'd  a  hope  so  fiur. 
Hud  yet  to  learn  what  men  on  thrones  can  dare*. 
Had  yet  to  know,  of  all  earth's  raT'oiug  thingiBi, 
The  only  quite  untameable  are  Kings! 
Scarce  had  they  met  when,  to  its  mature  tme, 
The  instinct  of  their  race  broke  oat  anew ; 
Promises,  treaties,  charters,  all  were  Taio, 
And  *'  Rapine  !  rapine  ! "  was  the  cry  again. 
How  quick  they  carv'd  their  victims,  and  how  weU, 
Let  Saxony,  let  lujur'd  Genoa  tell  $  — 
Let  al!  the  human  stock  that,  da}'  by  day. 
Was,  at  that  Royal  slave-mart,  truck'd  away,— 
The  iniltion  souls  that,  in  the  face  of  heaven. 
Were  split  to  fractione  ',  bartered,  sold,  or  girea 
To  swell  some  despot  Power,  too  hiige  before. 
And  weigh  down  Europe  with  one  Mammoth  moi^ 
How  safe  the  faith  of  Kings  let  France  decide  t  — 
Her  charter  broken,  ere  its  ink  had  dried  ;-^ 
Her  Press  enthraird — ^hcr  Reason  mock'd  again 
With  all  the  monkery  it  had  spum'd  in  Tain; 
Her  crown  disgraced  by  one,  who  dar'd  to  owm 
He  thank 'd  not  France  but  England  for  his  thjronvi 
Her  triumphs  cast  into  the  shade  by  those. 
Who  had  grown  old  among  her  bitterest  foes. 
And  now  return 'd,  beneath  her  eonqu'rort'  shields, 
I'D  blushing  slaves  1  to  claim  her  heroes'  fields  ; 
To  tread  down  ev'ry  trophy  of  her  fame. 
And  corse  that  glory  which  to  them  was  shame! ^ 
Let  these — let  all  the  damning  deeds,  that  then 
Were  dor'd  through  Europe,  cry  aloud  to  tneo, 
With  voice  like  that  of  crashing  tec  that  niig)i 
Bound  Alpine  huts,  the  perfidy  of  Kings  { 


to  s  ac«le  of  the  direct  duties  or  Usuia  vlikli  couM  tw 
by  the  sc^iilrlhg  lUt^"."  ttc.^S^rteA  ^  tkf  IMltory ^ 
Fiii*mci  Pvt&tr  ^Hmxim.    Tb«  words  on  IIm  proloMl 
imn ,  4tmi-im«t,f  lie 
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And  tell  the  world,  when  hawk«  gliall  harmlefis  bear 
The  sbrmkjog  dove,  tw hen  t^oI  ves  shall  learn tospare 
The  helpless  yictun  for  who«e  hlood  thej  lusted* 
Then,  and  then  only^  monarchs  may  be  iruated. 

It  coitld  not  last — tbese  liorrors  ctmid  not  last — 
France  would  herself  have  riE^n,  in  roight,  to  cast 
The*  insultera  off— and  ob  I  thait  then,  aa  qow, 
Chain 'd  to  some  distant  iJilet'Ei  rocky  brow, 
Napoi.ec»n  ne'er  had  eome  to  force^  to  blight, 
Ere  half  mattir'd,  a  cause  so  proudly  bright; — 
To  palsy  patriot  artfi  with  doubt  and  ahamef 
Aad  write  on  Freedom's  flag  a  despot^s  name  j  - 
To  rush  into  the  lists^  imask'd,  alone^ 
And  maike  ihe  stoke  of  ail  the  game  of  one! 
Then  would  ihe  world  hare  seen  again  what  powV 
A  people  can  put  forth  in  Freedom's  hour  j 
Tllen  would  the  fire  of  France  once  more  ha^e 

hiaz'd ;  — 
For  every  single  sword,  reluctant  rais*d 
In  the  stale  cause  of  an  oppressive  throne, 
iliUions  would  th«n  have  leaped  forth  in  her  own  ; 
And  never,  never  had  the*  unholy  stain 
Of  Bourbon  feet  disgrac'd  her  shores  again. 

But  fate  decreed  not  »o— the'  Imperial  Bird, 
Tbat^  In  his  ocighhouring  cage,  unfear'd,  unstirr'df 
Had  seemed  to  sleep  with  head  beneath  his  wing, 
Yet  watch*d  the  moment  for  a  during  spring  j  — 
Wiill  might  he  watch,  when  deeds  were  done,  that 

made 
Bis  own  iransgresaions  whiten  in  their  shade  i 
Well  might  be  hope  a  worlds  thus  trampled  o'er 
By  clumsy  tyrants,  would  be  his  once  more;  — 
Forth  from  his  cage  the  eagle  burst  to  light, 
From  steeple  on  to  steeple '  wing'd  his  fiight, 
With  calm  and  easy  grandeur,  to  that  throne 
From  which  a  Royal  craven  just  had  flown  j 
And  resting  there,  as  in  his  eerie,  furl'd 
Those  wings,  whose  very  rustling  shook  the  world  1 

What  was  your  fury  then,  ye  crown'd  array, 
Whoie  feast  of  spoil,  whose  plund'ring  holiday 
Waa  thua  broke  up*  in  all  its  greedy  mirth, 
By  one  bold  chief  taints  stamp  on  Gallic  earth! 
Fierce  waa  the  cry,  and  fulminant  the  ban, — 
**  Aasaaatnate,  who  will — enchain,  who  caup 
••  The  vile^  the  faithlea*,  outlaw 'd,  low-b<*rn  roan  I  *' 
"  Faithless' " — and  this  ftom  ^u — from  jfou^  for- 
sooth, 
Ye  pious  Kings,  pore  paragons  of  truth, 

•  •*  l/alglf  Tolcra  dc  cluvher  en  (riodier,  jiiiqti'aux  touri 
JaKotre-Dune." — Na|>fjlt>oii'«  Froclomitian  dd  ULuiUn^rrum 

KIlM. 

■  Sljif  ulU  annU  In  quodun  Attlot  Tjote  toU  rlrffbUUtem 
r«CQperAi««  fin^ Itur, 


Whose  honesty  all  kuew,  for  all  had  tried ; 
Whose  true  Swiss  steal  had  serv'd  on  every  aidci 
Whose  fame  for  breaking  faith  so  long  was  known. 
Well  might  ye  claim  the  craft  aa  all  your  own, 
And  lash  your  lordly  tails,  and  fume  to  see 
Such  low -bom  apes  of  Royal  perfidy  1 
Yes — yes — to  you  alone  did  it  beloog 
To  sin  for  ever,  and  yet  ne*er  do  wrong.— 
The  frauds,  the  lies  of  Lords  legitimate 
Are  but  fine  pollcvt  deep  strokes  of  state ; 
But  let  some  upstart  dare  t43  soar  so  high 
In  Kingly  craft,  and  "  outlaw*'  is  the  cry! 
What,  though  long  years  of  mutual  treachery 
Had  peopled  full  your  diplomatic  shelves 
With  ghosts  of  treaties,  murder'd  'mong  yonr* 

selves; 
Thoogh  each  by  turns  was  knave  and  dupe  — 

what  then  f 
A  Holy  League  would  set  all  straight  again  -, 
Like  4f  NO*s  viflue,  which  a  dip  or  two 
In  some  bles^'d  fountain  made  wi  good  as  new  I  > 
Moat  faithful  Russia  —  faithful  to  whoeVr 
Could  plunder  bt^st-,  and  give  him  amplest  share  \ 
Who,  es 'n  when  vanquish 'd^  sure  to  gain  his  ends, 
For  want  of  foes  to  rob,  made  free  with  friends,  > 
And,  deepening  still  by  amiable  gradations. 
When  foes  werestriptof  all,  then  fleec'd  relations!  * 
Most  mild  and  saintly  Prussia — steeped  to  the'  ears 
In  persecuted  Poland's  blood  and  tears. 
And  now,  with  all  her  harpy  wings  outspread 
O'er  severed  Saxony's  devoted  head  I 
Pure  Austria  too —  whose  histVy  nought  repeats 
But  broken  leagues  and  subsidiz'd  defeats ; 
Whose  faith,  a*  Prince,  extinguish^  Venice  shows, 
Whose  faith,  as  man,  a  widow'd  daughter  knows  I 
And  thou,  oh  England  —  who,  though  once  aa 

shy 
As  cloister'd  maids,  of  shame  or  perfidy. 

Art  DOW  fimAc  iw,  and,  thanks  to  C oh, 

In  all  that's  worst  and  faliest  lead'st  the  way  I 

Such  waa  the  pare  dtraii,  whose  pens  and  wits 
The'  escape  from  Elba  fright enM  into  fits  ;  ^- 
Such  were  the  saints,  who  doomed  Napoleon's 

life, 
In  virtiions  frenzy  to  the'  usassin*!  knife. 
Disgusting  crew  1  —  who  would  not  gladly  fly 
To  open,  downright,  bold-fac'd  tyranny, 
To  honest  gnlK  that  dares  do  all  but  lie^ 
From  the  false^  juggling  cnift  of  men  like  tbeae, 
Their  canting  crimes  and  vamifih'd  viUaniea  i  — 

3  At  the  pent*  of  TUalL.  mhvn  bt  ibwidoiiad  fait  mJlj, 
PrasBln*  to  FfJuiCT,  ml  rvoslirod  a  pordon  of  her  tvrrftaiy. 
^  The  ftcliare  of  flalmd  from  bis  t«I»Ut«  of  Sv«deii. 
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These  Holy  Leaguers,  who  then  loudest  boast 
Of  £uth  and  honour,  when  theyVe  stain'd  them 

most ; 
From  whose  affection  men  should  shrink  as  loath 
As  from  their  hate,  for  they'll  be  fleeced  by  both  ; 
Who,  ev*n  while  plundering,  forge  Religion's  name 
To  frank  their  spoil,  and,  without  fear  or  shame, 
Call  down  the  Holy  Trinity  i  to  bless 
Partition  leagues,  and  deeds  of  devilishness ! 
But  hold— enough — soon  would  this  swell  of  rage 
O'erflow  the  boundaries  of  my  scanty  page ;  — 
So,  here  I  pause  —  farewell  —  another  day, 
Return  we  to  those  Lords  of  pray*r  and  prey, 
Whose  loathsome  cant,  whose  frauds  by  right  divine. 
Deserve  a  lash  —  oh !  weightier  far  than  mine  I 


LETTER  VIIL 

FROM  MB.  BOB  FUDGE  TO  RICHARD ,   ESQ. 

Dear  Dick,  while  old  Donaldson's  «  mending  my 

stays,  —  [days. 

Which  I  knew  would  go  smash  with  me  one  of  these 
And,  at  yesterday's  dinner,  when,  full  to  the  throttle, 
We  lads  had  begun  our  desert  with  a  bottle 
Of  neat  old  Constantia,  on  my  leaning  back 
Just  to  order  another,  by  Jove  I  went  crack  !  — 
Or,  as  honest  Tom  said,  in  his  nautical  phrase, 
"  D — ^n  my  eyes.  Bob,  in  doubling  ifie  Cape  you've 

mis8*d  stays.^'  3 
So,  of  course,  as  no  gentleman's  seen  out  without 

them. 
They're  now  at  the  Schneider's  <  —  and,  wliile  he's 

about  them, 
Here  goes  for  a  letter,  post-haste,  neck  and  crop. 
Let  us  see  —  in  my  last  I  was  —  where  did  I  stop? 
Oh,  I  know — at  the  Boulevards,  as  motley  a  road  as 

Man  ever  would  wish  a  day's  lounging  upon  ; 
With  its  cafes  and  gardens,  hotels  and  pagodas, 

Its  founts,  and  old  Counts  sipping  beer  in  the  sun : 
With  its  houses  of  all  architectures  you  please, 
From  the  Grecian  and  Gothic,  Dick,  down  by 

degprees 
To  the  pure  Hottentot,  or  the  Brighton  Chinese  ; 

1  The  usual  preamble  of  these  flagitious  compacts.  In  the 
tame  spirit,  Catherine,  after  the  dreadful  massacre  of  Warsaw, 
ordered  a  solemn  "  thanksgiving  to  God  in  all  the  churches, 
for  the  blessings  conferred  upon  the  Poles ;  **  and  commanded 
that  each  of  them  should  "  swear  fidelitj  and  lojaltj  to  her, 
and  to  shed  in  her  defence  the  last  drop  of  their  blood,  as  they 
should  answer  for  it  to  God,  and  his  terrible  Judgment,  kissing 
the  holj  word  and  cross  of  their  Sariour  I " 

*  An  English  tailor  at  Paris. 

>  A  ship  is  said  to  miss  stays,  when  she  does  not  obey  the 
helm  in  tacking. 


Where  in  temples  antique  you  may  breakfut  or 

dinner  it. 
Lunch  at  a  mosque,  and  see  Punch  from  a  minaret 
Then,  Dick,  the  mixture  of  bonnets  and  bow'n. 
Of  foliage  and  fripp'ry,  ./Socre*  and  flow'rsy 
Green-grocers,  green  gardens — one  hardly  knows 

whether 
*Tis  country  or  town,  they  're  so  me8s*d  up  together! 
And  there,  if  one  loves  the  romantic,  one  sees 
Jew  clothes-men,  like  shepherds,  reclin*d  under 

trees; 
Or  Quidnuncs,  on  Sunday,  just  fresh  from  the 

barber's. 
Enjoying  their  news  and  (/ro«ei&  &  in  those  arbonrs ; 
While  gaily  their  wigs,  like  the  tendrils,  are  curling. 
And  founts  of  red  currant-juice  ^  round  them  are 

purling. 

Here,  Dick,  arm  in  arm  as  we  chattering  stray. 
And  receive  a  few  civil "  God-dems**  by  the  way, — 
For,  'tis  odd,  these  mounseers,  —  though  we've 

wasted  our  wealth 
And  our  strength,  till  we've  thrown  ourselves 

into  a  phthisic. 
To  cram  down  their  throats  an  old  King  for  their 

health. 
As  we  whip  little  children  to  make  them  take 

physic ;  — 
Yet,  spite  of  our  good-natur*d  money  and  slaughter. 
They  hate  us  as  Beelzebub  hates  holy-water ! 
But  who  the  deuce  cares,  Dick,  as  long  as  they 

nourish  us 
Neatly  as  now,  and  good  cookery  flourishes  — 
Long  as,  by  bay'nets  protected,  we,  Natties. 
May  have  our  full  fling  at  their  salmis  and  palis  f 
And,  truly,  I  always  declar'd  'twould  be  pity 
To  bum  to  the  ground  such  a  choice-feeding  city. 
Had  Dad  but  his  way,  he'd  have  long  ago  blown 
The  whole  batch  to  old  Nick — and  the  people y  I    I 

own,  I 

If  for  no  other  cause  than  their  curst  monkey  looks. 
Well  deserve  a  blow-up  —  but  then,  damn  it,  their 

Cooks! 
As  to  Marshals,  and  Statesmen,  and  all  their  whole 

lineage, 
For  aught  that  /  care,  you  may  knock  them  to 

spinage ; 

<  The  dandj  term  for  a  tailor. 

'  "  Lemonade  and  eau-de-grotciUe  are  measured  out  at 
ererjr  comer  of  every  street,  from  fantastic  ressels.  Jingling 
with  t>ells,  to  thirttj  tradesmen  or  wearied  messengers."  — 
Sec  Lady  Morgan's  lively  description  of  the  streets  of  ParU, 
in  her  very  amusing  work  upon  France,  book  vi. 

0  These  gay.  portable  fountains,  ttom  which  the  groteille 
water  is  administered,  are  among  the  most  characteristic 
ornaments  of  the  streets  of  Paris. 
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But  think,  DtCK,  their  Cooks —  what  a  loss  to  msm* 

kind! 
What  a  void  in  the  world  would  their  art  leave 

behind  I 
Their    chronotneti^r  spits  —  their    intense    fala- 

manders  — 
Their  ovens — their  pots^  that  can  8oft4?a  old  ganders. 
All  ranlshd  for  ever — their  miracles  oer. 
And  the  Marmite  IWpiliteUe  <  buhhiing  no  roore ! 
Forbid  it,  forbid  it,  je  Holy  Allies ! 

Take  whatever  ye  fancy  —  take  etataes,  take 

monej  — 
But  leave  them, oh  leave  tbeni,tbeirPerigtjetix  pie«. 
Their  glorious  goose-livers,  and  high  pickled 

tunny  I  '^ 
Though  many»  I  own,  are  the  evila  they Vc  brought 

us, 
Though  Royalty's  here  on  her  very  hist  legs. 
Yet,  who  can  help  loviog  the  land  that  bas  taught  ni 
Stx  hundred  and  eighty-live  ways  to  dress  egp?  ' 

You  see,  Dick,  in  spite  of  their  cries  of  '*  Godsiam,'^ 
*•  Coquin  Anglais,*"  et  cset^ra— how  gen'rous  I  am! 
And  now  (to  return,  once  again,  to  my  '*  Day/* 
Mliicb  will  take  us  all  night  to  gel  tbrough  io  this 

From  the  Boulevards  we  saunter  through  many  a 

street. 
Crack  jokes  on  the  natives — ^mine,  all  very  neat — 
Leave  the  Signs  of  the  Times  to  |)oliiieal  fypSi 
And  find  twice  as  much  fun  in  the  Signs  of  the 

Shops ; — 
ihre,  a  Louis  Dix-buit — there.,  a  Martinmas  goose, 
(Much  in  vogue  since  your  eagles  are  gone  out  of 

QS«)  — 

Henri  Quntres  iu  shoals,  and  of  Gods  a  great  many, 
But  SaiQU  are  the  most  on  hard  duty  of  any  i  — 
Sl  Ton'Yj  who  ns'd  all  temptations  to  spurn, 
//ere  hangt  o'er  a  heer-shop,  and  tempts  in  his  turn  \ 
While  iAcre  St.V£N£CiA  ^  sits  bemming  and  friilbg 

her 
Hoty  mouchoir  o'er  the  door  of  some  milliner;  — 

1  **  Cctte  m«rTeill<«Qi«  Marrnltc  Perp^tuell^^  iur  le  fru 
dqjwli  prH  d^un  ild^rlfi  ;  qui  a  donti«  \c  Jtnir  &  pli»dc30(i.O0O 
chapofu/*— .|/ivum.</<'(7{jur»i49nd'j,  QiiatrlAnif^  Annft^,  p.  152. 

*  L«  tlion  iDariji6«  otie  of  the  mont  ravourlle  a^d  {ndt- 
f«Kttbl«  kwt-tr«ewfrft.  Tbii  flkh  i*  tuken  ibicOy  In  the  Goire 
i*  LyoflU  "  La  t^e  et  \f  d«s»oiii  du  ventre  f<tnt  Ici  imrtfci 
Im  ptu*  rtclMrchfei  de»  gourmet."  --  Caurt  Gaitr^wjmique, 
p.  IAS, 

*  Tht  fOUKt  nuffiber  mentioned  by  M,  de  Imj  H«ynli«  — 
**  On  eotinoft  en  France  6B5  mmnf^rei  dlffureuu^i  iJ'AeeoTn- 
moder  h»  tmuTt ;  lani  c«raiiI«T  cei\«t  que  doa  lai  am  Ima^inent 
cfe«que  Joiir." 

*  Voroolca.  th«  S*lm  of  the  Holy  Handkerchief.  1*  aUq. 
imdtfr  th*  nams  of  VetilM«or  Vent'Cia,  the  tutelary  taint  of 
mltllAert. 

^  St.  Denjt  walked  three  mtlei  alter  h\a  heail  waA  cut  ofT. 
Tb«  mot  of  a  womMi  of  tnU  upon  IhU  legend  It  well  know  n  : 


Saint  Austin's  the  "  outward  and  visible  sign 
"  Of  an  inward"  cheap  dinner,  and  pint  of  small 

wine  ; 
While  Sl  Dextb  bangs  out  oVr  some  hatter  of 

ion. 
And  possessing,  good  bishop,  no  head  of  bis  own,* 
Takes  an  intVest  in  Dandies,  who've  grot  —  next  to 

none  I 
Then  we  stare  into  shops  —  read  the  evening's  af- 

JicheM  — 
Or,  if  some,  wbo*re  I^tharios  in  feeding,  should 

wi&h 
Jost  to  flirt  with  a  luncheon,  (a  devilish  bod  trick, 
As  it  takes  ollf  the  bloom  of  one's  appetite,  Dick,) 
To  the  Pas&aye  tics — ^what  d'y*^  cuWi^deM  Pano- 
ramas^ 
We  quicken  our  pace,  and  there  heartiJy  eram  as 
Seducing  young  pat^s,  as  ever  could  coxen 
One  out  of  one's  appetite,  down  by  the  dozen. 
We  vary,  of  course  — petils  pah^M  do  one  day, 
The  neit  we're  our  lunch  with  the  Gaufrier  Hol- 

landais, ' 
That  popular  artist,  who  brings  out,  like  Sc— tt, 
His  delightful  productions  so  quicks  hot  and  hot ; 
Not  the  worse  for  the  exquisite  comment  that  fol- 
lows,— ' 
DiviDe  woreitpino,  which- — Lord,  bow  one  swul- 
towst 

Once  more,  then,  we  saunter  forth  after  our  snack,  or 
Subscribe  a  few  francs  for  the  price  of  ayfafre, 
And  drive  far  away  to  the  old  Montagues  Russe^ 
Where  we  find  a  few  twirls  in  the  car  of  much  use 
To  regenerate  the  hunger  and  thirst  of  us  sinners, 
Who\elap»'d  into  snacks — the  perdition  of  dinners. 
And  here,  Dick  — in  answer  to  one  of  your  queries. 
About  which  we,  Oourmaiids,  have  had  much 
discussion — 
Fve  tried  all  these  mountains,  Swiss,  French,  and 
Rugpitri'fi, 
And  thinkj  for  diffeMtwn\  there's  none  like  the 
Russian ; 

—  *'  Je  le  croJi  bl*n  j  en  paireil  cai,  II  ii*y  a  que  le  premier  (•&» 
qui  coutc/' 

*  OITthe  Boulevard!  ItalEemit. 

7  In  th«  PhImIb  noy*!:;  iutei^torp  I  l>e1ieT«^totheF1aiA<iDil, 
fto  long  celebrated  for  Eh«?  (wtw^tfiTW  of  hi*  Gaiifre». 

*  Dtwtor  Cott'irel  rocamimcnd*.  for  tbU  purp**»e,  thi^BeiuJon 
or  Frvorh  Mouiuainf,  wrtd  tallithecn  "  une  mt-dlclm^Af  rlt^imr, 
oiui^ur  de  roic  ;  "  but  I  Own  I  jifcfer  the  authority  of  Mr.  IJob, 
frhoKeiniJroinithc  fuVtowlnjjinote  rourKlliihl«u"ii'rt  hiind.wr1t« 
itig,  tn  haTB  itudled  all  thece  mouTitaini  very  carefully :  -^ 

Mrntaranda^  The  SwIii*  little  nMlcw  dcwrrw. 
White  the  fall  at  Ilufrglert'i  li  death  ta  mmk  timt^  ; 
Apd  (whatta'er  Doctor  CMfrel  may  write  on  the  que«Llon) 
The  tmn  at  the  Beaujion^i  too  tharp  for  dlgtMUoD. 

]  doubt  whether  Mr.  Bah  U  quite  correct  in  Accenting  tho 
iecontl  I J  liable  of  RuggierL 
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So  eqoal  tlic  motion  —  so  gentk,  tlioiigh  fleet  — 

It,  in  short,  such  a  light  and  sahibritms  scamper  is, 
That  take  whom  yon  please — take  old  L — s  D^x- 


And  etuff  him — ay,  up  to  ihe  neck  —  with  Btew'd 

lampreys, " 
So  wholesome  these  Mounts,  such  a  sotuent  I've 

found  them, 
That,  let  me  but  rattle  the  I^Ionarch  well  down  them^ 
The  fieud,  lodij^cfition,  would  lly  far  away. 
And  the  regicide  lampreys*  be  foil'd  of  their  prey  I 

Such,  Dick,  arc  the  classical  sports  that  content  us, 
Till  five  o'clock  brings  on   that   hour  so   mo- 
mentous, ' 

That  epoch bnt  woa  I  my  lad — here  comes  the 

Schneider, 
And,  cun^e  him,  has  made  11  ic  stays  three  inches 

wider — 
Too  wide  by  ati  Inch  and  a  half — what  a  Guy  1 
But,  no  matter — *twill  ail  be  set  right  by-and-by. 
As  we've  Mahsinot's^  elcKiuent  carfe  to  eat  still  up. 
Ati  inch  and  a  half's  but  a  iriHe  to  fill  up. 
So  ^  not  to  lose  time,  Dick — here  goes  for  the  task; 
Au  ref^ir^  my  old  boy  —  of  the  Gods  1  but  ask, 
That  my  life,  like  '*  the  Leap  of  the  Gcnnan  \" 

may  he, 
*'  Da  Hi  a  la  table,  de  la  table  au  lit  1 '' 


LETTER  IX. 

FROM    rillL,  FUIKiE,  ElKl.  TO  THE   LOItO  ViacOlTKT 
C — BT— OH. 

Mx  Lord,  the'  Instnictions,  brought  to-day, 
**  I  shall  in  all  my  beat  obey/' 
Your  Lordship  talks  and  writes  so  gensiblyi 
And — ^  whatsoe'er  some  wags  may  say^ 
Oh !  Dot  at  alt  incomprehensibly* 

*  A  ditb  to  Indtsnttble,  Hint  m  Inte  no?e1fft.  at  the  rnJ  of 
hii  booK  coutd  lmagliH>fiaiitoretuifiiniir]r>nodp«rgrtUnf  rid 
^r  all  hlj  boroei  «ud  liorolnct  ttufi  by  a  heiirty  tupper  nt  tiewed 

*  Tbcf  Mllcd  Hcnrj  1.  of  England  :_*' a  fcujit  (mj* 
Hiinitf,  irrarety.)  wliicH  tlwmj*  agreed  t»<'tter  wltl)  bU  ihUhIi} 
%h*n  UU  cDn<tltiiUAn/* 

t^cnprryi,  trKl«^-<l,  wrm  (o  tinvo  tn^cn  alirafi  a  fvmuTitti 
(llih  nvkli  kkiigi  — whHIier  from  •onie  cr»n}r*L*'itln)lt]r  Ixrtwem 
thorn  juid  tUnt  Rah,  I  know  tiot ;  but  Dto  Cturi^  ttlll  Us  IkM 
Polllo  (mtlened  bit  Utti|ireyi  ivlitt  bttmaii  btuwi.  8«*  Loirts  of 
Fmi»cv  w««  iMtritirulAf  ly  fontt  of  tbfm.  ^  Soc  tha  a«i«ediit«  or 
Tbidnai  Aqutruu  ••<iit«ig  up  hU  mi^«»ljr'i  Ltmftr«f,  iii  a  iK)t4» 

>  llJid  Mr.  Bob'i  Dimmtr  Epiiao  beeil  lni«rt«<l,  I  «m  pr>. 
franrd  wttli  ati  afHrndanea  of  Itanivd  BMttitr  to  lUiMlrttltt  II,  fof 
which,  ai,  iiidaed,  for  all  mf  ''fdaiilta  popfnits'*  I  am  In- 


I  feel  the'  inqntries  in  your  letter 

About  my  health  and  French  most  llattering; 
Thank  ye,  my  French,  though  somewhat  better, 

Is,  on  the  whole,  but  weak  and  smattering  :  — 
Nothing,  of  course,  that  can  compare 
With  his  who  made  the  Congress  stare 
(A  certaiu  Lord  we  need  QOt  name), 

Who  ev'n  in  Frencb,  would  have  his  trope. 
And  talk  of  "  batir  un  systeme 

"  Sur  rt^jmiibre  de  TEurope  I " 
Sweet  metaphor!  — and  then  the'  Episllc, 
Which  bid  the  Saxon  King  go  whistle, — 
That  tender  letter  to  ''  Mon  Prince,"** 
Which  show'd  ahke  thy  French  and  sense;  — 
Oh  no,  my  I^rd  — there's  none  can  do 
Or  say  un-Enyltsh  things  like  you  \ 
And,  if  the  schemes  that  fill  thy  breast 

CouH  but  a  vent  congenial  seek. 
And  use  the  tongue  that  suits  them  best, 

Wliat  charming  Turkish  wouldst  thou  speak  I 
But  as  for  flit,  a  Frenehless  grub, 

At  Congress  never  bom  to  stammer. 
Nor  leom  like  thee,  my  Lord,  to  snub 

Fairn  Mem  arch  ft,  out  of  Co  A9lliAtJt>'s  gmmniJir— 
Bless  you,  you  do  not,  cannot  know 
How  far  a  little  French  will  go; 
For  all  one's  stock,  one  need  but  draw 

On  some  half-dozen  words  like  tlieae^ 
Comme  t^a — par-la  —  la-bus — ah  ha  / 

They'll  take  you  all  through  Prance  iritli  €aff« 

Yotir  Lordship's  praises  of  the  scropt 

I  sent  you  from  my  Journal  tately« 
(Enveloping  a  few  luc'd  caps 

For  Lady  C)  delight  me  greatly. 
Her  flat t'rlng  speech — "  what  pretty  thiogt 

**  One  finds  in  Mr.  Ft'ncK'a  pages  I  " 
Is  praise  which  (as  some  poet  sings) 

Would  pay  one  for  the  (oils  of  ag«a. 

Thus  flattered,  I  presume  to  send 
A  few  more  extracts  by  a  friend  ; 

tlrbrett  to  a  Triend  hi  tli«  DuhUn  tTiilvenltf.^ivlMnenadlng 
formerly  lajf  in  the  mdfiV'  lta« ;  but,  lit  coaj«qocaot  of  ll>« 
Prof  ijit't  f  nllghiencNJ  alarm  at  luch  ttudioa,  h«  hmt  tdk«a  t* 
tbl^  auibon,  "dr  re  eibarid*'  Ittatmd;  and  baa  Mt  AeniAai 
Rrmigim,  Agrippn  md  hb  Ultl«  dt>g  FUf«im*,  ^  4/tiBim„ 
Stmim,  and  Uiat  moat  leafuodand  •aviMiriliMUll,  Bmii^ffrmt* 

•  A  faanout  Raataurateui-'-iku*  Dupom. 

^  An  old  Fratich  mjinf  j— *'Falr«  to  MUt  do  TAUcsMbA, 
dii  tit  4  ta  %Mbk€  at  d«  la  UMa  au  lit.'* 

<  Th«  cvlvtirattd  letter  to  Priiw*  t!r 
bowetw ,  I  batieva,  oriftnally  Id  BofU « » <  i  - 

ihip,  prorrulngCo  lee'^no  mora)  or  |M>ii. »■.-«■  '-'.•,^^it^»      Ui 
the  dltmcmbennvftt  of  Saaonjr,  danmtnMd  Iha  i 
Ki(»x  A*  "  not  only  tho  ino«i  d«to«#id,  btal  tfaa  i 
o(  llona(Mirt«**  vaiaal*.'* 
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Add  I  should  hope  they'll  be  no  less 

The  shop,  the  shears,  the  lace,  and  ribbon 

Approved  of  than  my  last  MS.^ — 

Would  go,  I  douht  not,  quite  as  glib  on  ; 

I 

Tbtf  former  ooes,  I  fear,  wer*j  creas'd, 

And,  rice  versa^  take  the  pains 

As  BmDY  round  the  caps  wontd  pin  them  I 

To  give  the  P — ce  the  shopman's  brains, 

But  these  will  come  to  hand^  at  least 

One  only  change  from  thence  would  flow, 

1 

Itnnimplcdf  for  Ihere  s  notbing  in  theta. 

Riliitons  would  not  he  wasted  so. 

*Twaa  thna  I  pondered  on,  my  Lord ; 

Extracts  yVi/wi  Mr^  Pudt/e*g  ^loumal,  addressed  to 

And,  cv*n  at  night,  when  laid  in  bed, 

Lord  a 

I  found  myself,  before  J  snor'd. 

Aug.  10. 

Thus  chopping,  swopping  head  for  head, 

Went  to  the  Mad-house — saw  the  man/' 

At  length  I  thought,  fantastic  elf  I 

Who  thinks,  poor  wretch,  tlmt,  while  the  Fiend 

How  such  a  change  would  suit  myself. 

or  Diftcord  here  full  riot  ran» 

'Twiit  sleep  and  waking,  one  by  one, 

J 

//e\  like  the  rest,  was  guillotined  ; — . 

With  various  pericraniums  saddled. 

■ 

But  that  when,  under  Bonev's  rcign, 

At  last  t  tried  your  Lordship's  on. 

V 

(A  more  discreet,  though  quite  as  strong  one,) 

And  then  I  grew  compltftely  addled — 

The  heads  were  all  restored  again. 

Forgot  all  other  heads,  od  rot  'em ! 

He,  in  the  scramble,  got  a  wrong  one. 

And  slept,  and  dreamt  that  I  was  —  Borronr. 

Accordingly,  he  «till  cries  out 

This  strange  head  fits  him  most  unpljeasantl/  *, 

Aug.  2L 

And  always  runs,  poor  devil,  about. 

Walk*d  out  with  daughter  Bm^was  shown 

Inquiriag  for  his  own  incessantly  1 

The  house  of  Commons,  and  the  Throne, 
Whose  velvet  cushion^s  just  the  same* 

While  to  his  ease  a  tear  I  dropt, 

Napoi^on  sat  on  — what  a  sbauie  J 

And  saunter'd  home,  thotight  I — jc  Gods  1 

Oh,  can  we  wonder,  best  of  speechers, 

How  many  heads  might  tlius  be  swopp'dt 

When  Lotris  seated  thus  we  see^ 

And,  after  all,  not  make  much  odds  ! 

That  France's  '*  fundamental  features" 

For  instance,  there's  V — s— =tt— T*6  head — 

Are  much  the  same  they  us'd  to  he  ? 

(*'  Tarn  cantm  «"  it  may  well  be  said) 

However,  —  God  preserve  the  Throne, 

If  by  some  curious  chance  it  came 

And  cushion  too — ^and  keep  them  free 

To  settle  on  Bill  Soames's*  KbonldefB^ 

From  accidents,  which  have  been  known 

The*  ciFcct  would  turn  out  much  the  some 

To  happen  ev*n  to  Royalty  !  * 

On  all  respectable  cash- holders  : 

Exeept  thiit  while,  in  its  new  socket. 

A^g,3S. 

The  head  was  plunoing  schemes  to  win 

Read,  at  a  stall  (for  oft  one  pops 

A  zi^za^  way  into  one's  pocket. 

On  something  at  these  stalls  and  shops. 

The  hands  would  plunge  directfy  in. 

That  does  to  quote t  and  gives  one's  Book 
A  classical  and  knowing  look. — 

Good  Viscount  S — dh — h,  too,  instead 

Indeed  Fve  found,  in  Latin,  lately, 

\ 

Of  his  own  grave,  respected  head^ 

A  course  of  stalls  improves  me  greatly) — 

Might  wear  (for  aught  I  see  that  bars) 

'Twos  thus  I  read,  that,  in  the  East, 

Old  Lady  WiLtiJiLMtNA  Frump's  — 

A  tnonarch'syaf's  a  serious  matter ; 

So  while  the  hand  sign'd  Circulars, 

And  once  in  ev'ry  year,  at  least. 

The  head  might  lisp  out,  "  Wbuit  is  trumps  ?  "* — 

lie's  wiigh'd  — to  see  if  he  gets  falter  :• 

The  R — c~— t's  brains  could  we  transfer 

Then,  if  a  pound  or  two  he  be 

T«J  some  robust  maa -milliner, 

Increas'd,  ihcre*8  quite  a  jubilee !  7 

»  1  am  ofrald  th>it  Mr.  Fiidfe  *lUi<Io«  bef*  to  a  ttrj  awk- 

He  tnuirln^t,  ex^irtljr  *•  Mr,  FodjfO  f  Intei  11,  ttuU.  when  ttit? 

head*  of  tbotc  who  h»d  been  RuilloHm-d  were  reitored,  he  hy 

I^— ■  le  t>    1    6.  *oTnB  jemt*  »inc*,  at  on*  of  tlie  11— g— t'l 

nktakc  |fr>t  tatiif  other  person 'i  iasti^nd  of  liU  owb. 

Fetei.     He  WM  illtiug  next  our  gradoua  Quacn  at  the 

>  Tun  carl  cnpitii.  —  HoijiT, 

tline. 

^  A  Mlebraied  plckpocltei. 

«  '*  The  tliird  day  of  the  Feait  the  Klnir  eauwth  hlitifelf 

H 

*  Tht  onlj  chxagf,  U  I  recollect  right,  l»  th*  lubtrltalton 

lo  bfl  weighed  with  great  care/'— F,  Bemitr'B  l*i/jf»ge  t<i 

H 

of  Mile*  for  beei.    Thii  war  U|»on  the  l)eef  li,  orcnurup,  imt- 

Surat^  Ac, 

^H 

vcrisl;  "exitSum  mii^re  apibui/'  lik«  the  nnsty  nyni|ih«  in 

?  *•  1  remember/'  »tiy»  Bemier,  '•  that  all  the  Omrah*  ffX- 

H 

Vlrgfl  ;~but  m»y  not  nfw  ttramu  urhe  out  of  the  ricitmt 

preiMd.  great  i'ry  that  the  King  wrighrd  two  poundi  more 

^1 

of  t.«glt)maqr  yet 't 

bow  than  tho  jear  prce«cllni."— A aoOier  author  telli  ut  that 

i 

1 

1 
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Suppose,  ray  Lord— and  for  from  tne 
To  treat  such  things  with  levity  — 
But  ju«t  suppose  the  R— o — t*s  weight 
Were  made  thus  an  all'iur  of  state  ; 
And,  ev*ry  sessions,  lit  the  close, — 

'Stesid  of  a  speech,  which,  all  crni  stse^  if 
Heavy  and  dull  enough,  Ood  knows  — 

We  were  to  try  how  heavy  he  is. 
Much  would  it  glad  all  hearts  to  hear 

That»  while  the  Nation's  Kevcnue 
Loses  BO  many  pnmids  a  year, 

The  P e,  God  bless  him  I  tfuim  a  few. 

With  hales  of  musliu,  chintKes,  spices, 

I  see  the  Eastenis  weigh  their  Kings  j — 
But,  for  the  It — o — ^r,  my  advice  is, 

We  should  throw  in  much  fieavier  things : 
Far  instance  — — — — 's  quarto  volume?, 

Which,  tliough  not  spices,  serve  to  wrap  them; 
Dominie  St — duct's  Daily  columns, 

•*  Prodigious  !  '^  —  m^    of   course,    we'd    clap 
them  — 
Letters,  that  C — rtw—  -t*s  '  pen  indites. 

In  wlueh,  with  logical  confusion, 
The  Major  like  a  Mitwr  writes. 

And  never  emnes  to  a  Conclusion  /  — 
Lord  S— M^RS*  pamphlet — or  his  head  — 
(Ah,  that  were  worth  its  weight  in  lead  I) 
Along  wiib  which  we  in  may  whip,  sly, 

The  Speeches  of  Sir  John  C  — x  H  -tp — sly  ; 
That  Baronet  of  many  wordiJ,  « 

Who  loves  so,  in  the  House  of  Loi'ds, 
To  whisper  Bisliopfi  — and  so  uigh 

Unto  thyir  wigs  in  whispVing  goes. 
That  you  may  always  know  him  hy 

A  patch  of  powder  on  liis  nose  1  — 
If  this  woVt  tlo,  we  in  must  cram 
The  "  ReaAons"  of  Lord  B  -CK— ctt — M  ; 
(A  Bw>k  his  Lordship  means  to  write, 

Entitled  **  Uea«om  ti>r  my  Halting  :'*) 
Or,  should  these  prove  ton  small  and  light. 

His  r p*s  a  ha^t  —  well  bundle  tfust  in  1 

And,  atitl  shoyld  all  these  masses  fail 
To  turn  lite  R— o— ^'s  ponderous  scale, 

•*  FAtneiJi,  W  w«11  (U  i  tcry  Urgp  hwnl.  I»  ranit<!.i*rri1.  through^ 
out  linllJi»  at  o1l<^  of  th<?  moat  prrcUmi  fltti  of  bejivpn.  Aa 
^Mnrmmif  fkiiU  U  jdbnoliUrljf  ri?it?rpd,  iind  the  Itappj'  ownor  \t 
1(K»kn.l  up  to  AA  A  tupeviot  bejihg.  To  u.  /VfiuY  ajoulter  head 
It  \mkliinble,"'—Onfniai  Field  SportM, 

>  MaJoi-  CArt Wright. 

*  The  DUDC  or  th«  tirtt  wortlijr  wtio  let  up  the  tmitc  of 
Itirormcril  ftoow  (to  wlMm  our  Oliver*  «nd  Cutlrs(«atiijj(ht 
ta  rr«eft  A  ttatiM))  wu  Rflfnaftm  Mitpo  ;<-«^'qiil  rormarn  yUjb 
UiMl,  qiaunn  |>ost4XA  c«leUrf>m  mtiCTiie  Lpmporum  <et  atidAcior 
HirafDJnum  f«*.'rutil,"— Tacit,  dnnat.  \.  74. 

"  Titejr  certAlnly  po«M-fcAod  the  wunc  nrl  af  inatigaUmf^i'Uf^U 
v(clltn«,  which  thf  Ki^port  of  the  Srrrel  Committrv  attrlbutvi 
lo  Lord!  aiUinouih'»A|n?ut<;  — "fci(VM#  <•«;•  Tacitui  «r  (idp 


Why  then,  my  Lord,  tn  heaven^s  tiame. 

Pitch  in,  without  reserve  or  stint. 
The  whole  of  R — cir— y's  beauteous  Dame—' 

If  ihat  wo'n't  raise  him,  devil*s  in  it  I 

Auf .  31. 

Consulted  MtrRrnY*s  Tacitus 

About  tlio&e  famous  spies  at  Rome,* 

Wbom  certain  Whigs — to  make  a  fiiss^ — 

Describe  as  much  resembling  us,' 
Infortuiug  geivilemen,  at  home. 

Bntt  bless  the  fools,  they  cowV  be  serious. 

To  say  Lord  S— dm — ^tr's  like  TinEftiirs! 

WTiat  1  At?,  the  Peer,  that  injures  no  man. 

Like  lliat  severe,  blood- tliirsty  Roman  !  — 

'Tis  true,  the  Tyrant  lent  an  ear  lo 

All  sorts  of  spies  —  so  doth  the  Peer,  too. 

*Ti5  true  my  Lord's  Elect  tell  fil>s, 

And  deal  in  perjury  —  ditto  Tib's, 

*Tis  true,  the  Tyrant  screen*d  and  bid 

His  rogues  from  justice  *  — t!itt<^  Sm, 

*Ti8  true  the  Peer  is  grave  and  glib 

At  moral  speeches — ditio  Tib,* 

'Tis  true,  the  feals  the  Tyrant  did 

Were  in  his  dotage — ditto  Sm. 

So  far,  I  own,  the  parallel 

'Twixt  Tjo  and  Sid  goes  vastly  well ; 

But  there  are  points  in  Tm  that  strike 

My  humble  mind  as  much  more  like 

Yuw8€lj\  my  dearest  Ivord,  or  him. 

Of  the*  India  Board  —  that  soul  of  whim! 

Like  him,  TrBEnrirs  lov'd  his  joke,  * 

On  matters,  too,  where  few  ca^n  bear  oue  \ 
£.5^.  a  man,  cut  tjpj  or  broke 

Upon  the  wheel  —  a  devilish  fair  onet 
Your  common  fractures,  wountls,  and  fits; 
Are  nothing  to  such  wholesale  wits  j 
But,  let  the  suffVer  gasp  for  life, 

The  joke  is  then  worth  any  money  ; 
And,  if  he  writhe  beneath  a  knife, — 

Oh  dear,  that's  something  quitt  too  Ainoj. 
In  this  respect,  my  Lord,  you  see 
The  Roman  wag  and  ours  agree  \ 


of  tticDi}  tlbiillDum  «t  ntevt%\tMi:mci^fitophtr^u§im^Mi»Mi- 
garet** 

1  '*  Neique  Ucnen  Id  Serrno  tiox«  ftilt,  qvcm  odiwm  pm^ 
ticum  tuiiorrm  fccifhai.  Kun  ut  quit  dlttrktior  AceuMtor 
vetut  »acroHmctH*  rrai.**  ^  AimaL  lib  ir.  36. -^  Or,  m  It  Is 
Craotlated  bj  Mr.  Fudge^t  friend,  Murphy  ;  —  "  This  diarint 
Accus4*r  had  thf  trurm  of  the  pttfpte^  aad  the  pivUctton  of  th* 
Emperor.  I»firrt»rr»,  io  proparUon  Mi  thcj  roM)  in  fxiilLr 
bfcame  sacred  ckatacten." 

^  Murphj  even  roofer*  upon  ^n^  of  lilf  tptttdifii  the  cpltbct 
'*  conttilutkiiial,"  Mr.  Fudge  might  bare  Atld«iJ  lo  hb  paraDKl, 
tlua  Tlbcfiiu  wai  a  fofftf  priwalt  character:**' 
1 1  Ik  fniAAque  quitad  fnivaimM-  ^* 

*  "  LmdihriA  attiii  pernlfeert  tolitut/* 
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Now  D^  tnr/o^tr  resciii1>lance  —  niuiu — * 

This  pumUel  we  need  not  fullow  ?  ' 
Thougli  *tisT  in  Ireland,  said  hy  same 

Your  Lordsbip  heau  Tiberius  hollow  ; 
Whips,  chains^  l>iit  iht'?*  are  things  too  serious 

For  me  to  mention  or  discuss ; 
WheoeVr  your  Lonkhip  nets  Tibeeucs, 

Phil.  Fudge's  part  is  Tacitm  I 

Sfpt.  s. 
Was  thinkiog,  had  Lord  S— i>m— rii  got 
Any  good  di-cent  sort  of  Plot 
Aguinit  the  winter-tirae^ — if  not, 
Alas,  alas,  our  ruin's  fated  i 
All  done  up,  and  xpijticated  \ 
Ministers  and  all  their  voJisals, 
Down  from  C^tl        en  to  Castles, — 
Unless  we  can  kick  up  a  riot, 
Ne'er  can  hope  for  peace  or  quiet ! 
Whats  to  he  done?  —  Spa-Fields  was  clever; 

But  even  ihut  brought  giWs  and  niockings 
Upon  our  heads— so,  mem. — ^must  never 

Keep  anununition  in  old  stoekingt ; 
For  fear  some  wag  should  in  his  curst  head 
Take  it  to  say  our  force  was  worsted, 
Mem.  too — when  Sid  an  army  raises. 
It  must  not  be  **  incog/*  like  Ba^cji's : 
Nor  mnst  the  General  be  a  hobbling 
Professor  of  the  art  of  cobbling  i 
Lest  men,  who  perpetrate  such  puns. 

Should  say,  with  Jacobinic  grin, 
He  felt,  from  mieing  IVcIimgfonv^"^ 

A  WeUwgton&  great  xoul  wiihiu ! 
Nor  must  an  old  Apothecary 

Go  take  the  Tower,  for  lack  of  pence, 
With  (what  these  wags  would  call,  so  merry,) 

P/^nical  force  and  phiat-cnce  I 
No— no — our  Plot,  my  Lord,  muHt  be 
Next  time  eontrii?*d  more  skilfully. 
John  Bull,  I  grieve  to  say,  is  gi-owing 
So  troublesomely  sharp  and  knowing. 
So  wi»e — in  short,  so  Jacobin-^ 
'Tis  roonstrotts  hard  to  tafw  him  in. 

Sept.  6» 

Heard  of  the  fete  of  our  Ambassador 
lu  China,  and  was  sorely  nettled  j 

But  think,  my  Lord,  we  should  not  pass  it  o*cr 
Till  all  this  matter's  fnirly  settled  ; 


*  There  li  ntiP  point  of  w^wrroblanc©  tiH^iwe*'!!  TJlwriut  and 
Lnrd  C.  whicli  Mr.  Fudge  might  hAyemexttioned  -*"  §Mtpmi€t 
^emprr  ft  ohscHrm  ivrAii." 

*  Short  l>JOti,  fto  callciJ. 

^  rh«4»fin»c!otimfi*ndn«ir,  rfc<nnfn<»iicl«d  by  Lord  Chcittr* 

«  Mr.  Fodgv  la  a  Uttte  mliukcn  here.    It  «&»  moI  Grt- 


And  here*s  the  mode  occurs  to  me;— 

A  s  none  of  our  Kohitity, 

Though  for  their  own  most  gracious  King 

(They  would  kiss  hands,  or— any  thing), 

Can  be  persuaded  to  go  throuj^h 

This  farce-like  trick  of  the  Ko-toui 

And  as  these  Mandarins  wt/ni  bend. 

Without  some  mumming  exhibition, 
Stippcvse^  my  Lord,  you  were  to  aeud 

Grim  ALU!  to  them  on  a  mission  : 
As  Xf^rate,  Joe  could  play  his  part, 
And  if,  in  diplomatic  art. 
The  *'  volto  Beioko"*  V  meritorions, 
Let  Joe  but  grin,  he  has  it,  glorious  I 
A  tide  for  him's  easily  made  ; 

And,  by-the-by,  one  Christmas  time. 
If  1  remember  right,  he  play'd 

Lord  MoBLEY  in  some  pantomime  j  —  ^ 
As  Earl  of  SI— rl — ¥  then  ^Ectte  him. 
If  t'other  Earl  of  M — at— ifll  let  him. 
(And  why  shotild  not  the  world  be  blest 
With  im>  such  stars,  for  East  and  West  ?) 
TheD,  when  before  the  Yellow  Screen 

lle*g  brought — and,  sure,  the  very  essence 
Of  etiquette  would  be  that  scene 

Of  Joe  in  the  Cekstial  Presence!  — 
He  thus  should  say  x — **  Duke  Ho  and  Soo, 
**  ril  play  what  tricks  yon  please  for  \ou, 
**  If  yon'l},  in  ttira,  but  do  for  me 
"  A  few  small  tricks  you  now  shall  see. 
*'  If  1  eonsult  your  Emperor*s  liking, 
"  At  least  you'll  do  the  same  for  mtf  King.'* 
He  then  ehonld  give  them  nine  such  grins, 
As  would  astound  ev'u  Mandarins  ;. 
And  throw  such  somersets  before 

The  picture  of  King  Geouge  (God  bless  him  I) 
As,  should  Duke  Ho  but  try  them  o'er, 

Would,  by  CoNFi'cius,  muck  distrew  him  ! 

I  start  this  merely  as  a  hint. 
But  think  you'll  Had  some  wisdom  in*t ; 
And,  should  you  follow  up  the  job, 
My  son,  my  Lord  (you  know  pi;H>r  Bon), 
Would  in  the  suite  be  glad  to  go 
And  blip  his  Excellency,  Joe  ;  — 
At  least,  like  noble  Amh^iist*s  son. 
The  lad  will  do  toproc^iw  on.* 


I 


maW,  but  iome  tery  Inferior  perforiDer.  whoptnycdttilipjirl 
«r  "  Lord  Morlcy  "  Itt  the  paDtomrme, —  m  miich  to  ihe  horror 
fif  the  distiiigijrthed  Earl  of  that  mum*'.  Th<*  e»j»o»mlJiry 
bltertaf  the  Noble  Kar!  to  Mr.  H— rr— •♦  upon  thl»  fuljTM 
pror«astiQU  oT  hit  tftkl-And  ipan  n«w  tlU«,  will,  I  tniit,  mhm 
time  or  other,  be  gl«n  to  the  world. 
«  8m  Mr.  EUU'i  account  orth«  KmbSUJ. 
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LETTER  X- 

I KOS   Xlftf  BE'&T  fTlJCE  TO  MliJ  lOMTTHT ^ 

Wfxu  3  um't  iL*  King,  afier  til,  xct  dear  crea- 

But  ^/*'£  Tfra  go  liogii.  Ttvm — there's  Dorhir.r 

to  qi::!  ia'i  — 
For  craii'itcr  of  a:r  aai  for  griajxieo  of  featTsre. 
lir  K'V/'i/  Ijf;  a  K:r.g.  Doll,  tLoazb,  Lug  Lim, 

be  Unt. 
At  f  r»i,  I  ftrit  hurt,  for  I  irlfch'd  it.  I  oirn. 
If  for  DO  otL^rr  catis*  but  to  vex  Ml«s  Maloxe, — 
(The  great  he:rt-&s,    voa  kcov,  of  ShandAsgan, 

irbo'ft  be  re. 
Sboving  off  with  4iicA  airs,  and  a  real  Cashmere.  * 
WbiJe  mine's  but  a  paltry  old  rabbit-skin,  dear  l) 
But  Pa  lavs,  on  dee-ply  conwd'rinff  the  thing, 
**  I  am  ju»t  as  veil  pleas'd  it  sbould  mut  be  the 

King; 
**  As  I  think  for  my  Biddt,  so  penlille  and  j<Vm>, 
**  Whose  cbarms  may  their  price  in  an  fumest 

way  fetch, 
**  That  a  Brandenburgfa  ** — (what  is  a  Brandcn- 

burgh,  Dollt  ?)  — 
••  Would  be,  after  all,  no  such  very  great  catch, 
**  If  the  R — G — T  indeed" — added   he,   looking 

sly- 
(Yon  remember  that  comical  squint  of  his  eye) 
But  I  stopp'd  him  with  **  La,  Pa,  how  can  you  gay  so, 
"  When  the  R— c — t  loves  none  but  old  women, 

you  know ! " 
Which   is  fact,  my  dear  Dollt  — we,  girls  of 

eigliteen, 
And  so  slim — Lord,  he*d  think  us  not  fit  to  be 

seen  ; 
And  would  like  us  much  better  as  old — ay,  as  old 
As  that  Countess  of  Desmond,  of  whom  I've  been 

told 
Tliat  she  liv'd  to  much  more  than  a  hundred  and 

ten. 
And  was  kill'd  by  a  fall  from  a  cherry-tree  then ! 

»  See  Lady  Mor^ti'i  "  France  '•  for  the  anecdote,  told  her 
by  Madame  de  Genlit,  of  the  young  gentleman  who-e  love 
was  cured  by  finding  that  hit  mittreit  wore  a  sAawl "  pcau  de 
lapin." 

■  'ITie  car*,  on  the  return,  are  dragged  up  slowly  by  a 
chain. 

'  Mr.  Bob  need  not  Iw  ashamed  of  hU  cookery  Jokes,  when 
he  is  kept  in  countenance  by  Kuch  men  as  Cicero,  St.  Augustine, 
and  tliat  Jovial  bishop,  f'enantius  Fortunalus.  The  pim  of  tlie 
groat  orator  U|>on  the  "Jus  Verrinum,"  which  he  calls  bad 
hog'broth,  from  a  play  upon  both  the  words,  is  well  known ; 
and  the  Saint's  puns  upon  the  conversion  of  Ix>t's  wife  into 
salt  are  equally  ingenioua  :  —  ••  In  salem  courersa  hominibus 
fldelibus  quoddam  prvstilit  eondimentum,  quo  Mjiiant  all- 
quid,  undo  lllud  caveatur  exemplum."  —  De  Civitat.  Dei, 


WiiBxafrukroUfiii:  bat — loeoBetoBjkmr, 

Who,  i^aaagk  DOC  a  Kibje,  u  a  hero  WL  swor,— 

Yob  shai:  bear  aH  that's  happened,  jost  hnAj  zn 


Siiic«   tlox    happT  nigbt,   vhfcn 
tbroQgh  the  air! 


whiik'd 


! 

Let  me  se« — 'tvai  on  Saxnrdaj — tcs,  Doixt, 
yes  — 

Trom  :La:eTes2ng  I  date  the  first  dawn  of  nyblki,  ■ 
^Ikrn  we  bodi  rattled  off  in  that  dear  little  car- 

I  riar*",  ' 

^  AVhose  journey.  Bob  bts,  it  so  like  Love  and  , 
Marriage,  i 

**  Beginning  gay,  desperate,  dashing;  dovn-hilly,    i 
•*  And  ending  as  dull  as  a  six-inside  Diily  !"  ' 
WelL  scarcely  a   wink    did   I  sleep   the    night 
i  through ; 

=  And.  next  day.  baring  scribbled  my  letter  to  too.  ; 
With  a  heart  full  of  hope  this  sweet  fellow  to  j 

meet, 
I  set  out  with  Papa,  to  see  Louis  Drx-Hurr 
Make  his  bow  to  some  half  dozen  women  and  boys, 
Who  get  up  a  small  concert  of  shrill  VittU  lloU — 
And  how  vastly  genteeler,  my  dear,  even  this  is, 
Than  vulgar  Pall-Mall*s  oratorio  of  hisses ! 
The  gardens  seem*d  full  —  so,  of  course,  we  walk*d 

o'er  'em, 
'3Iong  orange-trees,  clipp'd  into  town-bred  deco- 
rum, 
And  daphnes,  and  va^es,  and  many  a  statne. 
There  staring,  with  not  cv'n  a  stitch  on  them,  at 

you! 
The  ponds,  too,  we  view'd  —  stood  awhile  on  the 
brink 
To  contemplate  the  play  of  those  pretty  gold 
fishes  — 
"  Live  huUiony'  says  merciless  Bob,  "  which,  I  think, 
"  Would,  if  coindf  with  a  little  mint  sauce,  be 
delicious !  *'  ^ 

But  u'luit^  DoLLT,  what,  is  the  gay  orange-grove. 
Or  gold  fishes,  to  her  that's  in  search  of  her  love? 

lib.  xri.  cap.  30.  —  The  jokes  of  the  pious  favourite  of  Queen 
HadiiKUiuia,  the  convivial  Di»hop  f'enatUiut,  may  be  found 
amunK  hia  |M>oms,  in  some  lines  against  a  cook  who  bad 
robbed  him.    The  following  is  similar  to  Ctcrro's  pun :  — 

T\\i»Ju9ceUa  Cod  quam  mea^Kra  valeot. 
See  his  poems.  Corpus  Poetar.  Latin,  torn.  li.  p.  1733. — 
Of  the  same  kind  was  Montmaur'%  Juke,  when  a  dish  was  iipilt 
over  him  —  "  summum  jus,  summa  injuria ; "  and  the  same 
celebrated  parasite,  in  ordering  a  sole  to  bo  placed  before  him, 
said,— 

Eligi  cui  dicas,  tu  mihi  sofa  places. 

The  reader  may  likewise  ree,  among  a  good  deal  of  kitekrm 
erudition,  the  learned  Lipsius'%  jokes  on  cutting  up  a  capon 
in  his  Satumal,  Sermon.  Ub.  ii.  cap.  S. 
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In  vain  did  I  wildly  explore  every  chair 

Where  a  thing  like  a  man  was — no  lover  sat  tbercl 

In  vain  my  fond  evts  did  I  eagerly  cast 

At  the  whiskers,  mustuchios,  aod  wip  lluit  went 

past. 
To  ohiain,  if  I  could,  but  a  glance  at  that  carl,  — 
A  glimpse  of  those  whkkers,  as  sacredn,  ray  girl, 
Asi  the  lock  that,  Pa  says  ',  la  to  Miissulmen  giv'n. 
For  the  angel lo  hold  by  that  "lugs  them  to  Leav'n  I " 
Alas,  there  went  by  me  full  many  a  quiz. 
And  muslaebios  in  plenty,  but  nothing  like  his ! 
Disappointed,  I  found  myself  sighing  out  "  well-a- 

day/*— 
Thought  of  the  words  of  T^m  M— be*8  Irish 

Blelody, 
Something  about  the  "  green  sp*vt  of  defight "  ' 
(\Vlikb,  you  know,  Captain  Mackintosh  sung 

to  us  one  day)  : 
Ah  DoLi,Y,  mf/  "  spt^i  "  was  that  Saturday  night. 
And  its  verdure,  how  fleeting,  had  withered  by 

Sunday  I 
We  din'd  at  a  laTera^^ —  La,  what  do  I  say  ? 

If  Bob  was  to  know  I  —  a  Restaunitf^iir^s^  dear  ; 
Where  your  properai  ladies  go  dine  everj'  day, 
And  drink  Burgundy  out  of  large  tumblers,  like 

beer. 
Fine  Boa  (for  he*s  really  grown  mtper^Rne} 

Condescended,  for  once,  to  make  one  of  the  party  ; 
Of  course,  though  but  three,  we  hail  dinner  for  nine, 
And  in  spite  of  my  grief,  love^  I  own  I  ate  hearty. 
Indeed,  Doli>,  I  know  not  how  His,  but,  in  grief, 
I  ha\  e  always  found  eating  a  wondrous  relief  ; 
And  Bon,  who's  in  love,  said  he  felt  the  same, 

quite  — * 
»  My  sighs,*"  said  he,  "ceas'd  with  the  first  glass 

I  drank  yoa  ; 
"  The  iamb  made  tiie  tranquil,  the  puffs  made  me 

light. 
And — DOW  that  all's  o*er  —  why,  I'm  ^ — pretty 

well,  thank  you  1 " 

To  i»v  great  annoyance,  we  sat  rather  late  ; 
For  BonnY  and  Pa  had  a  furious  debate 


(  For  thli  irrap  of  knowlrd^  "  Pa  "  wau,  1  lutpect,  In- 
debted tn  «  nat«  Dpon  Viiln^y'ii  rtiJni ;,  a  bcMik  whkln  i»iialljr 
forma  p*rt  of  a  JacobSn'i  ISbrjiry,  utid  with  *hlcli  Mr.  Fu'tge 
niusC  h»Te  b«?n  well  acquainted  nt  the  time  when  iw  wroti?  M» 
"Down  with  Ktni;>/'  Ac,  The  note  In  Volney  l»  at  follows: 
—  **  It  li  hjr  tbiJ  twfl  of  Imir  (on  tb«  crown  of  Oie  HmmI),  worn 
fejr  the  mi^oritj  of  Muuutmwis,  that  tha  Angnl  of  tb«  Tomb 
U  to  tAkt  tlio  elect  sod  csrry  Ibwn  to  Pmradtje." 

*  Tlie  fOQng  UmIj,  whoK  memory  li  not  very  correct,  mail 
allude,  I  ihink,  to  the  foUowtiif  llncfl :  » 

Oh  thvt  (airf  Form  U  ne'er  forgot, 

Whlrh  Fini  Lore  trac'd  j 
Still  it  litif'ring  luunti  the  greenest  ipoC 
Ot)  M<rmorj*i  watto  1 


About  singing  and  cookery —  Bodbt,  of  course. 
Standing  up  for  the  latter  Fine  Art  in  full  force  j' 
And  Pa  saying,  "God  only  knows  which  is  worst, 

"The  French  Singers  or  Cooks,  hat  I  wish  tai 
well  over  it  — 
"  What  with  old  Lais  and  Very,  Fm  curst 

"  If  my  bead  or  my  stomach  will  cTer  recover  it  1" 

'Twas  dark,  when  we  got  to  the  Boulevards  tostroll. 
And  in  vain  did  I  look  'mong  the  street  Macaronis, 

When,  sndden  it  stmek  me  —  last  hope  of  my  soul — 
lliat  some  angel  might  take   the  dear  man  tn 

TOBTONl's  I  * 

We  cnter'd  — and,  scarcely  had  Bob,  with  an  air, 

For  a  ffrappe  a  ht  jardiniire  caifd  to  the  waiters, 

When^  oh  Doll  !  I  saw  hira  —  my  hero  was  there 

(For  I  knew  bis  white  smaJl-clothes  and  brown 

leather  gaiters), 

A  group  of  fair  statues  f^om  Greece  imiliiig  o*er 

him,* 
And  lota  of  red  currant-juice  spark  ling  before  him  I 
Oh  DoLLy,  these  heroes  —  what  creatures  they  arc  j 
In   the   Ifoudoir  the   same   as  in  fields   full  of 
daughter  t 
As  cool  in  the^Beaujon's  precipitous  car, 

As  when  safe  at  TobtoniX  o*er  ic*d  currant 
water  I 
He  join*d  us^-^itnagine,  dear  creature,  my  ecstasy— 
Join*d  by  the  man  I'd  have  broken  ten  necks  losee  I 
Bod  wish'd  to  treat  him  with  Puiicli  a  h  tjtace^ 
But  the  sweet  fellow  swore   that  my  bcaut^^  my 

And  my  je-ne-aaitt-quoi  (then   his   whiskers   he 

twirrd) 
Were,   to   Arm,   "  on   de  lop  of  all  Pouch  in  de 

vorld."  — 
How  pretty  I  —  though  oft  (as  of  course,  it  must  be) 
Both  his  French  and  his  Engtish  are  Greek,  Dou, 

to  me. 
Bat,  in  short,  I  felt  happy  as  ever  fond  heart  did  -, 
And  happier  stilh  when  *twas  fix'd,  ere  we  parted. 
That,  if  the  next  day  should  be  pmtoral  weather, 
W^e  all  would  set  off,  in  French  buggies,  together, 


»  Cookery  hai  been  dlstilfti^d  by  the  reMtarrhei  of  e  Raam  ; 
»M?  hti  Naturmi  Hntor^,  RerriptM,  ftc )  end  (eke*  fu  fta-llon  ei 
arte  fnf  the  Fine  Arti  in  the  followlns  peiAiige  of  Mr.  Bmgnid 
SlfV'a  rf:^'*A  (rreeelitjr  to  thli  tIcw  of  the  tu^eel,  nMti  may 
be  teid  to  toe  intrnuiea^  ftlMilaf ,  and  bHier  lo  b*  ralsclvelf 
jAcMsiag*,  which  bodi  era,  tn  mmaj  caeei,  eqneUy  eeeentlal  14 
thoM)  cffirdt,  whleh,  In.  the  ert  of  cookery^  correspond  t*t  that 
compotfte  btamtif^  wbtch  It  !■  the  object  of  tbe  palntir  and  of 
the  |>o*t  to  erisait«."  —  Fhitotophicai  Bnajft. 
4  A  nuhionahle  r^f4  gtaci*r  on  the  Italian  Boultfirard*, 
^  "  You  e^iit  yrjiir  toe  at  Tortoore,^*  layi  Mr.  Skoti,  **  ander 
a  CrocJjui  grnup.** 


I 
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To  ^eMontmorenn^ — that  place  which,  youkDow, 
Is  fio  fainons  for  cherries   and  Jkan  Jac^iues 

Hifi  card  then  he  gave  us^ — the  name,  rather 

creiis'd  T- 
But  'twas  Caucot  —  some  thing  —  a  Colonel  iit 

least ! 
After  which  —  sure  there  never  wna  hero  so  civU 

—he 
Saw  as  «ife  home  to  our  door  in  Hue  liivoti. 
Where  his  htHf  words,  as,  at  parting,  he  threw 
A  soft  hK>k  o'er  his  shoulders,  were  —  ''How  do 

jou  do  [  "  * 

[Text- 
Bat,  lord,  —  there's  Papa  for  the  post  —  I'm  so 
Montmorencif  must  now,  lovi*^  be  kept  for  my  next. 
That  dear  Sundny  night  1 — I  was  charmingly  drt*6tf 
And  —  »o  providential !  —  was  looking  my  best ; 
Such  a  sweet  louslin  gown^  with  a  Dounce  —  and 

my  frills, 
YouVe  no  nation  how  rich^ — (though  Pa  has  by 

the  bills) 
And  jou'd  smile  had  youseen^  where  we  sotrathijr 

near. 
Colonel  Calicot  eyeiiiji  the  caiubrjc,  my  dear. 
Thea  the  flowYs  in  my  bonnet  —  but,  la,  it's  in 

vain  — 
So,  good -by,  my  sweet  Dotx  —  I  shall  Mon  write 

ngtdii,  B.  F. 

Ni^Ut  bme  —  our  love  to  all  neighbours  about  — 
Your  Papa  in  particular  —  how  is  his  gout  ? 

P.S.  —  Pve  ju&t  open*d  tiiy  letter  to  say, 

In  your  next  you  must  tell  me^  (now  do^  Dollt, 

pray, 
For  I  hate  lo  ask  Bob,  he's  so  ready  to  tjuix.) 
What  f^ort  of  a  thing,  dear,  a  lirtindaiburyh  is. 


LETTER  XL 

FAOai  VWEIAM.  CONNOK  TO  . 

Yr^  'twas  a  caote,  as  noble  and  as  great 
As  ever  hern  died  lo  vindicate  — 
A  Nation's  right  to  8p<5ak  a  Nation*s  voice. 
And  own  no  power  but  of  the  Nation's  choice  1 


I  Nod  sn  unuitul  miitnlie  with  rorvipifrt. 

t  See  JEllJiii,  lib.  v,  ntp,  O.  ^  who  Iclb  ui  th«t  thcM  i 
fioni  •  cf>nH'^lmi«n«>«i  of  ibtir  owo  loqit»citf,  alii«ft  cxiMi 
MiHjitt  TiiMnii  wlih  itonvt  In  thHr  bitji,  to  prcTOfil  iiny  na* 
luclty  carkte  from  brtra/lntf  tbsm  to  tiM 


fiom^bodj:  (FtmtflDctte,  1  Mltvai)  Im  nld,  thstirbf  Had 


Such  was  the  grand,  the  glorious  cause  that  now 
Hung  trembling  on  Napolkon's  single  brow  ; 
Such  the  sublime  arbitrament,  that  pour'd. 
In  patriot  eyes»  a  light  around  his  sword, 
A  hallowing  light,  which  never,  since  the  day 
Of  his  young  victories,  had  illnm'd  its  way ! 

Oh,  *twas  not  ihen  the  time  for  tame  debates^ 
Ye  men  of  Caul,  when  chains  were  at  your  gates ; 
When  he,  who  !ato  had  fle<i  your  Chieftain's  eye, 
As  geese  from  eagles  on  Mount  Taurus  tly,'* 
Denounc'd  against  the  land,  that  spuro'dhischuin. 
Myriads  of  swords  to  bind  it  fo^t  again  — 
Myriads  of  fierce  invading  swords,  to  track 
Through  yotir  best  blood  his  path  of  vengeance  back ; 
When  Europe's  Kings,  that  never  yet  com  bin 'd 
But  (like  those  upper  Stars,  tliat,  when  conjoin'd, 
Shed  war  and  pestilence,)  lo  scourge  mankind. 
Gathered  round,  with  hosts  from  every  shore. 
Haling  Napoi^kon  much,  but  Freedom  more, 
And,  ifi  that  coming  strife,  appall'd  to  sec 
The  world  yet  left  one  chance  for  liberty  !  — 
No,  *twas  not  tfim  the  lime  to  weave  a  net 
Of  bondage  round  your  Chief ;  to  curb  and  fVet 
Your  veteran  war-horse,  pawing  for  the  fight. 
When  every  hope  was  in  his  speed  and  mights 
To  waste  the  hour  of  action  in  dispute. 
And  coolly  plan  how  freedom's  Aiouj^/ix  should  slioot, 
When  your  Invader's  axe  was  at  the  roo*,' 
No,  sacred  Liberty  !  that  God,  who  throws. 
Thy  light  around,  like  his  own  sunshine,  knows 
How  well  I  love  thee,  and  how  deeply  liale 
AU  tyrants,  upstart  and  Legitimate  — 
Yet,  in  that  hour,  were  Fmnce  my  native  lan4, 
I  would  have  follow 'J,  with  quick  heart  and  luind, 
Napoleon,  Nero  —  ay,  no  matter  whom  — 
To  snatch  my  country  from  that  damning  doom, 
That  deadliest  curse  that  on  the  conc^ner'd  waits  — 
A  Conqueror*s  satrap,  throned  within  her  gatea! 

True,  he  was  false  —  despotic  —  all  you  please  — 
Hud  trampled  down  man's  holiest  lilx'rties  — 
Had,  by  a  genius,  form'd  for  nobler  things 
Than  lie  within  the  grasp  of  vulvar  Kings, 
But  rais'd  the  hopes  of  men— ^ as  eagleta  fly 
Wiih  tortoises  aloft  into  the  sky  — 
To  dash  ihem  down  again  more  shattVtngly  ! 
AU  this  I  own  —  but  still  ^  •  ♦ 


hit  HaikI  fuU  of  trutlti,  ba  wouM  open  IhjI  fmm  Aater  it  a 
tim*  J  mtd  the  Mtne  »att  of  r^intve  I  flnd  %a  b*  u^cmAry  «tth 
r«tp««t  to  Mr,  t.'onnor'i  T^ry  |)1«ln-«pok«>«i  Icttert.  *rh#  r^ 
mitiKlvr  Dt  ihtt  E|ilitle  U  to  h\\\  of  iiniofe  inMtti>r'Of-fVt« 
ttuu  It  tniul,  for  the  prMcot  «t  iMst,  bt  wllhti<>M  f^om  tht 
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LETTER  XI L 

tKon  uttSB  mvnr  rumiE  to  hiss  DaROTHr . 

At  last,  Doi.L\%  — thanks  to  a  potent  emetic, 
Which  Bobby  atid  Fa,  with  grimace  sympathetic, 
Have  swallow 'd  this  momiog  to  balance  the  bUN, 
Of  an  eel  matr!o(c  and  a  Ifisqwe  tticreviMes — 
We  a  morning  at  home  to  myself,  and  sit  down 
To  describe  you  our  hcavenlj»^tnp  out  of  towB. 
How  agogyoti  must  be  for  this  letter^  my  dear  I 
Lady  JutE,  in  the  novel,  letw  laBj^uish'd  to  hear 
H  that  elegant  cornet  she  met  at  Lord  Neville's 
Was  actually  dying  ^\Xk  love  or  —  blue  devils* 
Bat  Love,  Dolly,  I>ove  is  the  theme  /  pursue  ; 
With  Blue  Devils^  thank  heav*ii,  I  have  tiothing  to 

do  — 
Except,  indeed,  dear  Colonel  Calicot  spie* 
Any  imps  of  that  colour  in  certain  blue  eye«t 
Which  he  stares  at  till  /,  Dou*,  at  kis  do  the  same ; 
Then  he  ■irai>ers^  I  blush— and  would  often  ex- 
claim, 
If  I  kneir  hut  the  French  for  it,  "  Lord,  Sir,  for 
shame  ! " 

WeJl,  tbc  moraing  was  lorety — the  trees  id  full 

dress 
For  the  huppy  occasion  —  the  sunahioe  trpreta^^ 
Had  we  order'd  it,  dear,  of  the  \icst  poet  going, 
It  scarce  could  be  furnished  more  golden  and  glow- 
ing^ 
Thoiigh  late  when  we  ttartedt  the  scent  cf  the  air 
Waa  like  GATTtis*g  rose-water» — ^and^  bright,  here 

and  there. 
On  the  grasps  an  odd  dew-drop  was  glittering  yet. 
Like  my  aynt^s  diamond  pin  on  her  green  tahhinet  I 
While  the  birds  seem*d  to  warble  as  blest  on  the 

botigha. 
As  if  each  a  plum*d  Calicot  had  for  her  spouse ; 
And  the  grapes  were  all  blushing  and  kissing  in 

rowg. 
And — in  short,  need  I  telt  yon,  wherever  one  goes 
With  the  creatBre  one  loves,  *lis  all  aiuteur  tie  rotei 
And,  ah,  I  shall  ne'er*  liv'd  I  ever  so  long^  see 
A  day  such  us  (hat  at  divine  Montmorency  I 

There  waa  bat  one  drawback  —  at  first  when  we 

started. 
The  Colonel  imd  I  were  inhumanly  ported  v 

«  The  rolumn  In  the  PUce  Veod<*nie, 

*  **  Rtnployant  pour  c«1a  le  pliu  beau  p4pler  dof(^,  i«ch»nt 
ri<rlturp  Avec  de  la  pruudre  d'luur  <4  d'^rgent,  irt  couMAt  mut 
(•tifpti  Artrc  de  Li  nompvcille  liteije.**  *—  L^t  CoitffiitwnMf 
partll  111. 9^ 

•  ThU  word,  •' rnquUilo,"  It  cTldetJlly  a  rarourlt«  of  Mlti 


How  cruel  —  young  hearts  of  such  moment  to  rob  I 
He  went  in  Pa*s  buggy,  and  I  went  with  Bouj 
And,  I  own,  I  felt  spitefully  happy  to  know 
That  Papa  and  bis  eomnide  agreed  hut  m-»o. 
For  the  Colonel,  it  seems,  is  a  stickler  of  Boney's — 
Served  with  him  of  course ^  nay,  I'm  snre  they 

were  croniis. 
So  martial  his  features!  dear  Doll,  you  can  trace 
ITIm,  Ausferlitz,  Lodi,  as  pluio  in  his  face 
As  you  do  on  that  pillar  of  glory  and  brass,  ^ 
IVhich  the  poor  Dix  de  B— bi  must  bate  lo  to 

pass ! 
It  appears,  too,  he  made  —  as  mo«t  foreigncPi  do — 
About  English  affairs  an  odd  blunder  or  two. 
For  example  —  misled  by  the  names,  I  dare  say  — 

Heconfounded  Jack  Castles  with  Lord  C om  ; 

And  — sure  such  a  blunder  no  mortal  bit  ever 

on  — 
Fancied  the  present  Lord  C — JtJ>—  N  the  ciei^r  one  I 

But  politics  ne'er  were  the  sweet  fellow's  trade; 

'Twas  for  war  aod  the  ladies  my  Colonel  was  made. 

And,  ob,  had  you  heard,  as  together  we  walk'd 

Through   that  beatitiful  forest,  how  sweetly  he 
talk'd  i 

And  how  perfectly  well  he  appeared,  Doli^  to  know 

AJl  the  life  and  adventurea  of  Jean   jAcyrns 
BouaaEAO  !^- 

^  'Twasthen^^'  said  he — not  that  his  vfords  I  can 
sUte— 

'Twas  a  gibb'rish  that  Cupid  alone  could  trans- 
late 'p — 

But  "  there/*  said  he,  (pointing  where,  small  and 
remote. 

The  dear  Hermitage  ro«e,)  "  there  his  JcLUC  he 
wrote,  — 

"  Upon  paper  gilt-edg'd',  without  blot  or  erasure ; 

**  Then  sanded  it  over  with  silver  and  azure, 

**  And — oh,  what  will  genius  and  fancy  not  do?— 

"  Tied  the  lea  v es  up  togelh er  with  nompartilk  hi ue ! " 

What  a  trait  of  Rousseau  1  what  a  crowd  of  emo- 
tions 
From  aand  and  blue  ribbons  are  eonjurM  up  here  i 

Alas,  that  a  man  of  sueh  exquisite  ^  notions 

Should  send  his  poor  brats  to  the  Foundling,  my 
dear! 

« Twas  here,  toOt    perhaps,''  Colonel    Caocot 

said — 
As  dowQ  the  small  garden  he  pensively  led — 

FtnJjiB'»;  *Tul  I  undvriiUiKl  she  w«  no4  a  1ittl(*  JinicTjr  wbon 
her  brottner  Hob  rtimTOkted  n  pun  on  tKc  tail  two  a}ltAt}lei  of 
it  in  the  rolloMlng  couplet :  — 

"  I'd  fain  praiip  jour  Poem  — but  tell  Wis  how  li  (I 
Whai  /  cry  mit  "  KiiquiiUc."  Echo  cdoi  '*qnr%  iif*" 


I 
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(Though  once  1  could  see  his  lublime  foreliead 

"wrinkle 
With  rage  not  to  find  there  the  lov'd  periwinkle) ' 
"  *Twft«  here  he  rweiv'd  from  the  fair  D'Epikav 
"  (Who  caird  him  so  sweetl/  her  Bear%  every 

day.) 
**  That  deur  flimnel  petticoat,  pnll'd  off  to  form 
**  A  waistcoat  to  keep  the  euthusiaat  warm  ! "  3 

Such,  BoLL>  were  the  sweet  recollections  we  pon- 
dered, 
As,  full  of  romtmce,  through  that  valley  wc  wan- 

der*d. 
The  flannel  (one's  train  of  ideas,  how  odd  it  Is  I) 
Led  as  to  talk  about  otlier  comraoditiea. 
Cambric,  and  silk,  and — I  ne'er  shaii  forget, 
For  the  sun  was  then  hast'niog  in  pomp  to  its  set. 
And  full  on  the  Colond'ti  dark  whiskers  shone 

down, 
MThen  he  ask'd  me,  with  eagerness, — who  made 

my  gown  ? 
The  question  confus'd  roe  — for,  Dou*,  you  must 

know, 
And  I  ought  to  have  told  my  best  friend  long  vig^^ 
That,  by  Pa's  strict  command,  I  no  longer  employ  ^ 
That  enchanting  coitturib-er  Madame  le  Roi  ; 
But  am  forced  now   to  have  Victorine,  who — 

deuce  take  her!—' 
It  seems  is,  at  present,  the  King's  mantaa-maker-^ 
I  moan  of  his  partjf — and,  though  much  the  smartest, 
Le  Koi  is  eondemn'd  as  a  rank  Bonupartist.  '^ 
Think,  Dou^  how  confounded  I  looked— so  well 

knowing 
The   Coloncrs  opinion  ^ — my   cheeks  were  quite 

glowing  J 
I  stammer'd  out  something  ^  nay,  even  half  nara*d 
The  %//f>»a^t?  sempstress,  when,  loud,  he  ejLclaim'd, 
"  Yes,  yes,  by  the  stitching  'tis  plain  to  be  seen 
**  It  was  made  hy  that  Uourboniie  b-^^ — h,  Vic- 
torine I " 
What  a  word  for  a  hero  !  —  hut  heroes  will  err, 
And  I  thought,  dear,   I'd  tell  you  things  jmt  as 

they  were. 
Besides,  though  the  word  on  good  manners  in- 
trench, 
I  assure  you  *tis  not  hai/so  shocking  in  French. 

^  Tbo  fiover  whtcli  Eoui^eiiiu  brought  Into  lucb  Eiuhlon 
iinuNif  tba  FaritUiu,  bj  ex.cl;Uiatiig  one  (Uj,  *■  A\u  vollA  de 
la  fMrrisacbo  1  *' 

*  "  Mtm  owM^  TOiUL  votre  •»j\9  —  ct  toua,  mon  Quri,  ne 
▼leodm  TOW  pM  umiil  ?  **  —  4c.  Ac. 

>  **  Uq  Jotir^  qu'll  gdoU  tr^-Fort^  en  out  rant  un  pAqtict 
quVlle  m'«»*nrolt,ie  trmiial  iin  |>et}i  Jupon  de  daneHod'Aii- 
Kleterrfi,  qu'oUe  me  raartjuoH  avoir  portk,  ctdont  tile  vouImU 
quoji!'  in«  f|»ft«  fnidro  uu  e;^^^*^*  ^^  toiv,  ipUu  qiramkA),  ma 
panjt  *l  tcniJre,  conime  il  <llp  »P  fftt dt|iOuMlL-e j»oiir  mp  VL-tlr, 
que,dikniinon6iiiQtion,jr  Usibai  yin^t  Tulf  en  plcurafit  IcLSIk't 
*tleJup(Ku" 


But  this  cloud,  though  embami£sing,  soon  pna'd 

away 
And  the  blLss  altogether^  the  dreaoia  of  that  day, 
The  thoughts  that  arise,  when  tuch  dear  fellovt 

woo  us— 
The  noMm^r^  that  then,  love,  are  evtry  ihimg  to  xis — 
That  quick  correspondence  of  glonccs  and  aighs, 
And  what  Bon  calls  the  **  TwopeDny^post  of  the 

Eyes"  — 
Ah«  Doixl  though  I  know  you've  a  heart,  *tis  invsin 
To  a  heart  so  unpractised  these  tilings  to  expiaia. 
They  can  only  l>e  felt,  in  their  fuluess  divide. 
By  her  who  has  wander'd,  at  evening's  decline. 
Through  a  vallt^y  like  that,  with  a  Colonel  like 

mine  l 

But  here  I  must  finish— for  Bob,  my  dear  Dotxr, 
Whom  physic,  I  find,  always  makes  melancholy, 
Is  aeiz'd  with  a  fancy  for  eburch-yard  reflections; 
And,  full  of  all  yesterday *s  rich  recollectioos, 
la  just  setting  off  for  Montmartre — **  for  thtre  is,** 
Said  he,  looking  solemn,"  The  tomhof  the  ViIhvs  I 
**  Long,  long  have  1  w  ish'd,  as  a  votary  true, 

**  O'er  the  grave  of  such  talents  lo  utter  ray  moans; 
**  And,  lo-djiy  — as  my  sloniach  is  not  in  good  cue 

"  For  the  Jlcsh  of  the  Verys — Til    visit   their 
bonex I  " 
He  insists  upon  idiy  going  with  him — how  tt^asingl 

This  letter,  however,  dear  Dolly,  shall  lie 
Un&eal'd  in  my  draw'r,  that,  if  any  thing  pleasing 

Occurs  while  Fm  out,  I  may  tell  you— good*hyc. 

a  F- 

Four  o*dock. 
Oh,  DoLLT,  dear  Dolly,  I'm  ruin'd  for  ever — 
I  ne'er  shall  he  happy  again,  Dolx,y,  never  I 
To  think  of  the  wretch  —  what  a  victim  was  1 ! 
*Tis  too  much  lo  endure — 1  shall  die,  I  shall  die  — 
My  brain's  in  a  fever — my  pulses  beat  quick  — 
I  shall  die,  or,  at  kast,  be  exceedingly  sick  ! 
Oh,  what  do  you  think?  after  all  my  nimuncing. 
My  visions  of  glory,  my  sighing,  my  glancing. 
This  Colonel  — I  scarce  can  commit  it  to  paper — 
This  Colonel's  no  more  than  a  vile  linen-draper  I ! 
*Ti«  true  as  I  live  —  I  had  coax'd  hrother  Bob  so, 
(Youll  hardly  make  out  what  Fm  writing,  I  sob  bo,) 

*  MIti  Biddy's  noCtons  of  Frcrtcb  pttmuiirtiitlcNi  may  b* 
pcrcHircd  In  the  thfmct  which  the  olwaji  telecU  for  **!> 

*  Ls  Roi,  w bo  w 01  the  Couturiers  of  the  EropT*!*  lUrlii 
Louluh,  ti  at  proi«Dt,  of  coume,  out  of  fuhlon^  jmd  U  tuccMded 
In  her  »ta.Cl<iu  bj  the  Hoyatiit  tnantua-maker,  VicrociMB. 

*  It  U  th**  brvtktT  of  tbfl  prc«ont  exeeJient  tt^ftiurat«ar 
who  llci  entombed  to  tnagnlftcrntly  lo  the  CimKii^rc  Mont- 
in;iTti'««  The  li)§CFlptlion  on  Che  column  it  tho  bt'odofth* 
triinb  condudei  with  thf»  following  words : ^ **  Toute  tavt* 
Put  ccma&cr£«  am  arts  ulilts.'* 
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For  some  little  gift  on  my  birth-day  —  September 
The  thirtieth,  dear,  Fm  eighteen,  you  remember — 
That  Bob  to  a  shop  kindly  ordered  the  coach, 
(Ah,  little  I  thought  -who  the  shopman  would 

prove,) 
To  bespeak  me  a  few  of  those  numchoirs  de  poche^ 
Which,  in  happier  hours,  I  have  slgh*d  for,  my 

love  — 
(The  most  beautiful  things — two  Napoleons  the 

price— 
And  one*s  name  in  the  comer  embroider*d  so 

nice !) 
Well,  with  heart  full  of  pleasure,  I  entered  the  shop. 
But — ye  Gods,  what  a  phantom!— U  thought  I 

should  drop — 
There  he  stood,  my  dear  Doixt — no  room  for  a 

doubt — 
There,  behind  the  vile  counter,  these  eyes  saw 

him  stand. 
With  a  piece  of  French  cambric,  before  him  roll*d 

out. 
And  that  horrid  yard-measure  upraised  in  his 

hand  I 
Oh — Papa,  all  along,  knew  the  secret,  'tis  clear — 
'Twas  a  shopman  he  meant  by  a  **Brandenburgh," 

dear  I 
The  man,  whom  I  fondly  had  fancied  a  King, 

And,  when  that  too  delightful  illusion  was  past, 
Aiaherohadworshipp'd — vile,  treacherous  thing — 
To  turn  out  but  a  low  linen-draper  at  last  I 


My  head  swam  around — the  wretch  smiVd,  I 

believe. 
But  his  smiling,  alas,  could  no  longer  deceive — 
I  fell  back  on  Bob — my  whole  heart  seem*d  to 

wither — 
And,  pale  as  a  ghost,  I  was  carried  back  hither! 
I  only  remember  that  Bob,  as  I  caught  him. 

With  cruel  fkcetiousness  said,  ^  Curse  the  Kiddy  t 

"  A  staunch  Revolutionist  always  I've  thought  him, 

**  But  now  I  find  out  he's  a  Counter  one,  Biddt  I " 

Only  think,  my  dear  creature,  if  this  should  be 

known 
To  that  saucy,  satirical  thing.  Miss  Malone  t 
What  a  story  'twill  be  at  Shandangan  for  ever ! 
What  laughs  and  what  quizzing  shell  have  with 
the  men  I 
It  will  spread  through  the  country — and  never, 
oh,  never 
Can  Biddt  be  seen  at  Kilrandy  again! 
Farewell —  I  shall  do  something  desp'rate,  I  fear — 
And,  ah!  if  my  fate  ever  reaches  your  ear, 
One  tear  of  compassion  my  Doll  will  not  grudge 
To  her  poor — broken-hearted — young  friend, 

Biddt  Fudge. 

Nota  bene — I  am  sure  you  will  hear,  with  delight. 
That  we're  going,  all  three,  to  see  Bbumbt  to-night, 
A  laugh  will  revive  me — and  kind  Mr.  Cox 
(Do  you  know  him  ?)  has  got  us  the  Governor's  box. 
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FABLES   FOR  THE    HOLY   ALLIANCE. 


Clip  the  win«« 

Of  tb«i«  hitfb'llylfif,  itrbHrafjr  Kiag§, 


DaVDSi<*«  TrmuiiUiim, 


TO 

LORD  BYRON. 

DeAB    LoIU>    Bl'RONp 

Though  this  Volume  Bboold  posses  do 
other  merit  in  your  eyt's,  thim  that  of  reminding 
youL  of  the  short  time  wc  pasat^d  together  at  Venice, 
-when  some  of  the  iriflea  which  it  eontuiiis  were 
Trritten»  yon  will,  I  am  snre,  receive  the  dedication 
of  it  inrith  pleasuret  and  hiMieve  that  I  nui, 
My  dear  Lord, 

Ever  faithfully  yonrg, 
T.B, 


PREFACE. 

TiiofTos  It  WM  the  wish  of  the  Memhcrs  of  the 
Poco'cumnte  Society  (who  have  lately  done  me 
the  honour  of  electing  me  their  Secretary)  that  I 
should  prefix  my  name  lo  the  fidlowing  Miscel- 
lany, it  is  hut  fair  to  them  and  to  myself  (o  state^ 
th&t,  except  in  the  "  painful  pre-eminence"  of 
being  employed  to  trauKcrihe  their  lueuhration^,  my 
elsiin  lo  such  a  distinction  in  the  title- page  is  not 
greater  than  that  of  any  other  gentleman,  who  has 
contributed  his  share  lo  the  contents  of  the  volume, 

I  had  originally  intended  to  take  this  oppor- 
tunity of  giving  some  account  of  the  origin  and 
objects  of  our  Institution,  the  names  and  charac- 
ters of  the  difft^rent  members,  &t',  &c.  —  but,  as  I 
am  at  present  preparing  for  the  press  the  First 
Volume  of  the  '*  Transactions  of  the  Pfico-cnrante 
Skjciety,"  I  shall  reserve  for  that  occasion  all  fur- 
ther details  upon  ihe  subject  j  and  content  myself 
here  with  referriug,  for  a  general  insight  into  our 
tenets,  to  a  Song  which  will  be  futmd  a!  the  end 
of  this  work,  and  which  is  sung  to  us  on  the  first 
day  of  every  month,  by  one  of  our  oldest  memliers, 
lo  the  tunc  of  (as  far  as  I  can  recollect,  being  no 
musieian,)  either  "  Nancy  Dawsoa"  or  **  He  stole 
flway  the  Bacon.** 

It  may  be  as  well  also  to  state,  for  the  infomn* 
mion  of  those  critics,  who  attack  with  the  hope  of 
bving  answered^  and  of  being,  thereby,  brotight 


into  notice,  that  it  is  the  rule  of  ttiis  Society  to 
return  no  other  answer  to  such  assailaiits,  than  ii 
coQtained  in  the  three  words  **  Non  curat  Hippo- 
elides,'*  (lueauiug,  m  English,  **  llippocUdes  does 
not  care  a  tig/')  which  were  spoken  two  thoiifaii4 
yeiyrs  ago  by  the  first  founder  of  Poco-corantiiiii, 
and  have  ever  sinca  been  adopted  as  ttie  leadxag 
diclum  of  the  sect. 

THOMAS  BROWK 
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FABLE  L 

TH£  DIBSOLtmON  OF  THE  BOLT   AULlalTCK. 

A   DEEAM. 

TvE  had  a  dream  that  bodes  no  good 

Unto  the  Holy  Brotherhood. 

I  may  be  wrong,  but  I  confess  — 

As  far  as  it  is  right  or  lawfiil 
For  one,  no  conjurer,  to  guest — 

It  seems  to  me  eictremely  awfbL 

Melhought,  upon  the  Neva's  flood 

A  beautiful  Ice  Palace  stood, 

A  dome  of  frost-work,  on  the  plan 

Of  that  once  built  by  Empress  Aose, ' 

Which  shone  by  mooulight — as  the  talc  b^ 

Like  an  Aurora  Borealis. 

In  this  said  Palace,  fumish'd  all 

And  lighted  as  the  heM  on  land  are, 
I  dreanit  there  was  a  splendid  Ball, 

Given  by  the  Emperor  Alexander, 
To  enterlain  with  oJl  due  zeal, 

Those  holy  gentlemen,  who*Te  ibown  a 
Regard  so  kind  for  Europe's  weal. 

At  Troppau,  Lay  bach,  and  Verona. 

I  *•  It  U  w«n  kTifiwn  that  il»e  Rmpreii  Anne  tmflt  a  fUttm 
of  Ice  no  ftn'  Neirii,  In  \lHh  wUU'h  wni  Unjr-two  tbH  In  kniili, 
4tidl  when  IllumiiiJilixl  Und  n  furprtilng  eObct," — PiRKSSTOH. 


^ 
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The  thought  was  happy -^und  ilesi^'d 

"  Run,  France — ^a  second  Water]o(t 

To  hint  how  thus  the  htiman  Mind 

**  Is  come  to  drown  you— sawrt  qui  pentJ" 

May,  like  the  itrenm  im prisoned  thero, 

Be  checked  and  chiU'd,  till  it  can  bear 

Why,  why  will  monarchs  caper  bo 

The  heaviest  Ring$»  lliat  ode  or  fionnet 

la  palaces  without  foundations?  — 

E'er  yet  be-prais'd,  to  djmce  upon  it. 

Instantly  all  was  in  a  0ow, 
Crowns,  fiddles,  sceptres,  decorations — • 

And  all  were  pleaB*d,  and  cold^  aad  stjttelyt 

Those  Royal  Arms,  that  look'd  so  nice, 

Stilvering  in  grand  illimiinatioEi  — 

Ctit  out  in  the  resplendent  ice  — 

Adtnir'd  the  floperstraetare  grently. 

Those  Eagles,  handsomely  provided 

Nor  gave  one  tbonght  to  the  foundation. 

With  double  heads  for  double  dealings— 

Miirh  too  the  Czar  himself  exulted. 

How  fast  the  globes  and  sceptres  glided 

To  all  plebeian  fesirs  a  stranger, 

Out  of  their  claws  on  all  the  ceilings  1 

For,  Madame  Krudener^  when  consulted* 

Proud  Prussia's  double  bird  of  prey 

Had  pledged  her  word  there  was  no  danger. 

Tame  as  a  spatch  cock,  slunk  away ; 

So,  on  he  caper'd,  fearle&s  quite, 

While — just  like  France  herself,  when  she 

Thinking  himself  extremely  clever, 

Proclaims  how  great  her  naval  skill  is ^ 

And  wah2*d  away  with  all  his  mighf. 

Poiir  I#ouia'  drowning  fleurs-de-lys 

As  if  the  Frost  would  last  for  ever. 

Imagin'd  themselves  tracer*  lilies. 

Jo  St  fancy  how  a  banl  like  me, 

And  not  alone  rooms,  ceilings,  shelves, 

Who  revtTence  mouarehs,  must  have  trt'mbkd 

But  — still  more  fatal  eieeution  — 

To  see  that  goodly  company, 

The  Great  Legitimates  themselves 

At  such  a  ticklish  sport  assembled. 

Seem'd  lu  a  state  of  dissolution. 
The'  indignant  Czar — when  Just  about 

Ncr  were  the  feai-s,  that  thufi  astounded 

To  issue  a  sublime  Ukase, 

My  loyal  goul,  nt  all  unfounded  — 

"  ^^Tiereas  all  light  must  be  kept  out"^ — 

^ki^For,  lol  ere  long,  those  walls  so  massy 

Dissolved  to  nothing  in  its  blaze. 

^pi        Were  Reix'd  with  an  ill-omen'd  dripping. 

Next  Prussia  took  his  turn  to  melt. 

1        And  o'er  the  floors,  now  growing  glassy, 

And,  while  his  lips  illustrious  felt 

M            Their  Holin esses  t<x>k  to  slipping. 

The  influence  of  this  southern  air, 

1        The  CKar,  half  through  a  Polonaise, 

Some  word,  like  *'  Constitution"^ — long 

1             Could  scarce  get  on  for  downright  stumbling  ; 

Congeal'd  in  frosty  silence  there  — 

1         And  PruA^ji,  though  to  slippery  ways 

Came  slowly  thawiug  from  his  tongue. 

1            Well  used,  was  cursedly  Dear  tumbling. 

While  Louis,  lapsing  by  degrees. 
And  sighing  out  a  faint  adieu 

I        Yet  itill  *twas,  who  could  stamp  the  floor  most, 

To  truffles,  salmis,  toasted  cheese 

I         Russia  and  Austria  'mong  the  foremo&L — 

And  smoking  jf(>n:ifuir,  quickly  grew, 

1        And  now,  to  an  Italian  air. 

Himself,  into  fujondu  too  t- — 

1             This  precious  brace  would,  baud  in  hand,  go ; 

Or  like  that  goodly  King  they  make 

1         Now^ — while  old  Loais,  from  his  chair, 

Of  sugar  for  a  Twelfth-night  cake, 

I         In  treated  them  his  toes  to  spare  — 

When,  in  some  urchin*s  mouth,  alas, 

I            Caird  loudly  out  for  a  Fandango. 

it  melts  mto  a  shapeless  mass  1 

B        And  a  Fandango,  *faith,  they  had. 

In  short,  I  scarce  could  count  a  minute. 

I         At  which  ihey  all  s<'t  to,  like  mad  I 

Ere  the  bright  dome,  and  all  within  it. 

^k        Kever  were  Kings  (though  small  the*  expense  is 

Kings,  Fiddlers,  Emperors,  all  were  gone  — 

^■lOOf  wit  among  their  Excellencies) 
H!     60  out  of  all  tlieir  pritictily  senses. 

And  nothing  now  was  seen  or  heard 

But  the  bright  river,  rushing  on. 

■       But,  ah,  that  dance — that  Spanish  dance — 

Happy  as  an  enfranthisVl  bird, 

■           Senrce  was  the  luckless  strain  he;^mi, 

And  prouder  of  that  natural  my. 

I       When,  glaring  red,  as  'twere  a  glance 

Shining  alung  its  chainlcss  way  — 

I            Shot  from  an  angry  Southern  sun. 

More  proudly  happy  thus  to  glide 

I        A  light  through  all  the  chambers  flam'd. 

In  simple  grandeur  to  the  sea. 

■           Astonishing  old  Father  FroHt, 

Than  when,  in  sparkling  fetters  tied. 

■        Who,  buT'sting  into  tears,  exelatm'd, 

'Twas  decked  with  all  that  kingly  pride 

1           •*  A  thaw,  by  Jove  —  we're  lost,  we*re  lost ; 

Could  bring  to  light  its  slavery  I 

n 

L, 

■ 

^^^^^Bi^^^^^^^^r^ 
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Such  is  my  dream — and^  I  confesSt 

Your  Peers  were  decent  —  Knights,  so  so — 

I  tremble  at  its  awfulaesa. 

But  all  your  common  people,  gorgons  ! 

That  Spiinbh  Dance — that  southern  beam^ — 

■ 

But  I  my  nothing — tliere's  my  dream  — 

Of  course,  if  any  knave  had  hinted 

And  3Iudaiue  Krudener,  the  she-prophet, 

That  the  King's  no6€  wa»  turned  awry. 

May  make  just  whnt  ihe  pleases  i>f  iu 

Or  ttiat  the  Queen  (God  bless  her!) squinted -^ 

The  Judges  doom'd  that  knave  to  die. 

1 

But  rarely  things  like  this  occurred, 

The  people  to  their  King  were  duteous. 

FABLE  IT. 

And  took  it,  on  his  Royal  word, 
That  they  were  frights,  and  He  was  beaateou^ 

THB  L©0KING*GLA8SES. 

The  cause  whereof,  among  aJl  classes. 

■ 

PROEM. 

Was  simply  this — these  island  elTes 

Had  never  yet  seen  looking-glasses. 

Wjiere  KingH  hsTC  heen  by  moh-electioa» 

And,  therefore,  did  Dot  know  them»eivea. 

Rais'd  to  the  Throne,  'tis  slnmge  to  sec 

■ 

What  different  and  what  odd  perfections 

Sometimes,  indeed,  their  neighhotirs*  fiiecs 

■ 

Men  have  required  in  Royalty. 

Might  strike  them  as  more  full  of  reason, 

I 

SomCi  liking  monarchs  hurge  and  plumpy, 

More  fresh  than  those  in  certain  places  — 

I 

Have  ehcis'n  their  Sovereigns  by  the  T/veigbt ;  — 

But,  Lord,  the  very  thought  was  trcMonI 

■ 

Some  wished  them  tall,  some  thought  your  dumpy, 

Dutch-bnilt*  the  tnie  Legitimate,^ 
The  Easterns  in  a  Prince,  'tis  said, 

Besides,  howe'er  we  love  our  neighbour. 
And  take  his  face's  part,  'tis  known 

1 

Prefer  what's  called  a  j oiler- head  :  2 

We  ne'er  so  much  in  earn  est  labour, 

The'  E^  ptians  weren't  at  all  particular, 

As  when  the  face  attackM's  our  owo. 

So  that  tbeir  King»  had  not  red  hair — 

So,  on  tbey  went  — the  crowd  believing  — 

This  fault  not  even  the  p-eatest  stick ter 

(As  crowds  well  govern'd  always  do) 

For  the  hlocwi  royal  well  could  hear. 

Their  rulers,  too,  themselves  deceiving^ 
So  old  the  joke,  they  thought  'twas  true. 

■ 

A  thousand  more  such  ilJuHtrations 

1 

Might  be  adduc'd  from  various  nations;. 

■ 

But,  'mong  the  many  tales  they  tell  us, 

But  jokes,  we  know,  if  tliey  too  far  go, 

■ 

ToQching  the'  aet^uir'd  or  natural  right 

Must  have  an  end  —  and  so,  one  day, 

1 

Which  iome  men  have  to  rule  their  fellows, 

Upon  that  coast  there  was  a  cargo 

■ 

There's  one,  which  I  shall  here  recite  t  — 

Of  looking-glasses  cast  away. 

FAULE. 

'Twas  said,  some  Radicals,  somewhere. 

1 

Had  laid  their  wicked  beads  together. 

There  wm  a  land — to  name  the  place 

And  forc'd  that  ship  to  fu under  tliere, — 

Is  neither  now  my  wish  nor  duty  — 

While  some  believe  it  was  the  weather. 

Where  reign'd  a  certain  Royal  race. 

■ 

Uy  right  of  their  superior  beauty. 

However  this  might  be,  the  freight 
Was  landed  wit  hunt  fees  or  duties; 

1 

What  was  the  cut  legitimate 

And  from  that  hour  historians  date 

■ 

Of  these  great  persons'g  ehitis  and  nosca, 

The  downfall  of  the  Race  of  Beauties. 

■ 

By  right  of  which  they  rul'd  the  state. 

1 

No  history  I  have  seen  discloses. 

The  looking-glasges  got  about. 

And  grew  so  common  through  the  land, 

1 

But  so  it  was — a  settled  case  — 

That  scarce  a  tinker  could  walk  out. 

■ 

Some  Act  of  Parliament^  passed  snugly, 

Without  a  mirror  in  his  hand. 

Had  voted  than  a  beEiiiteous  race, 

And  all  tbeir  faithful  subjecti  ugly. 

Comparing  faces,  morning,  noon, 

And  night,  their  constant  occupatioti  — 

Ab  rank,  indeed,  stood  high  or  low, 

By  dint  of  lookinp-ghisses,  soon, 

Some  change  it  made  tu  vLtual  organs; 

They  grew  a  most  reflecting  nation. 

*  Tho  Troth*  hnA  ■  law  (0  cliooienlwajii*  »liort,  tlikk  man 

•  '•  In  a  FrlDcc  a  JoUcr-bcod  la  InvAluAblt*.** 

(w  tliflr  Kfng — NuMtTEit,  Catmpg,  Ub.  IU.  p.  Id*, 

Orientmt  yteM  SpurlM. 

1 

1 

^ 

J 

1 

i 

1 

i 

% 

FABLES  FOR  THE  HOLY  ALLIANCE.                           431 

1 

In  vain  tlie  Court,  aware  of  errors 

liVhen  the  fleet  youths,  in  lonp  array. 

In  all  the  old,  es£iib1ish*d  moirinls, 

Pass'd  the  bright  torch  triumphartt  on. 

Prohibited  the  use  of  mirrors, 

1 

Ifa 

And  tried  to  hreak  them  at  all  hazards: — 

I  saw  the'  expectant  nations  stand, 
To  catch  the  coming  flame  in  turn  j  — 

1 

m 

In  vaio^ — their  laws  might  juftt  as  well 

I  »aw,  from  ready  hand  to  hand, 

I 

Have  been  waste  paper  on  the  shelvea  ; 

The  clear,  though  struggling,  glory  bum. 

1 

That  fatal  freight  had  broke  the  fipell  j 

r                                  tj                                      ■_!  -UJ                   *r''      %^                   m 

■ 

People  had  looked*— and  knew  themselves. 

And,  oh,  their  joy,  as  it  came  near, 

1 

If  chance  a  Duke,  of  hirlb  gublime, 

•Twaa,  in  itself,  a  joy  to  see  ; — • 

■ 

Presumed  upon  his  ancient  face, 

While  Fancy  whisper'd  in  my  ear. 

■ 

(Some  calf-head,  ugly  from  all  time,) 

"  That  torch  they  pass  is  Liberty  1  ** 

V 

Thej  popp'd  a  mirror  to  his  Grace  :  — 

And,  each,  as  she  received  the  flatne» 

Just  hinting,  by  that  gontle  elgn. 

Lighted  her  altar  with  its  ray  ; 

How  little  Nature  holds  it  true. 

Then,  smiling,  to  the  next  who  came. 

That  what  is  caU'd  an  ancient  line, 

Speeded  it  on  its  sparkling  way. 

Bliiit  be  the  line  of  Bcanty  too. 

From  Albion  first,  whose  ancient  shrine 

From  Duke's  they  passed  to  regal  phizzes, 

Was  fumish'd  wllh  the  fire  already, 

Com  par  d  them  proudly  with  their  own, 

COLI7MBIA  caught  the  boon  divine. 

And  criedt,  **  How  could  snch  monstrous  quiz^Kea 

And  lit  a  flame,  like  AlbionX  steady* 

"  In  Beaaty*8  name  usurp  the  throne  1"  — 

The  splendid  gift  then  Callia  took, 

Thi*y  then  wrote  essays,  pamphlets,  books. 

And,  like  a  wild  Bacchante,  raisiog 

Upon  CfMmetical  CEconomVi 

The  brand  aloft,  its  sparkles  shook. 

Which  made  the  King  try  various  looks, 

As  she  would  set  the  world  a-blazing  I 

Eut  none  improved  bis  physiognomy. 

Thus  kindling  wild,  so  fierce  and  high 
Her  altar  blaxM  into  the  air. 

And  Btttirca  at  the  Court  were  leveird. 

And  small  lampoons,  so  full  of  slynesses. 

That  ALBtoN,  to  that  fire  too  nigh, 

That  *oon,  in  short,  they  quite  be-devil'd 

Shrunk  back,  and  shudder'd  at  its  glare  I 

K 

Their  M^ycsties  and  Royal  Highnesses, 

■ 

At  length — but  here  I  drop  the  veil. 
To  spare  souie  loyal  folks'  sensations  ; 

Next,  Spai!^,  so  new  was  light  to  her, 
LeapM  at  the  torch ^ hut,  ere  the  spark 

Besides,  what  follow'd  is  the  tale 

That  fell  upon  her  shrine  could  stir, 

Of  all  Bueh  hite  enlightcn'd  nations  | 

'Twas  q^ueBcb'd — and  all  again  was  dark. 

Of  all  to  whom  old  Time  discloses 

Yet,  no — not  quench'd  —  a  treasure,  worth 

A  tnuh  they  should  have  sooner  known —      ' 

So  much  to  mortals,  rarely  dies : 

That  Kings  have  neither  rights  nor  noses 

Again  her  living  light  look'^d  forth. 

A  whit  diTiner  than  their  own. 

And  shone,  a  beacon,  in  all  eyea. 

Who  next  receivM  the  flame  ?  tlaa, 
Unworthy  NafL£8 — ^  shame  of  shamet, 

That  ever  through  sttch  hands  should  pass 

FABLE  III. 

That  brightest  of  all  earthly  Qames  I 

TBS  TOUCH    OF   LIBERTY. 

Scarce  had  her  fingers  toueh'd  the  torch. 
When,  fHghted  by  the  sparks  it  shed. 

I  BAW  it  all  in  Fancy  s  glass  — 

Nor  waiting  even  to  feel  the  scorch, 

Herself,  the  fair,  the  wild  magician, 

She  dropp'd  it  to  the  earth — and  fled. 

Who  bid  this  ftplendid  day-dream  pass, 

And  nam'd  each  gliding  apparition. 

And  fall'n  it  might  have  long  remained; 
But  Gbeece,  who  saw  her  moment  now. 

*Twa«  like  a  torch -race  — such  as  they 

Caught  up  the  prize,  though  prostrate,  stained, 

Of  Greece  pcrfonti'd,  in  ages  gone^ 

And  wav'd  it  round  her  beauteous  brow. 

1 

^ 

{ 
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And  Fancy  bade  me  mark  where,  o'er 
Her  altar,  a«  iu  flame  aaeended. 

Fair,  lanrell'd  fpirits  ieem*d  to  loar. 

Who  thm  in  song  their  voicea  blended: — 

**  Shine,  fbine  for  erer,  glorious  Flame, 
**  DiTinett  gift  of  Goda  to  men ! 

**  From  Gbeece  thy  earliest  splendour  came, 
**  To  OfLZEcz  thy  ray  returns  again. 

**  Take,  Freedom,  take  thy  radiant  round, 
**  When  dimm*d,  reriTe,  -when  lost,  return, 

**  Till  not  a  shrine  through  earth  be  found, 
**  On  which  thy  glories  shall  not  bum!" 


FABLE  IV 

TlUB   FLT  AKD  THE  BULLOCK. 
PROEM. 

Of  all  that,  to  the  sage's  survey. 

This  world  presents  of  topsy-tunry. 

There's  nought  so  much  disturbs  one's  patience, 

As  little  minds  in  lofty  stations. 

'Tis  like  that  sort  of  painful  wonder, 

Which  slender  columns,  labouring  under 

Enormous  arches,  give  beholders ;  — 
Or  those  poor  Caryatides, 
Condemn'd  to  smile  and  stand  at  ease. 

With  a  whole  house  upon  their  shoulders. 

If,  as  in  some  few  royal  cases. 

Small  minds  are  bom  into  such  places  — 

If  they  are  there,  by  Right  Divine, 

Or  any  such  sufficient  reason. 
Why  —  Heav'n  forbid  we  should  repine  I  — 

To  wish  it  otherwise  were  treason  ; 
Nay,  ev*n  to  see  it  in  a  vision. 
Would  be  what  lawyers  call  misprision. 

Sir  Robert  Filmer  saith  — and  he. 

Of  course,  knew  all  about  the  matter — 
**  Both  men  and  beasts  love  Monarchy  ;  ** 

Which  proves  how  rational  •— the  latter, 
SiDNBT,  we  know,  or  wrong  or  right. 
Entirely  differ'd  ftx)m  the  Knight  1 
Nay,  hints  a  King  may  lose  his  head, 

By  slipping  awkwardly  his  bridle:  — 
But  til  is  is  treasonous,  ill-bred. 
And  (now-a-days,  when  Kings  are  led 

In  patent  snaffles)  downright  idle. 


Noi,  no — It  isn't  right-line  Kings, 
(Those  sovereign  k»ds  in  leading-stringa 
Who,  fttym  their  birth,  are  Faith-Defenders,) 
That  move  my  wrath — 'tis  your  pretenders. 
Your  mushroom  rulers,  sons  of  earth. 
Who  — not,  like  Mothers,  bores  by  birth, 
EsUblisfa'd  gratia  Dei  blockheada. 
Bom  with  three  kingdoms  in  their  pockets  — 
Tet,  with  a  brass  that  nothing  stops. 

Push  up  into  the  loftiest  stationa. 
And,  though  too  dull  to  manage  shops. 

Presume,  the  dolts,  to  manage  nations  I 

This  class  it  is,  that  moves  my  gall. 
And  stirs  up  bile,  and  spleen,  and  all. 
While  other  senseless  things  appear 
To  know  the  limits  of  their  sphere  ^ 
While  not  a  cow  on  earth  romances 
So  much  as  to  conceit  she  dances  — 
While  the  most  jumping  frog  we  know  of. 
Would  scarce  at  Astley's  hope  to  show  off — 
Your  •  •  •s,  your  •  •  •s  dare, 

Untrain'd  as  are  their  minds,  to  set  them 
To  any  business,  any  where. 

At  any  time  that  fools  will  let  them. 

But  leave  we  here  these  upstart  things — 
My  business  is,  just  now,  with  Kings ; 
To  whom,  and  to  their  right-line  glory, 
I  dedicate  the  following  story. 

FABLE. 

The  wise  men  of  Egypt  were  secret  as  dummies; 

And,  ev'n  when  they  most  condescended  to  teach. 
They  packed  up  their  meaning,  as  they  did  their 
-  mummies. 

In  so  many  wrappers,  'twas  out  of  one's  reach. 

They  were  also,  good  people,  much  given  to  Kings — 
Fond  of  craft  and  of  crocodiles,  monkeys  and 
mystery ; 

But  blue-bottle  flies  were  their  best  bclov'd  things — 
As  will  partly  appear  in  this  very  short  history. 

A  Scythian  philospher  (nephew,  they  say. 
To  that  other  great  traveller,  young  Anacharsis), 

Stept  into  a  temple  at  Memphis  one  day. 

To  have  a  short  peep  at  their  mystical  farces. 

He  saw  >  a  brisk  blue-bottle  Fly  on  an  altar. 
Made  much  of,  and  worshipped,  as  something 
divine; 

1  According  to  ^.llan.  It  wm  in  the  UUnd  of  Leucadia 
thej  prartiM^  thit  ceremony  —  ^w«iv  ^«m  rma  f/ummtt.  —  De 
Atum^L  lib.  II.  c«p.  8. 
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While  a  large,  handsome  Btill<>ck,  led  there  in  a 

Calls  down  **  St  I^ouis*  God  *'  to  witness 

halten 

The  right,  humanity,  and  fitness 

Before  it  lay  stabbed  at  the  focrt  of  the  shrine. 

Of  sending  eighty  thousand  Solons, 
Sages,  with  muskets  and  lae'd  coats, 

Snrpris'd  at  such  doings,  he  whispcr'd  his  teacher*- 

To  cram  instmction,  nolens  volens, 

*'  If  'tUn't  impertinent,  may  I  nak  why 

Down  the  poor  stniggling  Spaniards'  throats — 

"Should   a   Bullock,   that   useful    and  powerful 

I  can't  help  thinking,  (though  to  Kings 

cr*?atnre, 

I  must,  of  course,  like  other  men,  bow,) 

"  Be  thus  offer'd  up  to  a  blae-bottle  Fly  ?" 

That  when  a  Christian  monarch  brings 
Religion's  name  to  gloss  these  things — 

"  No  wonder" — said  f other — "yon  stare  at  the 

Such  blasphemy  out-Benbows  BenbowP 

, 

flight. 

1 

^*  But  we  as  a  Symbol  of  Monarchy  view  it^ — 

Or — not  so  far  for  facts  to  roam, 

1 

"  That  Fly  on  the  sbrine  is  Legitimate  liightr 

Having  a  few  much  nearer  liome  — 

1 

•*  And  that  Bullock,  the  People,  ihaf  s  sacriic'd 

When  wc  see  Churchmen,  who,  if  askM, 

I 

to  it" 

"  Must  Ireland's  slaves  be  tith'd,  and  task'd, 
"  And  driven  like  Negroes  or  Croats, 

'*  Tbatyoii  may  ndl  in  wealth  and  bliss?** 
Look  from  beneath  their  shovel  bats 

■ 

With  all  due  pomp,  and  answer  "  Yes!" 

■ 

■                             FABLE  V. 

But  then,  if  questioned,  *'  Shall  the  brand 

■ 

"  Intolerance  flings  throughout  that  land,-^ 

■ 

1 

"  Shall  the  fierce  strife  now  taught  to  grow 

f 

^^                             CBtTBCR   AND  STATE. 

"  Betwiit  her  palaces  and  hovels^ 

**  Be  ever  quench'd?"  —  from  the  some  shovels 

f 

PEOEM, 

Look  grandly  forth,  and  answer  "  No." — 

**  The  momimt  any  religion  bocomct  natlooaJ,  or  eiUblUli- 

Alas,  alas  !  have  diese  n  claim 

ed,  it!  [luritj  mutt  cerUinlj  be  loit,  becaute  tt  lithen  Impot- 

To  merciful  Religion's  name? 

iMe  to  keep  it  uncoiinHcted  with  mcn'A  Intercf li  ;  MUd,  U 

If  more  yoa  seek,  go  see  a  bevy 

ootiiMCted,  H  mutt  Inovitabl;  be  p^rrcrted  by  tbcm/'— So4ii« 

Jkktm», 

Of  bowling  parsons  at^a  levee'- 
(Choosing  your  time,  when  straw's  before 

Thus  did  Soahe  Jesyns  — though  a  Tory, 

Some  apoplectic  bishop's  door,) 

A  Lord  of  Trade  and  the  Plantations; 

Then,  if  thou  cnnst,  with  life,  escape 

Feel  how  Religion's  simple  glary 

That  rush  of  lawn,  that  press  of  crape. 

Is  staiii'd  by  State  associations. 

Just  watch  their  rev'renees  and  graces. 
As  on  each  smirking  suitor  frisks. 

When  Catkerute,  ere  she  cnwb'd  the  Poles, 

And  say,  if  those  round  shining  faces 

Appeal'd  to  the  benign  Divinity ; 

To  heav'n  or  earth  most  turn  their  disks  ? 

Then  cut  them  up  in  protocols. 

Made  fractions  of  their  very  souls  ^  — 

This,  this  it  Is— -Religion,  made, 

All  in  the  name  of  the  blesa'd  Trinity  j 

'Twixt  Church  and  State,  a  truck,  a  trode^ — 

Or  when  her  grandson,  Alexander, 

This  most  ill-match'd,  unholy  Co.^ 

That  mighty  Northern  salamander,' 

From  whence  the  ills  we  witness  flow  ; 

Whose  icy  touch,  felt  all  about. 

The  war  of  many  creeds  with  one — 

Puts  erery  lire  of  Free<iom  out  — 

The'  extrones  of  too  iDuch  faith,  and  none-^ 

When  he,  too,  winds  up  bis  Ukases 

TDI,  betwixl  ancient  trafih  and  new, 

With  God  and  the  Panagia*!  praises— 

'Twiit  Cant  and  Blasphemy  — the  two 

When  he^  of  royal  Saints  the  type. 

Rank  ilk  with  which  this  age  is  curst — 

In  holy  water  dips  the  spnnge, 

We  can  no  more  tell  ichich  is  worst. 

With  which,  at  one  imperial  wijie, 

Than  erst  coiild  Egypt,  when  so  rich 

He  would  oil  human  rights  expunge  j 

In  various  plagues,  determine  which 

When  Louifl  (whom  as  King,  and  eater, 

She  thought  most  pestilent  and  vile. 

Some  name  Dis-huii  and  some  De*'hutires,} 

Her  fh)ga,  like  Benbow  and  Carlisle, 

1  Am^t^  demi-dmct,  he. 

»  A  weIl.kiM>irQ  p«ibll*b«r  of  IrteUgkiui  boofc*. 

^ 
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Croaking  their  native  mud-notes  loud, 

Broke  windows,  shiver'd  lamps  to  tmash* 

Or  her  fat  locusts,  like  a  cloud 

And  knock*d  whole  scores  of  watchmen  down. 

Of  pluralists,  obesely  low*ring. 

At  once  benighting  and  devouring ! 

While  nought  could  they,  whose  heads  were  broke. 

Learn  of  the  "  why  -  or  the  "  wherefore," 

This — this  it  is — and  here  I  pray 

Except  that  'twas  Religion's  cloak. 

Those  sapient  wits  of  the  Reviews, 

The  gentleman,  who  crack'd  them,  wore. 

Who  make  us  poor,  dull  authors  say, 

Not  what  we  mean,  but  what  they  choose ; 

Meanwhile,  the  Friar,  whose  head  was  tom'd 

Who  to  our  most  abundant  shares 

By  the  lac'd  coat,  grew  firisky  too ; 

Of  nonsense  add  still  more  of  theirs, 

Look'd  big — his  former  habits  spum'd — 

And  are  to  poets  just  such  evils 

And  storm'd  about,  as  great  men  do : 

As  caterpillars  find  those  flies, » 

Which,  not  content  to  sting  like  devils. 

Dealt  much  in  pompous  oaths  and  curses — 

Lay  eggs  upon  their  backs  likewise — 

Said  **  d — ^nm  you  "  often,  or  as  bad — 

To  guard  against  such  foul  deposits 

Laid  claim  to  other  people's  purses  — 

Of  other's  meaning  in  my  rhymes. 

In  short,  grew  either  knave,  or  mad. 

(A  thing  more  needful  here,  because  it's 

A  subject,  ticklish  in  these  times) — 

As  work  like  this  was  unbefitting, 

I,  here,  to  all  such  wits  make  known. 

And  flesh  and  blood  no  longer  bore  it. 

Monthly  and  Weekly,  Whig  and  Tory, 

The  Court  of  Common  Sense,  then  sitting. 

'Tis  thU  Religion — this  alone 

Summon'd  the  culprits  both  before  it 

I  aim  at  in  the  following  story : — 

Where,  after  hours  in  wrangling  spent 

(As  Courts  must  wrangle  to  decide  well). 

FABLE. 

Religion  to  St  Luke's  was  sent. 

When  Royalty  was  young  and  bold. 

And  Royalty  pack'd  off  to  Bridewell 

Ere,  touch'd  by  Time,  he  had  become 

If  *tisn*t  civil  to  say  old. 

With  this  proviso — should  they  be 

At  least,  a  ci-devant  jeu^e  homme ; 

Restor'd,  in  due  time,  to  their  senses. 

They  both  must  give  security. 

One  evening,  on  some  wild  pursuit 

In  future,  against  such  offences — 

Driving  along,  he  chanc*d  to  see 

Religion,  passing  by  on  foot. 

Religion  ne'er  to  lend  his  chak. 

And  took  him  in  his  vis-a^vis. 

Seeing  what  dreadful  work  it  leads  to ; 

And  Royalty  to  crack  his  joke, — 

This  said  Religion  was  a  Friar, 

But  not  to  crack  poor  people's  heads  toa 

The  humblest  and  the  best  of  men. 

Who  ne'er  had  notion  or  desire 
Of  riding  in  a  coach  till  then. 

"  I  say  "—quoth  Royalty,  who  rather 

FABLE  VL 

Ei^oy'd  a  masquerading  joke — 

A     A^MJJLSM^          V    A« 

**  I  say,  suppose,  my  good  old  father, 
"  You  lend  me,  for  a  while,  your  cloak." 

THE   LITTLE  GRAND  LAMA. 

The  Friar  consented— little  knew 

PROEM. 

What  tricks  the  youth  had  in  his  head  ; 

Besides,  was  rather  tempted  too 

The  daughter  of  a  leam'd  Law  Doctor,* 

By  a  lac*d  coat  he  got  in  stead. 

Who  had  with  all  the  subtleties 

Of  old  and  modem  jurists  stock'd  her. 

Away  ran  Royalty,  slap-dash. 

Was  so  exceeding  fair,  'tis  said. 

Scampering  like  mad  about  the  town ; 

And  over  hearts  held  such  dominimi. 

>  ••  The  greatest  number  of  the  Ichneumon  tribe  we  leen 

InterfaU  their  lUngt  Into  iu  body — at  evwy  dait  tiMy  tepoaa    \ 

settling  upon  the  back  of  the  caterpUUr,and  darting  at  diflferent 

anegg."— GouMMiTH.                           •  Aodraaa.                | 
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That  when  her  Pal  her,  sick  in  h^ 
Or  busy,  B4*nt  hor,  in  his  stead. 

To  l*!cture  on  the  Code  Justinian, 
She  had  a  curtain  drawn  he  fore  her. 

Lest,  if  her  charma  were  seen^  the  students 
Should  let  their  young  eyes  wander  o'er  her, 

And  quite  forget  their  jurisprudence,' 
Just  go  it  ts  with  truth,^  when  seeiif 

Too  dazzling  fer^  —  'tis  from  behind 
A  light,  thin  nllegork  screiifD, 

She  thus  can  safest  teacb  mankind. 


In  Thibet  once  there  reign'd,  wcVe  told, 

A  little  Lama,  one  year  old  — 

Eais'd  to  the  thmne,  that  realm  to  bless. 

Just  when  his  Ultle  Holiness 

Had  cat  —  as  near  as  can  be  reckon*d  — 

Some  say  h\&  first  tooth,  some  his  second, 

Chronologers  and  Ntirses  vary, 

Which  proves  historians  should  be  wary. 

We  only  know  the*  important  truth, 

His  Majesty  fuitl  cut  a  tooth,  -^ 

And  much  his  subjects  were  enchanled,  — 

As  well  all  Lamas*  subjects  may  he. 
And  would  hare  giv'o  their  heads,  if  wanted. 

To  make  tee-tottims  for  the  baby, 
Thron'd  as  he  was  by  Right  Divine  — 

(^Vhat  Lawyers  eall  Jure  Dmno^ 
Meaning  a  right  to  yours,  and  miDCf 

And  every  body's  goods  and  rhino,) 
Of  course,  his  faithful  subjects'  purses 

Were  ready  with  their  aids  and  succours ; 
Nothing  was  seen  but  pensioii'd  Nurses, 

And  the  land  groan'd  with  bibs  and  tuckers. 

Oh!  had  there  been  a  Hume  or  Bennett 
Then  sitting  in  the  Thibet  Senate, 
Ye  Gods,  what  room  for  long  debates 
Upon  the  Nursery  Estimates! 
What  cutting  down  of  swaddliog-clothea 

And  pin-a-fores,  in  nightly  battles  ! 
What  calls  for  papen  to  expose 

The  waste  of  sugar- plums  and  rattles! 
But  no  —  if  Thibet  had  M,P/b, 
They  were  far  better  bred  than  these  j 
Nor  gave  the  slightest  oppoBition, 
During  the  Monarch's  whole  dentition. 


I  It  itcAt  oceup^  d*aucun«  eiioinr,  il  enirnf  oJC  No- 
vell*, ta  flllfip  en  ion  Umi  lire  aux  Mdi«le«  ea  cb*rf«,  «t,  aAei 
qnala  biatibfr  d'etiv  n'empichAt  l«|M(Di£«dM  D]Wili,  eU«  vroit 
UM  petiC«  ccnirtlne  detant  «ll«.  ^  Ckriti.  de  Pi*e,  &^  4e$ 
I^meiy  p.  1 1 .  cap.  !K$. 


Bat  short  this  calm  \  —  for,  just  when  he 
Had  reach'd  the*  alarttiiiig  age  of  three, 
When  Royal  natures,  and,  no  doubt. 
Those  of  all  noble  beasls  break  out  — 
The  Lama,  who  till  then  was  quiet, 
Show'd  sjTinptoms  of  a  taste  for  riot  j 
And,  ripe  for  mischief,  early,  late. 
Without  regard  for  Church  or  State, 
Made  free  with  whosoe'er  came  nigh; 

Tweaked  the  Lord  Chancellor  by  the  nose, 
Turn*d  all  the  Judges'  wigs  awry, 

And  trod  on  the  old  Generals'  toes : 
Pelted  the  Bishops  with  hot  buns. 

Rode  coc  k  h  orse  on  the  C  ity  m  aces. 
And  shot  from  little  dei4ltsh  guns. 

Hard  peas  into  his  subjects'  faces. 
In  short,  such  wicked  pranks  he  play'd, 

And  grew  so  mischievous,  Ijod  bless  him  ! 
That  his  Chief  Nurse— ^  with  ev'n  the  aid 
Of  an  Archbishop  —  was  afraid » 

When  in  these  moods,  to  comb  or  dresB  him. 
Nay,  ev^u  the  persons  most  inclin'd 

Through  thick  and  thin,  for  Kings  to  stickle, 
Thought  him  (if  they'd  but  speak  their  mind, 

V^liich  they  did  not}  an  odious  pickle. 

At  length  some  patriot  lords —  a  breed 

Of  animalt  they've  got  in  Thibet, 
Extremely  rare,  and  fit,  indeed. 

For  folks  like  Pidcock,  to  exhibit  — 
Some  patriot  lords,  who  saw  the  length 
To  which  things  went.  combinM  their  strength. 
And  peni^'d  a  roaijly,  plain  and  free 
Remonstrance  to  the  Nursery  ; 
Protesting  warmly  that  they  yielded 

To  noBe.  that  ever  went  before  "em. 
In  loyalty  to  hina  who  wielded 

The*  hereditary  pap-Bp<Jon  oVr  'em  ; 
That,  as  for  treason,  'twas  a  thing 

That  made  them  almost  siek  to  tliink  of  — 
That  they  and  theirs  stood  by  the  King, 

Throughout  his  measles  and  hia  chin-cough. 
When  others,  thinking  him  consumptive, 
Had  ratted  to  the  Heir  Presumptive!  — 
But,  still — though  much  admiring  Kings 
(And  chiefly  those  in  leading-strings), 
They  saw,  with  shimie  and  grief  of  soul. 

There  was  no  longer  now  the  wise 
Afid  constitutional  control 

Of  birch  btfore  their  ruler's  eyes  ; 


t  See  Turner'!  EmbMiy  to  Thibet  for  an  account  &f  hit  tn- 
tertlew  with  the  Lams^  — "  Tethoo  Lama  {he  layi)  wai  at 
tbii  ttiEie  ri||bt«eii  monthi  old.  Though  he  was  uoablr  to 
•peak  a  »ord,  he  made  lh«  inort  exprewlTe  tlgnt,  aiMl  e<m- 
ductcd  htmf«lf  with  aatonUhtnfr  tUgnitif  and  deooruxn." 
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But  that,  of  late,  such  pranks,  and  tricks. 

W^     ft    T%V    V^       VTW 

And  freaks  occurred  the  whole  day  long. 

FABLE  VIL 

As  all,  hut^en  with  hishopricks. 

THE  EXTINGUISHEBS. 

AUow'd,  in  ev'n  a  King,  were  wrong. 

Wherefore  it  was  they  humbly  pray'd 

PROEM. 

That  Honourable  Nursery, 

That  such  reforms  be  henceforth  made, 

Though  soldiers  are  the  true  sapports. 

As  all  good  men  desir*d  to  see  ;  — 

The  natural  allies  of  Ck>uH«, 

In  other  words  (lest  they  might  seem 

Woe  to  the  Monarch,  who  depends 

Too  tedious),  as  the  gentlest  scheme 

Too  much  on  his  red-coated  fHends  ; 

For  putting  all  such  pranks  to  rest. 

For  even  soldiers  sometimes  think  — 

And  in  its  bud  the  mischief  nipping  — 

Nay,  Colonels  have  been  known  to  reasom^ — 

They  ventur'd  humbly  to  suggest 

And  reasoners,  whether  clad  in  pink. 

His  Miyesty  should  have  a  whipping  ! 

Or  red,  or  blue,  are  on  the  brink 

(Nine  cases  out  of  ten)  of  treason. 

When  this  was  read,  no  Congreve  rocket, 

Discharged  into  the  Gallic  trenches. 

Not  many  soldiers,  I  believe,  are 

E*er  equall'd  the  tremendous  shock  it 

As  fond  of  liberty  as  Mina  ; 

Produc'd  upon  the  Nursery  benches. 

Else  — woe  to  kings,  when  Freedom's  fever 

The  Bishops,  who  of  course  had  votes, 

Once  turns  into  a  Scarletina  ! 

By  right  of  age  and  petticoats. 

For  then  —  but  hold  'tis  best  to  veil 

Were  first  and  foremost  in  the  fuss  — 

My  meaning  in  the  following  tale  :  — 

"^Vhat,  whip  a  Lama!  suffer  birch 

"  To  touch  his  sacred infamous  I 

FABLE. 

"  Deistical  !  —  assailing  thus 

"  The  fundamentals  of  the  Church !  — 

A  Lord  of  Persia,  rich  and  great. 

**  No  — no —  such  patriot  plans  as  these. 

Just  come  into  a  large  estate. 

"  (So  help  them  Heaven  —  and  their  Sees!  ) 

Was  shock'd  to  find  he  had,  for  neighboors. 

"  They  held  to  be  rank  blasphemies.** 

Close  to  his  gate,  some  rascal  Ghebers, 

Whose  fires,  beneath  his  very  nose, 

The'  alarm  thus  given,  by  these  and  other 

In  heretic  combustion  rose. 

Grave  ladies  of  the  Nursery  side. 

But  Lords  of  Persia  can,  no  doubt. 

Spread  through  the  land,  till,  such  a  pother. 

Do  what  they  will— so,  one  fine  morning. 

Such  party  squabbles,  far  and  wide, 

He  tum'd  the  rascal  Ghebers  out. 

Never  in  history's  page  had  been 

First  giving  a  few  kicks  for  warning. 

Recorded,  as  were  then  between 

Then,  thanking  Heaven  most  piously. 

The  Whippers  and  Non-whippers  seen. 

He  knock'd  their  Temple  to  the  ground, 

Till,  things  arriving  at  a  state, 

Blessing  himself  for  joy  to  see 

Which  gave  some  fears  of  revolution, 

Such  Pagan  ruins  strew'd  around. 

The  patriot  lords'  advice,  though  late. 

But  much  it  vex'd  my  Lord  to  find. 

Was  put  at  last  in  execution. 

That,  while  all  else  obey'd  his  will, 

The  Parliament  of  Thibet  met  — 

The  Fire  these  Ghebers  left  behind. 

The  little  Lama,  call'd  before  it. 

Do  what  he  would,  kept  burning  still. 

Did,  then  and  there,  his  whipping  get, 

Fiercely  he  storm 'd,  as  if  his  frown 

And  (as  the  Nursery  Gazette 

Could  scare  the  bright  insurgent  down  ; 

Assures  us)  like  a  hero  bore  it. 

But,  no — such  fires  are  headstrong  things, 

And  care  not  much  for  Lords  or  Kings. 

And  though,  'mong  Thibet  Tories,  some 

Scarce  could  his  lordship  well  contrive 

Lament  that  Royal  Martyr(/om 

The  flashes  in  one  place  to  smother, 

(Please  to  observe,  the  letter  D 

Before — hey  presto  ! — all  alive. 

In  this  last  word 's  pronounc'd  like  B), 

They  sprung  up  freshly  in  another. 

Yet  to  the'  example  of  that  Prince 

So  much  is  Thibet's  land  a  debtor, 

At  length  when,  spite  of  prayers  and  damns. 

That  her  long  line  of  Lamas,  since. 

'Twas  found  the  sturdy  flame  defied  hum. 

Have  all  behav'd  themselves  much  better. 

His  stewards  came,  with  low  salanu. 

OflTring,  by  contract,  to  proyide  him 

FABLES  FOB  THE  HOLY  ALLIANCE, 
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Borne  large  Extlo^ij'8hei*Sf  (a  pltkn^ 
Much  us'd,  they  said,  at  Ispahan, 
Vteiioa,  P*?tersburgb  —  in  short, 
Whei^ver  Lighfs  forhid  at  court,) 
Machines  no  Lord  (should  he  without. 
Which  would^  at  once,  put  promptly  out 
Ail  kinds  of  fires,  —  from  slaring:^  stiirk 
Volcanos  to  the  tiniest  spark  ; 
Till  all  things  slept  as  dull  and  dark, 
As,  in  a  grcai  Lord's  Dcighbourhood, 
*Twafl  right  and  fitting  all  things  should. 

Acoordinglj,  some  krgc  supplies 
Of  these  EitinguUheni  were  fumbh*d 

(All  of  the  true  Imperial  si^e). 

And  there,  \n  roi^s,  stood  hlack  and  humiih'd^ 

Ready,  where'er  a  gleam  hot  shone 

Of  light  or  fire,  to  be  clopp^d  on. 

But,  ah,  how  lordly  wisdom  errs. 

In  trusting  to  extinguishers  ! 

One  dBy,  when  he  had  hH  all  sure, 

(At  least,  so  thought  he)  darkj  secure  — 

The  fiame,  at  all  its  exits,  eutries, 

Qbgtrueted  to  his  heart's  content. 
And  hlack  extinguishiirs,  like  sentries, 

Plac'd  over  erery  dangerous  Tent— 
Ye  GikIs,  imagiiite  his  amazCf 

His  wrath,  his  rage,  when,  on  returning, 
He  found  not  only  the  old  blaze, 

Brisk  as  before,  crackling  and  burning, 
Not  only  new,  young  conflagrations, 
Popping  up  round  in  various  stations — 
But,  still  more  awful^  strauge,  and  dire, 
The*  ExtinguisheTS  themselves  on  fire  I  i  ■ 
They,  they  ^ — those  trusty,  blind  machines 

His  Lordship  had  so  long  been  praising. 
As,  under  Providence,  the  means 

Of  keeping  down  all  lawless  blazing, 
Were  now,  themselves — alas,  too  true 
The  shameful  fact — ^turn'd  blazers  too, 
And,  by  a  change  as  odd  as  cruel, 
Instead  of  dampers,  serv'd  for  fuel ! 

Thus,  of  his  only  hope  bereft, 

**  What/*  said  the  great  man,  ^'  must  be  done  ?*' 
All  that,  in  scrapes  like  this,  is  left 

To  great  men  is — to  cut  and  run* 
So  run  he  did  ;  while  to  their  grounds, 

The  banish 'd  Ghebers  blest  rctum'd  ; 


I  Th«  lA^A  of  itiii  Fahlc  woa  ir^tig^fat  from  odp  of  ihoie 
brilliant  moiM  whtch  iitioutii!!  in  the  conversation  of  my  friend, 
tlifl  author  of  the  '*  I>etteri  to  JuUii,"  — a  proifuction  which 
coQlalns  tome  of  the  ItAppJcit  ipeclmeiuor  jiUjrrul  poetry  that 
have  a^ppoiiuretl  In  ihii  or  uaj  ■§*» 


And,  tliough  their  Fire  had  broke  its  bounds, 

And  all  abroad  now  wildly  hum*d, 
Yet  well  could  they,  who  lov^d  the  llame. 
Its  wandVing,  its  excess  reclaim  ; 
Aod  soon  another,  fairer  Dome 
Arose  to  be  its  saered  home, 
Where,  cherish'd,  guarded,  not  confined. 
The  living  glory  dwelt  inshrin'd, 
And,  .sh«?ddiiig  lustre  strong,  but  even. 
Though  born  of  earth,  grew  worthy  heav*ii. 

MORAL. 

The  moral  hence  my  Muse  infers 
Is,  that  such  IvOrds  are  simple  elvei, 

In  trusting  to  Extinguishers, 

That  are  combustible  themselves. 


FABLE  VI 11. 

Loms  fourteenth's  wia. 

The  money  rais'd—  the  army  ready  — 
Drtims  beating,  and  the  Royal  Neddy 
Valiantly  braying  in  the  van. 
To  the  old  tune  '*  Eh,  eh.  Sire  Anel*' — 3 
Nought  wanting,  but  some  toup  dramatic, 

To  make  French  jtcutimntt  explode, 
Bring  in^  at  once,  the  (jvttt  fanatic. 

And  make  the  war  '*ta  tterniire  mode*'*— 
Instantly,  at  the  Fae'ilon  J/rirsan, 

Is  held  on  Ultra  consultation  — 
What's  to  be  done,  to  help  the  farce  on  ? 

^V^lat  stage- effect,  what  dec  oration. 
To  make  this  beauteous  France  forget. 
In  one  grand,  glorious  piroueite^ 
All  she  had  sworn  to  but  lasl  week, 
And,  with  a  ciy  of**  Mmjnifiqut  /" 
Rush  forth  to  this,  or  antf  war. 
Without  inquiring  once — *"  What  for?" 

After  some  plans  proposed  by  each. 
Lord  Chateaubriand  made  a  speech, 
(Quoting,  to  8hew  what  men*s  n\i,hl6  are. 

Or  rather  what  men's  rights  n/tould  ^<f. 
From  Iloblves,  Lord  Cast Icreagh^  the  Czar, 

And  other  friends  to  Ltberty,) 


'  They  cfMiratcd  In  tli«  du-k  affen,  at  mnay  cburrh^i,  p«r. 
tdrulxirli'  at  Itouen,  whAt  ww  call»l  th«  FeoAt  of  the  A«t.  Oo 
thif  occuion  the  <!■»,  findj  drett,  vat  brought  before  tb« alter, 
ADd  they  mng  betore  hlni  Chit  elegant  anthein,  **  Bli,  efa,  ah, 
Sire  Ao«,  eh,  «h,  th.  Sire  Anc."— Wartoii'i  BumifomFepe* 
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MOORE'S  WORKS. 


Wherein  he — having  first  protested 

'Gainst  humouring  the  mob  —  suggested 

(As  the  most  high-bred  plan  he  saw 

For  giving  the  new  War  ^clat) 

A  grand.  Baptismal  Melo-drame, 

To  be  got  up  at  Notre-Dame, 

In  which  the  Duke  (who,  bless  his  Highness ! 

Had  by  his  hih  acquir'd  such  fame, 
*Twas  hop'd  that  he  as  little  shyness 

Would  show,  when  to  the  point  he  came,) 
Should,  for  his  deeds  so  lion-hearted. 
Be  christen'd  Hero^  ere  he  started  ; 
With  power,  by  Royal  Ordonnance, 
To  bear  that  name — at  least  in  France. 
Himself — the  Viscount  Chateaubriand — 
(To  help  the'  afiRair  with  more  esprit  on) 
OCTring,  for  this  baptismal  rite. 

Some  of  his  own  fam'd  Jordan  water —  > 
(Marie  Louise  not  having  quite 

Us'd  all  that,  for  young  Nap,  he  brought  her,) 
The  baptism,  in  this  case,  to  be 
Applied  to  that  extremity, 
Which  Bourbon  heroes  most  expose ; 
And  which  (as  well  all  Europe  knows) 
Happens  to  be,  in  this  Defender 
Of  the  true  Faith,  extremely  tender. « 

Or  if  (the  Viscount  said)  this  scheme 
Too  rash  and  premature  should  seem — 
If  thus  discounting  heroes,  on  tick  — 

This  glory,  by  anticipation. 
Was  too  much  in  the  genre  romantique 

For  such  a  highly  classic  nation. 
He  begg'd  to  say,  the  Abyssinians 
A  practice  had  in  their  dominions, 
Which,  if  at  Paris  got  up  well. 
In  full  costume,  was  sure  to  tell. 
At  all  great  epochs,  good  or  ill. 
They  have,  says  Bruce  (and  Bruce  ne'er  budges 
From  the  strict  truth),  a  grand  Quadrille 
In  public  danc'd  by  the  Twelve  Judges  —  ' 
And,  he  assures  us,  the  grimaces. 
The  entre-chatSy  the  airs  and  graces 
Of  dancers,  so  profound  and  stately. 
Divert  the  Abyssinians  greatly. 


>  Brought  rrom  the  river  Jordan  by  M.  Chiteaubriand,  and  { 
presented  to  the  French  Empress  for  the  christening  of  young  > 
Napoleon. 

*  See  the  Duke's  celebrated  letter  to  roadame,  written 
during  his  campaij;n  in  1 81 5,  in  which  he  says,  '*  J'ai  le  pos- 
t^rieur  legdrement  cndommagC* 

'  "  On  certain  great  occasions,  the  twelre  Judges  (who  are  | 
generally  between  sixty  and  seventy  years  of  age)  sing  the  song 
and  dance  the  figure-dance,"  Sec  —  Book  ▼. 

*  *'  Louis  XIV.  fit  present  i  la  Vierge  de  son  cordon  bleu, 
que  Ton  conserve  soigneuscraent,  et  lui  envoya  ensulte,  son 


**  Now  (gaid  the  Viscount),  there's  but  few 
"  Great  Empires,  where  this  plan  would  do : 
"  For  instance,  England ; — let  them  take 

"  What  pains  they  would  — ^*twere  vain  to  strire  - 
**  The  twelve  stiff  Judges  there  would  make 

"  The  worst  Quadrille-set  now  alive. 
**  One  must  have  seen  them,  ere  one  could 
"  Imagine  properly  Judge  Wood, 
"  Performing,  in  his  wig,  so  gaily, 
"  A  queue-de-chat  with  Justice  Bahjbt  ! 
"  French  Judges,  though,  are,  by  no  means, 
"  This  sort  of  stiff,  be-wigg*d  machines  I 
"  And  we,  whoVe  seen  them  at  SaumttTf 
**  And  Poitiers  lately,  may  be  sure 
"  They'd  dance  quadrilles,  or  any  thing, 
**  That  would  be  pleasing  to  the  King — 
**  Nay,  stand  upon  their  heads,  and  more  do, 
"  To  please  the  little  Duke  de  Bordeaux ! " 

After  these  several  schemes  there  came 
Some  others  —  needless  now  to  name. 
Since  that,  which  Monsieur  plann'd,  himself. 
Soon  doom*d  all  others  to  the  shelf, 
And  was  receiv'd  par  acclamation^ 
As  truly  worthy  the  Grande  Nation, 

It  seems  (as  Monsieur  told  the  story) 
That  Louis  the  Fourteenth, — that  glory. 
That  Coryphee  of  all  crown*d  pates, — 
That  pink  of  the  Legitimates  — 
Had,  when,  with  many  a  pious  pray*r,  he 
Bequeath'd  unto  the  Virgin  Mary 
His  marriage  deeds,  and  cordon  bleu,  * 
Bequeathed  to  her  his  State  Wig  too  — 
(An  off 'ring  which,  at  Court,  'tis  thought. 
The  Virgin  values  as  she  ought)  — 
That  Wig,  the  wonder  of  all  eyes. 
The  Cynosure  of  Gallia's  skies, 
To  watch  and  tend  whose  curls  ador'd. 

Re-build  its  tow 'ring  roof,  when  flat. 
And  round  its  rumpled  base,  a  Board 

Of  sixty  Barbers  daily  sat,  * 
With  Subs,  on  State -Days,  to  assist. 
Well  pensioned  from  the  Civil  List :  — 


Contrat  de  Mariage  et  le  Tfaiti  det  Pyreniet^  magnlfiquenicut 
relic."—  3/e»wirM,  Anecdotes  pour  servir,  &c. 

>  The  learned  author  of  Rechercke$  Ui$torique»  sur  let  Per- 
ruque$  says  that  the  Board  consisted  but  or  Forty —  the  same 
nun)l)er  as  the  Academy.  "  Le  plus  beau  terns  des  {lerruquet 
Alt  celui  oti  Louis  XIV.  commen^a  k  porter,  lul-m^roe,  prr- 

ruque  ; On  ignore  I'^poque  oCl  so  fit  cette  r^roiu. 

tion  ;  mais  on  salt  qu'ello  engagea  Louis  le  Grand  k  y  donner 
set  solns  paternels,  en  errant,  en  1696,  quarante  charges  de 
pemiquiers,  luifant  la  cour ;  et  en  1673,  U  forma  un  corps  d4 
deux  cents  perruqulers  pour  la  Ville  de  Pttrla.**—  P.  111. 
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That  wond'rous  Wig,  array'd  in  which 
And  fonn'd  alike  to  awe  or  witch, 
He  beat  all  other  heirs  of  crowns, 
In  taking  mistresses  and  towns. 
Requiring  bat  a  shot  at  one, 
A  smile  at  father,  and  'twas  done !  — 

"  That  Wig  •*  (said  Monsieur,  while  his  brow 
Rose  proudly,)  "  is  existing  now  ;  — 
"  That  Grand  Perruque,  amid  the  fall 

**  Of  ev*ry  other  Royal  glory, 
"  With  curls  erect  survives  them  all, 

"  And  tells  in  ev'ry  hair  their  story. 
'*  Think,  think,  how  welcome  at  this  time 
**  A  relic,  so  belov'd,  sublime  I 
**  What  worthier  standard  of  the  Cause 

**  Of  Kingly  Right  can  France  demand  ? 
"  Or  who  among  our  ranks  can  pause 

**  To  guard  it,  while  a  curl  shall  stand  ? 
"  Behold,  my  friends*' — (while  thus  he  cried, 
A  curtain,  which  conceal'd  this  pride 
Qf  Princely  Wigs  was  drawn  aside) 
**  Behold  that  grand  Perruque — how  big 

*«  With  recollections  for  the  world — 
**  For  France — for  us — Great  Louis*  Wig, 

"  By  HiPPOLTTE  1  new  frizz*d  and  curFd — 
"  New  frizzed  I  alas,  'tis  but  too  true, 
**  Well  may  you  start  at  that  word  new — 


*  But  such  the  sacrifice,  my  fHends, 

*  The*  Imperial  Cossack  recommends ; 

'  Thinking  such  small  concessions  sage, 

*  To  meet  the  spirit  of  the  age, 

*  And  do  what  best  that  spirit  flatters, 

*  In  Wigs — if  not  in  weightier  matters. 

*  Wherefore,  to  please  the  Czar,  and  show 

*  That    we    too,    much-wrong'd    Bourbons, 

know  * 

'  What  liberalism  in  Monarchs  is, 
'  We  have  conceded  the  New  Friz  I 
'  Thus  arm*d,  ye  gallant  Ultras,  say, 
'  Can  men,  can  Frenchmen,  fear  the  fray  ? 

*  With  this  proud  relic  in  our  van, 

**  And  D'Anooul&me  our  worthy  leader, 
'  Let  rebel  Spain  do  all  she  can, 

**  Let  recreant  England  arm  and  feed  her,— 
'  Urg'd  by  that  pupil  of  Hunt's  school, 
'  That  Radical,  Lord  Liybbpool — 
'  France  can  have  nought  to  fear — fiur  from 
it— 

**  When  once  astounded  Europe  sees 
'  The  wig  of  Louis,  like  a  Comet, 

"  Streaming  above  the  Pyrenees, 
'  All's  o'er  with  Spain — then  on,  my  sons, 

"  On,  my  incomparable  Duke, 
'  And,  shouting  for  the  Holy  Ones, 

"  Cry  Vive  la  Guerre—et  la  Permquer 


RHYMES  ON  THE   ROAD, 

EXTBACTED   FBOM  THE  JOUBNAL  OF  ▲  TBAYSLUNG   MEMBEB  OF 

THE  POCO-CURANTE  SOCIETY,  1819. 


The  greater  part  of  the  following  Rhymes  were 
written  or  composed  in  an  old  caUche,  for  the 
purpose  of  beguiling  the  ennui  of  solitary  travel- 
ling ;  and  as  verses,  made  by  a  gentleman  in  his 
sleep,  have  been  lately  called  **a  psychological 
curiosity,"  it  is  to  be  hoped  that  verses,  composed 
by  a  gentleman  to  keep  himself  awake,  may  be 
honoured  with  some  appellation  equally  Greek. 


>  A  celebrated  Co0hir<atbe  preMnt  dajr. 
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INTRODUCTORY  RHYMEa 

Dif/treniAUiiMden  in  wkieh  Autkon  am^ou,  —Bt^fett  IXnwy 
atepkau,  Hentdohu,  ^.^WHtirng  im  Bed^  «•  Ike  tkUa, 
-.Plato  ami  Sir  Richard  Blaekmore.—BddUttgwtA  Qhaet 
and  Twtgt.—Madame  de  Stam^^-Rk^mint  9»  ike  Band,  U 
anoidCaUckt, 

What  various  attitudes,  and  ways. 

And  tricks,  we  authors  have  in  wrhinf  I 

While  tome  write  sitting,  tome,  like  Basw^ 
UtnaUy  stand,  while  theyVe  indHiiif. 
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MfXJRETS  WORKSu 


PfMti  tlMT«  ar«,  who  w«ar  the  tf^x  oat, 

M^anvRAi^  a  Iin«  at  *rttirj  ttnde  ; 
Wbfk  «<>«io^.,  I;k«  IfESkT  .Stkfhe:^*^  fwnxr  cnt 

Hhym*r%  }fy  lb*  *i</»m,  wh:l«  ih^j  rAe.'- 
UKiUfiff/Trn  wrf/J:  nw>*t  in  b^  ; 

AM  KfCHjtfcAjri/,  a  Frfm/rh  pbrnician, 
l>M;Iar«:«  lb*?  'sl/xik-wryrk  ^-/f  th*  h^ad 

Or^fr*  \ft^t  in  tbat  rwlin'd  [ifmitfm. 
If  yffn  ttfm%uH  Mo3fTAio.vE*  aa»d  Pusr  on 
Th*  •»jt;3#jct,  'ti»  tJwrir  joint  'ipinion 
Tbat  Tb'^ffbl  iu  richest  h2irreiA  j\Mt 
A^fTtfidf  untfrtifi  th<;  wf^jdA  and  fields; 
7*bat  >#ar'lji,  wbo  d«raJ  in  Amall  retail, 

At  brnn^f  may,  at  their  cfmntcn^  «tf>p; 
Hut  that  the  fi^ovi',  the  hill,  the  vale, 

Are  l'tt*my'n  true  wholenale  ikbop. 
And,  verily,  I  think  they're  right  — 

For,  many  a  tim<^,  '/n  iunimer  eves. 
Just  at  that  ch^ing  hour  of  light. 

When,  like  an  f^tem  Prince,  who  leaves 
For  distant  war  his  Haram  >>ow'r«. 
The  Hun  bids  farewell  Ut  the  flow'rs, 
Whr^e  hea/ls  are  sunk,  whose  tears  are  flowing 
Mid  all  the  glory  <ff  his  going  !  — 
Kv'n  /  have  felt,  iHineath  thr>se  beams, 

Whi'n  wand'ring  through  the  fields  alone, 
Thoughts,  fancies,  irit4fllectual  gleams, 

Whieh,  far  Uxt  bright  to  lie  my  own, 
H<femM  lent  me  by  the  Hunny  Pow'r, 
That  was  abroad  at  that  still  hour. 

If  thus  I've  A'lt,  how  must  tfu;f/  feel. 

The  few,  whom  genuine  Genius  warms  ; 
IJ|M)n  whose  souU  he  Mtamps  his  seal, 

(ilraren  with  Heuiity'N  countless  forms;  — 
The  few  upon  this  earth,  who  ucem 
Horn  to  give  truth  to  Plato'h  dream, 
Hince  in  their  thoughts,  as  in  a  glass, 

Nhoilows  of  hfavenly  things  appear, 
Ueflertions  of  bright  shapes  that  pnRS 

Through  other  worlds,  above  our  sphere  I 

Hut  this  reminds  me  I  digress  ;  — 
For  Pi.ATo,  too,  produc'd,  'tis  said, 

(As  <mc,  indeed,  might  almost  guess,) 
His  glorious  yiHions  all  in  bed.** 


<  I*lrr«(|un  lus  onriniiM  Miiiltani  compoiult.  —  Paravicin. 
M/nguinr. 

*  "  Mn  |>rna6t>s  lUirmrtU,  il  Jn  \o§  uila."  —  Montaionb. 

Aniinui  oorum  qui  In  Aprrto  aero  ambulant,  attollltur.  — 
Tlinv. 

»  Tho  only  autheirlty  I  know  for  Imputing  thii  practice  to 
Plato  and  lloro<lotuii,  li  a  Latin  Poem  bjr  M.  do  Valoli  on  hli 
B«d,  In  whlrh  h«  tayt:  — 

Lucifttr  llertKlotum  vldlt  Veiperque  cubantem, 
DsMdlt  totoi  hale  Plato  iippe  dlee. 


AAd  ^xf  dbe  win  don't  io  kc 
Twixt  deaths  aad  epici  pas'd  kis  vmt, 

Scribblxng  aad  killing  all  daj  loa^ — 
like  Pksbos  in  kxs  car,  at  case, 

Jfcfw  varbUng  Ibrtk  a  Vatj  mmg, 
Nov  mard'nng  the  Tomg  Xiobes. 

There  was  a  hero  'moog  the  Duks. 
I  Who  wrote,  we're  told,  'mid  all  the  pams 
I      And  horrors  of  exenteratian, 
I  Nine  charming  odes,  which,  if  joaH  kxik, 
I      Yoall  find  proerr  d,  with  a  traiwlarinn, 
I  By  Baethouxus  in  his  hook.^ 

In  short,  'twere  endle«  to  recite 

The  varioas  modes  in  which  men  write. 

Some  wits  are  only  in  the  mind. 

When  beans  and  belles  are  roond  them  prating; 

Some,  when  thej  dress  for  dinner,  find 
Their  mnse  and  valet  both  in  waiting ; 

And  manage,  at  the  self-same  time. 

To'  adjost  a  neckcloth  and  a  ibyme. 

Some  bards  there  are  who  cannot  scribble 
Without  a  glove,  to  tear  or  nibble ; 
Or  a  small  twig  to  whisk  about — 

As  if  the  hidden  founts  of  Fancy, 
Like  wells  of  old,  were  thus  found  out 

By  mystic  tricks  of  rhabdomancy. 
Such  was  the  little  feathery  wand,« 
That,  held  for  ever  in  the  band 
Of  her  7,  -who  won  and  wore  the  crown 

Of  female  genius  in  this  age, 
Seem'd  the  conductor,  that  drew  down 

Those  words  of  lightning  to  her  page. 
As  for  myself — to  come,  at  last. 

To  the  odd  way  in  which  /  write  — 
Having  cmploy'd  these  few  months  past 

Chiefly  in  travelling,  day  and  night, 
I've  got  into  the  easy  mode, 
Of  rhyming  thus  along  the  road — 
Making  a  way-bill  of  my  pages. 
Counting  my  stanzas  by  my  stages — 
'Twixt  lays  and  re-lays  no  time  lost — 
In  short,  in  two  words,  writing  post 


*  Sir  Richard  Blackroore  was  a  phytlcian,  at  well  at  a  bad 
poet. 

>  RAdem  curS  nee  minores  Inter  cruciatui  animare  inrellcem 
agent!  fuUAsblorno  Prude  Danico  heroi,  cum  Bruao  iptum, 
Intettlna  extraheni,  immaniter  torqucret,  tunc  enlm  noTem 
carmlna  cecinlt,  &c.— Bartholin,  de  Cau»i$  Conirmpt. 
Mort. 

*  Made  of  paper,  twUted  up  like  a  fan  or  feather. 
'  Madame  de  Stael. 
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Can  I  the  deep-felt  awe  forget. 

EXTRACT  I. 

The  dreiLm,  the  trance  that  rapt  me  then  1 

'                                                                                            Gcurira. 
flev  qf  tkt  Lake t^  Geneva  Jrom  ikt  Jura.^—Am^ioiu  to  reach 

'Twas  ail  that  consciousness  of  pow'r 
And  life,  beyond  this  mortal  hour  ;  — 

Alpi.  —  Mimt  Bttmc.  ^  E^ct  qfthe  Scene. 

Those  mountings  of  the  soul  within 
At  thoughts  of  Ueavn  —  as  birds  begin 

*TwAa  late — the  sod  had  almo«t  shone 

By  instinct  id  the  cage  to  rise, 

His  lust  and  best,  when  I  ran  on» 

When  near  their  time  for  change  of  skies  ;— 

An^iotis  to  reacli  that  splendid  Tiew, 

That  proud  assurance  of  our  claim 

Before  the  day -beams  quite  withdrew  ; 

To  rank  among  the  Sons  of  Light, 

And  feeling  as  all  ff^elt  on  first 

Mingled  with  shame  —  oh  bitter  shame!  — 

Approaching  scenes,  where,  they  are  told, 

At  having  risk'd  that  splendid  right. 

Sach  glories  on  their  eyes  will  hurst. 

For  aught  that  earth  thruugh  all  its  range 

As  youthful  bards  in  dreams  behold. 

Of  glories,  offers  in  exchange  \ 
'Twas  all  this,  at  that  instant  brought. 

\  h      *Twas  dutant  yet,  and,  as  I  ma, 
^Hp        Full  often  was  my  wistiy  gaze 
^^        TuJTi'd  eo  the  sun,  who  now  began 

Like  breaking  sunshine,  o'er  my  thought — 

Twas  all  this,  kindled  to  a  glow 

Of  sacred  zeal,  which,  could  it  shine 

To  call  in  all  big  out-post  rays, 

Thus  purely  ever,  man  might  grow. 

And  form  a  denser  march  of  light,                        , 

Ev'd  upon  earth  a  thing  divine, 

Such  as  heiseems  a  hero's  flight 

And  be,  once  more^  the  creature  made 

Oh,  how  I  wish'd  for  Joshua's  powV, 

To  walk  tinstain'd  the*  Elysian  shade  I 

To  stay  the  brightness  of  that  hour  t 

But  no — ^the  sun  still  less  became, 

No,  never  shall  I  lose  the  trace 

Diminished  to  a  specks  as  splendid 

Of  what  Tve  felt  in  this  bri^ght  place. 

And  small  as  were  ihose  tongues  of  flame. 

And,  should  my  spirit *s  hope  grow  weak, 

That  oo  the'  Apostles'  hesds  descended  1 

Should  I,  oh  God,  e*er  doubt  thy  pow'r, 
This  mighty  scene  again  Til  seek. 

*Twas  at  this  instant^ — while  there  gtow'd 

At  the  same  calm  and  glowing  hour. 

This  last,  intensest  gleam  of  light ^- 

And  here,  at  the  sublimest  shrine 

Snddenly,  through  the  opening  road. 

That  Nature  ever  rear'd  to  Thee^ 

The  valley  burst  tipon  my  sight  [ 

Rekindle  all  that  hope  divine, 

That  glorious  valley,  with  its  Lake, 

And  fed  my  Immortality  1 

And  Alps  on  Alps  id  clusters  swelling, 

Mighty,  and  pure,  and  fit  to  make 

The  ramparts  of  a  Godhead's  dwelling. 

I  stood  entranced  —  as  Rabbins  say 

This  whole  assembled,  f^ing  world 

EXTRACT  IL 

Will  stand,  upon  that  aiivful  day, 

Geneva. 

m 

When  the  Ark's  light,,  aloft  uofurrd. 

FATE  OF  GENEVA  IN  THE  YEAR  m% 

■ 

Among  the  opening  clouds  shall  shine. 

■ 

Divinity*8  own  radiant  sign  I 

A   l-RAGMEKT. 

■ 

Mighty  Most  Blanc,  thou  wert  to  me, 

Yes—  if  there  yet  live  some  of  those. 

That  minute,  with  thy  brow  in  heaveo. 

Who,  when  thb  small  Republic  rose. 

Ai  sure  a  sign  of  Deity 

Quick  as  a  startled  hive  of  bees, 

As  e'er  to  mortal  gase  was  given. 

Against  her  leaguering  enemies  —  « 

Nor  ever,  were  I  desliu'd  yet 

When,  as  the  Royal  Satrap  shook 

To  live  my  life  twice  o*er  again, 

His  well-known  fetters  at  her  gates. 

*  Bi!tv<>fn  \mt\Aj  and  Gcx. 

panlr-ntrutlt  or  t»ct rafted,  totyifiurprlteori.ll  Europe. opeotd 

H 

*  In  m»  year  17H3,  when  tJnj  forcei  of  B<»rTiP,  Sardlol*.  »nd 

thetf  gnlM  tf*  the  tieiU'gcrs, and  lubtnltted  wttbout  a  vtmiflB 

^1 

Wt9gyem  lay  ilcfc  lo  Gcnova,  and  wben^  nXXmr  a  danoRitratloQ 

ta  the  extinction  of  their  libertl^k  —  S<«  an  accouDt  of  thlt 

^H 

1    iTlMroiiai  wd  felMcfotkxi,  wbkh  promUed  (o  rlva]  tli«  feaU 

H«VdluUa»  tn  Cox«'i  SirltierlAnd. 

^H 

1 

K 

i 

i 
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£▼*■  wirtM  aad  maihen  ann'd,  and  took 

Their  itatiotis  bj  their  fans  and  mates; 
Aad  on  these  walls  there  stood  -  yet,  bo. 

Shame  to  the  traitors^  nwU  hare  stood 
As  firm  a  band  as  e*er  let  flow 

At  Freedom's  base  their  sacred  blood ; 
If  those  ret  lire,  who,  on  that  night, 
When  all  were  watching,  girt  for  fight. 
Stole,  like  the  creeping  of  a  pest. 
From  rank  to  rank,  from  breast  to  breast. 
Filling  the  weak,  the  old  with  fears. 
Taming  the  heroine's  zeal  to  tears, — 
Betraying  Honoar  to  that  brink. 
Where,  one  step  more,  and  he  most  sink — 
And  qoenching  hopes,  which,  thoogh  the  last. 
Like  meteors  on  a  drowning  mast. 
Would  yet  hare  led  to  death  more  bright. 
Than  life  e'er  look*d,  in  all  its  light ! 
Till  soon,  too  soon,  distrust,  alarms 

Throoghoat  the*  embattled  thousands  ran. 
And  the  high  spirit,  late  in  arms, 
The  zeal,  that  might  have  work*d  such  charms. 

Fell,  like  a  broken  talisman — 
Their  gates,  that  they  had  sworn  shoold  be 

The  gates  of  Death,  that  very  dawn, 
Gave  passage  widely,  bloodlessly. 

To  the  proud  foe — nor  sword  was  drawn. 
Nor  ev'n  one  martyr'd  body  cast 
To  stain  their  footsteps,  as  they  pass'd ; 
But,  of  the  many  sworn  at  night 
To  do  or  die,  some  fled  the  sight. 
Some  stood  to  look,  with  sullen  frown. 

While  some,  in  impotent  despair. 
Broke  their  bright  armour  and  lay  down. 

Weeping,  upon  the  fragments  there  !  — 
If  those,  I  say,  who  brought  that  shame. 
That  blast  upon  Geneva's  name. 
Be  living  still  —  thouf^h  crime  so  dark 

Shall  hang  up,  fix'd  and  unforgiv'n, 
In  History's  page,  the'  eternal  mark 

For  Scorn  to  pierce — so  help  me,  Hcav'n, 
I  wish  the  traitorous  slaves  no  worse, 

No  deeper,  deadlier  disaster. 
From  all  earth's  ills  no  fouler  curse 

Than  to  have  •«••«••••••  their  master! 


nitidique  cupidlne  poml 


Declinat  curtu*.  aurumque  volubtle  tollit. 


Ovid. 


*  It  if  often  very  difflcult  to  diitlnguUh  between  cloudi 
Mid  Alpi ;  and  on  the  evening  when  I  flrtt  saw  thU  magnifl. 


EXTRACT  IIL 


I 

Etex  here,  in  this  region  ci  wonden,  I  find 
j  That  light-footed  Fancy  lesres  truth  &r  behind; 
I  Or,  at  least,  like  Hippomenes,  tarns  her  astray 

By  the  golden  illnsiont  he  flings  in  her  waj.^ 

What  a  glory  it  aeem*d  the  fint  er'ning  I  gaz*d! 
MoxT  BuLxc,  like  a  rision,  then  toddenly  rais'd 
On  the  wreck  of  the  simaet — and  all  his  array 

Of  high-towering  Alps,  tonch'd  still  with  m  light 
Far  hoKer,  porer  than  that  of  the  Day, 

As  if  nearness  to  Heaven  had  made  them  so 

bright! 
Then  the  dying,  at  last,  oi  these  8|^endoan  away 
From  peak  after  peak,  till  they  left  but  m  ray. 
One  roseate  ray,  that,  too  precioas  to  fly. 
O'er  the  Mighty  of  Mountains  still  glowingly 

hung. 
Like  the  last  sonny  step  of  AmMA^  when  high 

From  the  simmiit  of  earth  to  Elysiom  she  sprang ! 
And  those  infinite  Alps,  stretching  oot  from  the 

sight 
Till  they  mingled  with  Heaven,  now  shorn  of  their 

light. 
Stood  lofty,  and  lifeless,  and  pale  in  the  sky. 
Like  the  ghosts  of  a  Giant  Creation  gone  by ! 

That  scene — I  have  viewed  it  this  evening  again. 
By  the  same  brilliant  light  that  hang  over  it  then — 
The  valley,  the  lake  in  their  tenderest  charms — 
Mont  Blanc  in  his  awfollest  pomp — and  the 
whole 
A  bright  picture  of  Beauty,  reclined  in  the  arms 

Of  Sublimity,  bridegroom  elect  of  her  soul! 
But  where  are  the  mountains,  that  round  me  at 

first. 
One  dazzling  horizon  of  miracles,  burst  ? 
Those  Alps  beyond  Alps,  without  end  swelling  on 
Like  the  waves  of  eternity  —  where  are  they  gone  ? 
Clouds — clouds — they  were  nothing  but  clouds, 
after  all! 2 
That  chain  of  Mont  Blancs,  which  my  fkncy 
flew  o'er. 
With  a  wonder  that  nought  on  this  earth  can  recall. 
Were  but  clouds  of  the  evening,  and  now  are 
no  more. 


cent  scene,  the  clouds  were  to  disposed  along  tb«  whole 
hoiiion  as  to  deceive  me  into  an  idea  of  the  stupendous 
extent  of  these  mountains,  which  my  subsequent  obeenratloii 
was  very  fisr,  of  course,  from  cooflrming. 
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Whut  ft  picture  of  Life's   joong  iUosionsl     Oh^ 

Night, 
Drop  thy  c\irimu,  at  0Bce»  and  hide  aU  firom  1117 

flight 


EXTRACT  IV. 

Tke  Picture  Oatterjf,  —  Alb4mo''i  Rapt  qf  Pro*rrpine Ee- 

Jieditmi,  —  Vniirenml  SalviUion,  —  Abraham  ttndiag  tttptt^ 
Agar,  b§f  Quercinou  —  Genitu. 

Wkkt  to  the  Brera — saw  a  Dmice  of  Loves 
By  smooth  Albano  ';  him,  whose  pencil  teems 

With  Cupids,  numerous  &&  io  summer  grores 
The  leaflets  arc?,  or  motes  in  summer  besms. 

Tis  for  the  theft  of  Enna's  flowV*  from  earth. 
These  urchins  celebrate  their  dance  of  mirth 
RouQd  the  greeotree,  like  fays  upon  a  heath  — 

Tho«e|  thai  are  nearest,  liuk'd  in  ord4!r  bright. 
Cheek  after  cheek,  like  rose-buds  in  a  wreath  j 
And  those,  more  distant*  showing  from  heueath 

The  others'  wings  their  little  eyes  of  light 
While  see,  among  the  clouds,  their  eldest  brother, 

But  just  flown  up,  tells  with  a  smile  of  bliss 
This  pnnk  of  Pluto  to  his  charmed  mother. 

Who  lams  to  greet  the  tidings  with  a  kisa! 

Well  might  the  Loves  rejoice — and  well  did  they^ 

Vilio  woTe  theise  fables,  piety  refill  their  weaving. 
That  blessed  truth,  (which,  in  a  darker  dfiy, 

Orioen  lost  his  salntship  for  believing,)- — 3 
That  Love,  eternal  Love,  whose  fadeless  ray 

Nor  time,  nor  death,  nor  sin  can  ove resist, 
Ev'n  to  the  depths  of  hell  will  find  his  way, 

And  soothe,  and  heal,  and  triumph  there  nt  last  I 

Gi'ERCiNo's  Agar^^ — where  the  bond- maid  hears 
From  Abram's  lips  that  he  and  she  must  part; 
ADd  looks  at  him  with  eyes  all  full  of  teani> 

That  aeera  the  very  last  drops  from  her  heart 
Exquisite  picture  I  —  let  me  not  he  told 
Of  mioor  faulty  of  colouring  tome  and  cold- — 
If  thus  to  conjure  up  a  face  so  fair,* 
So  full  of  sorrow  ;  with  the  story  there 
Of  all  that  woman  sutrers,  when  the  stay 
Her  trusting  heart  hath  leau'd  on  falls  away  — 


'  Thli  picture,  tliy  Agar  of  Guerctaii3,  and  llw  ApofUri  of 
Guldo  U>)n  two  Ifliter  of  wbkh  Are  now  the  chief  ornatneatt 
ol  the  Brcrm),  were  Tontierljr  Id  the  f«la2Co  Zamplert,  at 

*  tbAt  fAir  field 

Of  Edtu,  ivbere  ProMsrpine,  gathering  Aowert, 
Mericlf  A  Ij&lrer  Oower,  by  gloomjr  l>ti  w«i  gathered. 


If  thus  to  touch  the  bosom's  tend^rest  spring. 
By  callitig  into  life  such  eyeSt&s  bring 
Hack  to  our  sad  remembrance  some  of  those 
WeVe  sm,ird  and  wept  with,  in  iheLr  joys  and  woes. 
Thus  filllDg  them  with  tears,  like  tears  we've  known^ 
Till  all  the  pictur'd  grief  becomes  our  own— ■ 
If  this  be  deem'd  the  victiiry  of  Art  — 

If  thus,  by  pen  or  pencil,  to  lay  bare 
The  deep,  fVesh,  liviug  fotmtaius  of  the  heart 

Before  all  eyes,  be  Genius--  it  is  Uterel 


EXTRACT  V, 

P«dua. 
Fttt^  and  Reaiity.  _  Hnin-dropi  and  Lakes.  —  Pittn  </  a 
Sionf.  —  Wktrt  to  place  the  Scfne  qf  it.  -^  In  tomt  nnkmown 
Region.  —  Ptatmanazar't  Jmpotttire  tpith  reMpeet  ta  tke 
Itland  qf  Formosa. 

Tub  more  I've  view'd  this  world,  the  more  Fvc 
fouod. 

That,  fill'd  as  'tis  with  bccucs  and  creatures  rare, 
Fancy  commands,  within  her  own  bright  round, 

A  world  of  scenes  and  creatures  far  more  fair. 
Nor  is  it  that  her  power  can  call  up  there 

A  single  charm,  that's  not  from  Nature  won. 
No  more  than  raiubows,  in  their  pride,  can  wear 

A  iingle  hue  un borrow 'd  from  the  sun  — 
But  'tis  the  mental  medium  it  shines  through, 
That  lends  to  Beauty  all  its  charm  and  hue  j 
As  the  same  light,  that  o'er  the  level  lake 

Ooe  dull  monotoDy  of  lustre  fliDgs, 
Will,  entering  in  the  rounded  raiu-drop,  make 

Colours  as  gay  as  those  on  Peris'  wings  I 

And  such,  I  deem,  the  difTrence  between  real. 
Existing  Beauty  and  that  fonn  i dealt 
Which  she  assumes,when  seen  by  poets'  eyes. 
Like  sunshine  in  the  drop  —  with  all  those  dyes, 
Which  Fancy's  variegnting  prism  supplies. 

I  have  a  storjf  of  two  lovei^,  fiU'd 

With  all  the  pure  romance,  the  blissful  sadness, 
And  the  sad,  doubtful  hlies,  that  ever  thrill'd 

Two  young  and  longing  hearlA  in    that  sweet 
madness. 
But  where  to  choose  the  region  of  my  vision 

In  this  wide,  vtilgar  worlds  what  real  spot 


3  The  exten&loo  of  the  DIvtne  Love  UkUlmtteljr  orrn  to  ih» 
rcgioni  of  the  dami>Ml. 

*  U  it  probable  tJiat  thli  fitie  heftd  i«  »  portrait,  u  we  And 
It  repeattid  Jn  a  |ii«ture  bf  Gucrdoo^  whidti  1«  Id  the  po»»ei< 
■ion  ot  Signoff  CaiiKUOclfii,  the  brother  of  the  c«lebrat#d  pAlnler 
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Cui  be  found  oat  mffiGicntlj  Eljtian 

For  tvo  such  perfifct  loTen,  I  know  not. 
Oh  for  some  &ir  Forjiosjl,  txkch  ai  he. 
The  Joans'  ^^^  tabled  of,  in  the*  Indian  Sea, 
By  noihiog,  but  m  nnme  of  Beauty,  known, 
Aad  which  Queen  Fancy  might  make  all  her  own. 
Her  fairy  kingdom  —  take  iXm  people,  lands. 
And  tenements  into  her  own  bright  hands^ 
And  make,  at  least,  one  earthly  corner  fit 
For  Love  to  lire  in,  pure  and  eiquiste  I 


EXTRACT  VL 

Venice. 

TV  Fall  <if  Frnicr  »ol  to  be  Utmemtfd. — Former  Glory —  Rs- 

pedtlian  agtumit  ConMtaniinople. — GiuttinianiM. — RepubUc, 

—  CMaractrriMiieM  qf  tAe  old  Gowmment,  —GoMrn  Book.  -^ 

Mrmtm  UouiAi. — ^pia—Dtatg^imM — Pn^emt  J>e9oloti&ti. 

Moi^RN  not  for  Veihce — let  her  rest 
In  ruin,  *moDg  tho«e  States  nnbtest, 
Bi'neath  whose  gilded  hoofs  of  pride, 
Wht*re  er  they  trampled,  Freedom  died. 
No  —  let  us  keep  our  tears  for  theuir 

Where'er  they  pine,  whose  fall  hath  heca 
Not  from  a  blood 'Stoin'd  diadem. 

Like  that  which  deck'd  this  oceaa*qiieeo, 
But  IVom  higli  daring  in  the  cause 

Of  hiunan  Rights  —  the  only  good 
And  blessed  strife,  in  which  man  draws 

Ilia  mighty  sword  on  land  or  flood. 

Monm  not  for  Vkkice  ;  though  her  ikll 

Be  awful,  as  if  Ocean's  wave 
Swept  o'er  her,  she  desort'es  it  all, 

And  Justice  tnumphs  o*er  her  grave. 

1  Under  tha  Doire  Mlrhiu^lt,  In  117], 

*  "  Ln  ramllle  erulliro  de«  JuitlnlJinf ,  Tune  del  plui  llluitr«f 
de  VrnUe.  voulkii  marcher  tout<e  entldfe  d4Ui»  cette  exjj^tlltioni; 
Hlo  ffHirolt  com  combattani  i  c'frtalt  ririouv^lfir  iViceinpIe 
d*UiM>  illaatrf  fAinlUt^  do  Kotnv  ;  \c  mimiB  mftlheur  let  A^tt«ii- 
4ait,**  -m^  Hi'afoirr  dc  ycnite,  par  Da«u. 

>  Ti'»*  ceU'bmied  Frji  Paolo.  Tlie  colleclicm  of  Mantcni 
which  thta  bold  mank  drew  up  it  thorequeit  of  thu  VfiirUjin 
fiovemmpnt,  Tor  the  Kuldance  of  the  Secret  InquliHlon  of 
SLittP^  arc  to  atrocloui  ai  to  ieem  rather  ad  over-chargi!>d  latlre 
n[HiT\  dm>ni|ftin,  than  a  trtivtnoJ  poliiry,  terioUAlj  Inculcated, 
Afiil  bul  too  reaflHj  and  ronttantlf  purtunl. 

Th«  tplrlt,  In  which  these  nmiintifif  Father  Paul  are  con* 
ceired,  may  *>«  Judged  from  tJio  Initructioni  which  b©  flrei 
for  iho  mannRiMnotit  of  the  Venirtlan  colonlei  and  prixvliioet. 
Of  thii  former  he  lajrt :  — "  11  Cnut  leu  trAker  ctmikie  Am 
aniinaut:  f^rocw,  lei  ropier  lc»  dcnti,  et  let  frlflkt,  lot  hil- 
miliar  •mivent,  purtout  lem  ntcr  Ipi  orcoilotii  de  I'airuerrlr. 
Du  pain  et  le  bitort,  vollA  ce  qu*il  leur  Taut ;  gardotii  I'hu. 
inan(t<6  pouf  uim  mallleuro  ocaulon.'* 

for  lh»  trwfemwit  of  tb*  lyrorlnrei  he  adtUei  thui  r  — 
**  Tflodr*  I  di'piralller  ka  vlltaa  de  tcura  |irlrU6|rFi,  rAlri!  qm; 


Ulna  perish  er'rf  King  and  Slate, 
Tliat  rvn  the  gniity  race  ahe  fan. 

Strong  but  in  iU,  and  only  grenC 
By  ootrage  againet  God  and  man  I 

True*  ber  high  spirit  is  at  rest. 

And  all  those  da}  s  of  glory  gone. 
When  the  world's  wateis,  eMi  nnd  veat. 

Beneath  ber  white-wing'd  etmmtree  tliODe  ; 
When,  with  her  countless  barks  she  went 

To  meet  the  Orient  Empire^s  might,  ^ 
And  her  Giustiniams  sent 

Their  hundred  heroes  to  that  fight.  * 

Vanish'd  are  all  ber  pompa,  Hia  tme. 
But  mourn  them  not — ^for  Tanish'd*  too^ 
(Thanks  to  that  Pow'r^  who,  soon  or  bite, 

Hurls  to  the  dust  the  guilty  Great,) 
Are  all  the  outrage,  falsehood,  fhiud. 

The  chains^  the  rapine,  and  the  blood. 
That  filled  each  spot,  at  home,  abroad. 

Where  the  Republic's  stazkdaid  MMlL 
Desolate  Vcxicc  [  when  I  track 
Thy  haughty  coitrse  through  cenf  nes  back  ; 
Thy  ruthless  powV,  obey'd  but  curst — 

The  stern  machinery  of  thy  State, 
Which  hatred  would,  like  ste^m,  hare  burst. 

Had  stronger  fear  not  chill'd  ef*n  hate ;  *- 
Thy  perfidy^  stiti  worse  than  aught 
Thy  own  unbluBhing  Sahpi'  taught;  — 
Thy  friendship,  which,  o'er  all  beneath 
Its  fihadoWf  raio'd  down  dews  of  death ; — * 
Thy  Oligarohy's  Book  of  Gold, 

Ciosd  agmnst  humble  Virtue's  name,^ 
But  open'd  wide  for  slaTes  who  sold 

Their  native  land  to  thee  and  shame ;— « 
Thy  aU-perrading  host  of  spies. 

Watching  o'er  ev'ry  glance  and  breath, 

let  habitant  a'appaD^i^icnt,  et  que  leura  Mcuf  tolenf  adtcfi* 
par  left  Venltleai.  CeiiK  qui,  dan*  let  conieiU  muDklpantm,  ■• 
montreroQt  ou  plui  aud^cicux  ou  pliua  d^rouii  suft  iaitttlttit! 
la  popubtioD,  U  Taut  lei  pordre  ciu  lei  gagner  i  quekn>e  prtz 
que  ee  aoU  ;  n^/fn^  t*H  m  tronire  dans  Um  prt/tHncrt  Tweffwd 
eh^  de  partis  il/aut  tea  fjt termini  i%7U$  un  prilt^te  quctcom* 
fiar,  maia  en  evitant  dt  recourir  d  Utjuatice  ordimairt,  Qme  U 
poiaon  fmte  rqffice  de  bourrema^  ceia  e$t  mormi  odinu  et  I 
coup  plus  prqftiable." 

^  Cm)diM-t  of  Venice  Cowardi  her  alHea  and  i 
particulArly  to  unfortunate  Padua. ->^  Fate  of  Fraaeetco  Car- 
rare,  for  wbkh  •«?>e  Dam^  »oL  1L  p.  UI. 

^  '*  A  Perception  dc«  treitts  dtadiDtadmli  au  fraud  oniiMril 
pendant  la  inierro  dl  Chloiil,  11  n'eit  pai  arri?^  uneteole  fola 
que  le*  talefia  ou  lei  lerrlces  alent  para  1  ccstte  i>ol)4e*M  or* 
giMdUeoM  det  titre*  Auffluttit  paitr  t'otteolr  4Tec  elle."  — 
Damn. 

6  Among  those  admitted  to  the  honour  of  t»elii|r  lin«rrn>ed 
In  tbo  Libra  d'oro  were  lome  famlhed  of  Hrt^eio,  Trrrito,  and 
other  plAceit  wbote  only  cUlm  to  that  dlAllncllon  wa«  the  %«oi 
with  which  thirjr  prostrated  themaelrea  and  tbeir  eouoCryal 
the  fuct  of  Lhu  republic. 


^ 
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Till  mea  took'd  io  each  others*  eyes. 
To  read  their  chance  of  life  or  death  j-^ 

Thy  Imwt,  that  made  a  mart  of  hloodr 
And  legalii'd  the*  asaaaflia'i  knife ; — > 

Thy  suitless  cells  beneath  the  flood, 

And  rackfi^and  Leads  ^  that  hurut  out  life  ;- 

When  I  reTiew  all  this,  and  see 

The  doom  that  now  hath  fairn  on  thee ; 

Thy  nobles,  towVing  ooce  so  proud, 

TfaemaelTei  beneath  the  joke  now  bow'd^ — 

A  yoke,  by  no  one  grace  redeem 'd, 

Sueh  as,  of  old,  around  thee  beain'd. 

But  mean  and  base  as  e'er  yet  gaU'd, 

Earth's  tyrants,  when,  theinselves,  enthralled, - 

I  feel  the  moral  vengeance  sweet. 

And,  smiling  o'er  the  wreck,  repeat, 

•*  Thus  perish  evVy  King  and  State, 

**  That  tread  the  steps  which  Venice  trod, 
"  Strong  but  in  ill,  and  only  great, 

"  By  outrage  igiuDst  man  and  God  I  ** 


EXTRACT  VIL 

jMrdBjfram*t  Uemotn,  tpriutn  hff  kimu^.—S^fleetiom,  wAn 
aboul  to  read  Utem. 


Let  me,  a  moment,^ ere  with  fear  and  hope 
Of  gloooij,  glorious  things,  these  lea  vet  I  ope-^ 


>  Bj  the  tnCmoot  stalnliis  oC  the  State  InquJiklon  *,  aot 
ooly  wu  utaMliuAloin  recogniaed  mi  ■  rpfliuUr  mode  of  pu.iUjh- 
mvot,  Imt  tbU  iccret  power  or«r  II Tc  wu  d«lefated  to  ibeir 
mtoloQi  at  A  diitKDce,  with  xmv\j  u  much  faxX^kij  m»  m  licfineo 
li  giTCD  uader  the  gsme  Uvi  of  Boglaasd.  The  only  rtsittl6> 
doo  teems  to  have  tMseo  tbs  DeceiAlty  of  appljiinf  tar  aoew 
cettlfioUe,  after  every  lodlrMuaJ  emerclie  of  the  power. 

*  **  L.«i  prlioDi  del  plombt ;  c'eit-jl'dlire  cei  rotiTnalte*  or* 
dentet  q)i*ii»Q  mrxW  dlitrf bu^i  en  pelllei  eellulei  wnii  lei  ter- 
raM««  qui  tour  rent  Je  paltii," 

>  Piaphon.  l»  order  in  attract  the  Btteultoa  of  the  world, 
t«ugbt  miiititi^dei  ai  blrdi  in  fppak  hit  name,  «nd  Iben  let 
tbem  fly  Awmj  \n  vaJiout  dlrectioDi ;  whence  the  proverb, 


»  M.  I>iini  ha«  given  an  alMtract  ^f  tbeie  Statute!,  from  a 
t  to  tbeBtbllotfactiiM  du  Uol,  and  It  1 1  hardly  crtNltbta 
lodi  a  fytten  or  trvacherj  and  cruelty  ibould  ever  havs 
I  iiBtabliihed  by  «af  gof  ernment,  or  Aubmitied  to,  for  ad 
,  hf  snj  people.  Ainoitf  Taxlou*  preoiutloni  agmimt 
Ika  fntrigue*  of  their  own  yo^tet,  we  fLihd  the  Iblliawlog  t  «— 
**  FoQr  periuad«>r  aux  ^raogm  qu'll  (tait  diadla  «l  dwtfe- 
raitx  d'entrrtenfr  quf!tq,ue  Ixitrisue  lecriMc  avee  tei  itolsflM  V4- 
nitie«is,fl<i  im>aglna  die  Calre  averlir  myit^Hciuementle  Nomre 
du  Pape  (aHQ  qu»  let autrei  mlnlitm  en  fUMcnt  informi^t)  que 
I'liHtuliUlan  arait  auUirli<(^  let  patrkleni  I  puigTiArder  ^uicon- 
qot  enaieralt  d«  tenter  leur  fidelfte.  Malt  cralgnaot  que  les 
amlMiaadetin  ne  pr^tAiient  toi  dllBcilietiieut  A  une  d^libirallon, 
quieo  eft^a'exlitalt  pai,  rioquiittloD  roulait  pixmrarqu^elle 


As  one,  in  fairy  tale,  to  whom  the  key 

Of  some  eDchaoter*8  secret  halEi  is  giy'ii, 
Doubts,  while  he  enters,  slowly,  tremhlijigly. 

If  he  shall  meet  with  shapes  from  hell  or  heaven — 
Let  me,  a  moment^  think  what  thottsandi  liTe 
O'er  the  wide  earth  this  instant,  who  would  giTC, 
Gladly,  whole  sleepless  nights  to  bend  the  brow 
Over  these  precious  leaves,  as  1  do  now. 
How  aU  who  know — and  where  is  he  unknown? 
To  what  far  region  hare  his  songs  not  flown, 
Like  Psaphon's  birds  ^,  speaking  their  master's 

name, 
[n  ev'ry  language,  syllabled  by  Fame  ?— 
How  all,  whoVe  felt  the  Tarioiui  spells  combin'd 
Within  the  circle  of  that  master-mind, ^» 
Like  spells,  derived  from  many  a  star,  and  met 
Together  in  some  wond'rous  amulet, — 
Would  bum  to  know  when  first  the  Light  awoke 
In  his  young  soul, — ^nd  if  the  gleams  that  broke 
From  that  Aurora  of  his  genius,  raia'd 
Moit  pain  or  bliss  in  those  on  whom  thuy  blai'di 
Would  love  to  trace  the*  unfolding  of  that  pow'r, 
^Vhich  hath  grown  ampler,  grander,  ev'ry  hour; 
And  feel,  in  watching  o'er  his  first  advance, 

As  did  the'  Egyptian  truTeller*,  when  he  stood 
By  the  young  Nile,  and  ikthom'd  with  his  lance 

The  fast  small  fountains  of  that  mighty  AockL 

They,  too,  who,  mid  the  scornful  thoughts  that 
dwell 
In  his  rich  fancy,  tinging  all  its  streams, — 


en  £CaH  capable.  Elle  ordminadbt  recheTchei  pour  d^courrlr 
i*U  a'yavajt  p«i  datu  Vefilxe  quelque  ekllfiau-dcituiilucom« 
mim,  qui  eOt  rompu  «od  ban  ;  eniuJte  ua  de«  ptttrtcJieili  qui 
Haient  auz  giigei  du  trlbuQal,  re^fut  latnliiton  d'aiaaMlner  ce 
maUMoreux,  et  rordre  du  iVn  ranter,  en  dtiaat  qiit^ll  t'&talt 
porte  t  ceCacte,  parce  que  cebuii>nt  ttait  rafeni  d'uo  mlniitro 
ftranger,  et  aralt  chcrchifi  lecorrompre.'* — *'  Remarquoni/* 
addi  M,  Paru,  "  que  cecl  o'eit  pa«  une  ilnple  anecdote  ;  c'cst 
une  miiiJoD  proJetiM,  di&Ubi^r6e,ecriie  d'arance  ;  uoe  rjl^gle  de 
QooduSle  traofee  psr  dej  bommea  grave*  \  leuri  lUcceiDeuri, 
ei  caDilgn|<e  dajii  dei  itatuti/' 

Tbe  CM*c*,  ia  which  auaulnAlJoo  U  ordered  hj  theie  Sta. 
tutei,  are  ai  follow :  — 

*'  Un  ourrler  d«  Varfenal,  tin  chef  de  cequ'on  appcllv  parral 
taanuilai  le  menitrance,  paualt-ll  au  lerrlced^we  iiulMance 
iCmngire:  il  TiUlalt  le  faire  aiiAiilner.  furtoiit  il  cV^talt  un 
homme  rtjnitk  brave  et  haLUu  daiDt  la  pror&iilon/'  ( Art.  i. 
de*  Statntt.} 

"  Avalt-ll  commit  quelque  artlofi  qu'oti  ne  Jugealt  pai  I 
prc^i  de  punir  Jurldiquement.  on  devait  le  faire  empolion* 
m;rr(Art,Ur 

"  Un  artiian  p4j»ait-ll  I  I'^Cranger  en  j  ekportanC  quelqiM 
pTOtidk  do  rinduitrfe  natlonalt:  c'ltait  encore  an  erime 
capita],  que  la  lot  itKannuo  ordooaalt  de  punJr  par  im  ssaaa- 
iJiiat."  (Art.  'iS.) 

Tbc  rarllity  Kith  vhkh  tHey  got  Hd  of  Ibeir  Duke  of  Bed- 
fordi.  Lord  Fitiwllllajni,  Ae>  was  adnfralble  :  It  wai  thui :  — 

**  Le  pairiden  qui  «e  permHtalt  t»  moLodre  propot  contre 
le  goaTemcment,  f  laH  admoo^ti  deux  ToLi,  et  i  la  traUldiM 
nopi  evmtme  mcorrigAle*'*    {Arl.  K,) 


^^^^^^^^^^^^ 

446                                              MOORE'S  WORKa 

1 

Ai  if  thf  Star  of  Bitt^^mefls,  which  fell 

On  earth  of  old  >,  liiid  tooch'd  thifm  with  its 

EXTRACT  VUL 

Vmtcm, 

Can  track  a  spirit,  which,  though  driTen  to  hate, 

FtrntOf  Beauty  at  Venice. -^Nokmstr  whtU  ii  WMmtMt  TVtatf 

From  Nature*t  hands  come  kind^  affectionate ; 

«/  TiliaH.  —  Hi*  MUtrtts.  ~  VarioHt  Forvis  ii»  which  he 

And  which,  er*n  now,  struck  as  it  is  with  hlight. 

h^i  painicti  her  ^Vcmwu*^  Divhte  and  prt^ttnt  Lome, — La 
Fr^eittiA  d'Amorc^P^ut  rertmeat. — Hit  Womfn,'^M9t' 

Comes  out,  at  times,  in  lovers  own  oative  light  j^- 

rtagt  qf  Cana. —  Chora^er  qf  IkUitm  Seemiy — R^hatl 

How  gbdly  all,  whoVe  watch'd  these  struggling  mys 

Forwif^na.  -^  Modttty. 

Of  a  bright,  ruiu'd  spirit  through  his  lays. 

Would  here  inqctire,  as  ttova  his  own  fVank  lips, 

Thy  brave,  thy  learn'd,  have  poas'd  away : 

Wlial  desolating  grief,  what  wrongs  had  driven 

Thy  beautiful !  —  ah,  where  are  they? 

m 

That  noble  nature  into  cald  eclipse  ; 

The  forms,  the  faces,  that  once  shone. 

■ 

Like  emui?  fair  orb  that,  once  a  sun  in  heaven, 

Mudels  <if  grace,  in  Titian's  eye. 

1 

And  lR»m,  not  only  to  surprise*  but  cheer 

V^Tiere  are  ihey  now  ?  while  fiowera  live  on 

1 

With  warmth  and  lustre  all  within  its  sphere. 

In  ruin'd  places,  why,  oh  why 

Is  now  m  <jueneli*d,  tbat  of  its  grandeur  last* 

Must  Beauty  thus  with  Glory  die? 

Nought,  but  the  wide,  cold  shadow  which  it  casts ! 

That  maid,  whose  lips  would  stiD  have  iDOv*d, 
Could  art  have  breathed  a  spirit  tlirough  them  ; 

Eventful  volume !  whatsoe'er  the  change 

Whose  varying  charms  her  artist  lov*d 

iM  scene  and  clime — the'  adventures,  hold  and 

More  fondly  ev'ry  time  he  drew  them, 

strange —                                                     I 

(So  oft  beneath  his  touch  they  pas»*d. 

The  griefs— the  frailties,  but  too  franklj  told — 

Each  semblance  fiirer  ihao  the  last) ; 

The  loves,  the  feuds  thy  pages  may  unfold. 

Wearing  each  shape  tbat  Fancy*s  range 

■ 

If  Truth  with  half  so  prompt  a  hand  imloeks 

Offers  to  Love  —  jet  still  the  one 

■ 

His  virtues  as  his  failings,  we  shall  ind 

Fair  idol,  seen  through  ei-ery  change. 

m 

The  record  there  of  friendshipa,  held  like  rocks. 

Like  facets  of  some  orient  stone,— 

m 

And  enmities,  like  sun-touch'd  snow,  resign*d;    ' 

In  each  the  same  bright  image  shown. 

Of  ftnilty,  cherished  without  change  or  chill. 

Sometimes  a  Veuu&,  imarray'd 

In  those  who  serv'd  him,  young,  and  serve  him  stiU  j 

But  in  her  beauty^ — ^ sometimes  decked 

m 

Of  gen'rous  aid,  giv*n  with  that  noiseless  art 

In  costly  raiment,  as  a  maid 

I 

Which  wakes  not  pride,  to  many  a  wounded  heart ; 

That  kings  might  for  a  throne  select* 

I 

Of  acts — ^hnt,  no  —  nut  from  hiiuself  must  aught 

Now  high  and  proud,  like  one  who  thought 

■ 

t  tf  the  bright  features  of  his  life  be  sought. 

The  world  should  at  her  feet  be  brought ; 

■ 

While  thevi  who  court  the  world,  like  Mii,tos"s 

Now,  with  a  look  reproached,  sad, — » 

■ 

cloud,  3 

Unwonted  look  from  brow  so  glad  ;  — 

"Turn  forth  their  silver  lining  "  on  the  crowd. 

And  telling  of  a  pain  too  deep 

This  gifted  Being  wraps  himself  in  night  j 

For  tongue  to  speak  or  eyes  to  weep. 

And,  keeping  all  that  softens,  and  adorns,            , 

Sometiroest  through  allegory's  veil. 

And  gildH  his  social  nature  hid  Irom  sight. 

Id  double  semblance  seen  to  shine. 

■ 

^^^ 

1.      Turns  by t  its  darkness  on  a  world  be  scorns. 

Telling  a  strange  and  mystic  tale 

■ 

^^^^1^1 

Of  Love  Profane  and  Love  Divine—* 

■ 

^^hip 

Akin  in  features,  but  in  heart 

■ 

^^v^ 

As  far  as  earth  and  hcav*o  apart. 

r 

Or  else  (by  quaint  device  to  prove 
The  frailty  of  all  worldly  love) 

■ 

, 

Holding  a  globe  of  glass,  as  thin 

■ 

1 

As  air- blown  bubbles,  in  her  hand, 

■ 

^^^_ 

_ 

With  a  young  Love  confin'd  therein. 

■ 

Vr 

Whose  wings  seem  waiting  to  expand— 

1 

i^ 

J  "  Ami  rh*"  name  *>f  the  ttar  Ii  c«U«!  wormwood,  and  lJi» 

^  Alludet  pArtlcutftrly  to  the  portrait  of  ber  in  the  Sdarni 

1 

tliird  part  «}r  the  wnEcrJi  b*o«ne  wormwood-"  —  /icu.  vllL 

co4tectioi)  at  Rome,  whera  the  look  of  mouraful  reproach  lb 
tboM  ftiU,  itwdowj  eyei,  m  If  th*  had  been  ui^iuttf  acci»«l 

*                                           *'  D\A  «  lablf  cloud 

of  ioin«thlof  wroDg,  It  axquUitff. 

H 

Turn  f<wth  h«r  ilker  tlning  m  ib«  aliat?** 

•  !%«  flne  trfctura  tn  tlw  Fftluto  BorgheM.  eallea  (K  (i  not 

■ 

Camm 

«aijr  to  Mj  why)  **  Sicrnl  iiui  ProCaria  Lot«,"  la  whteh  Uft 

■ 

»  In  tli«  Trtbimo  at  Florence, 

two  flffura,  ilttlng  oa  tlw  «dc«  of  tb«  fountain,  sr*  •vtdsBllf 

I 

*  In  l)w»  Pi]«tio  FitU. 

portrait*  of  Uit  ume  p«r»oii. 

1 

I 
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And  telling,  by  her  anxioui  eyes, 
Th&t,  if  that  frail  orb  bredui,  he  fliet  I  > 

ThoQ,  too,  with  tonch  magnificent, 

Pit'L  of  Vebona  ! — where  ate  they, 
Tht*  oriental  forms «,  that  lent 

Tby  canTasfl  Buch  a  bright  array  ? 
Noble  and  gorgeous  damt%  whose  dresi 
Seems  part  of  their  own  loveliness  ; 
Like  the  sun's  drapery,  which,  at  eve, 
Thcfloatlog  clouds  around  him  weave 
Of  light  they  from  himself  receive  i 
Where  h  there  now  the  living  face 

Like  tbose  that,  in  thy  fiuptial  throng,^ 
By  their  superb,  voluptuous  grace. 
Make  us  forget  the  time,  the  place. 

The  holy  guests  they  smile  among,  — 
Till,  in  that  feast  of  beaveD-sent  wine. 
We  fli'e  no  nuracles  but  thine. 

If  e'er,  except  in  Painting's  dream, 

There  bloom 'd  such  beauty  here,  'tis  gone,^ 
Gone,  like  tbe  face  that  in  the  stream 

Of  Ocean  for  an  instant  shone, 
\^lien  Venus  at  that  mirror  gave 
A  last  look,  ere  she  left  the  wave. 
And  tbougb,  among  the  crowded  wayi. 
We  oft  are  startled  by  the  blaze 
Of  eyes  that  pass,  with  fitful  light. 
Like  firc-0ie8  on  the  wing  at  night,* 
'Tis  not  that  nobler  beauty,  giv'n 
To  show  how  angels  look  in  heav'n. 
Ev*n  in  its  shape  most  pure  and  fair, 

Tis  Beauty,  with  but  half  her  zone, — 
All  that  can  warm  the  Sense  b  there. 

But  the  Soul's  deeper  charm  is  flown  i^ 
*Tis  Raphael's  Fomarina,— warm, 

Luxiiriant,  arch,  but  imrefin'd ; 
A  flower,  round  which  the  noontide  swarm 

Of  young  Desires  may  buzz  and  wind. 
But  where  true  Love  no  rreasure  meets, 
Worth  hoarding  in  bis  hive  of  eweets. 

Ah»  DO,  —  for  this,  and  for  the  hue 

Upon  the  rounded  cheek,  wbich  tells 
How  fresh,  within  the  heart,  this  dew 

Of  Ix)i?e'8  nurifled  sweetness  dwells, 
We  must  go  back  to  our  own  Isles, 

Where  Modesty,  which  here  but  gives 
A  rare  and  transient  grace  to  smites. 

In  the  heart  s  holy  centre  lives ; 

i  Thl«  fiuidrul  lU^gnry  U  the  •ubj«ct  ofs  picture  bj  Titian 
In  (b<«  potMiAiloQ  oTtlie  Mftrqutt  Caxnblui  at  Turin.  wIiok  col* 
lection,  though  tmtiK  cootaioa  tmoa  bouttrul  tpecimcni  of 
■U  tb«  gi«at  nu*t«ri. 

•  Ai  Puil  Veroficw  fav«  but  Uttle  Into  the  Aran  MUdJ;  hk 


And  thence,  as  from  her  throne  diffaies 
0*er  thoughts  and  looks  so  bland  a  reign. 

That  not  a  thought  or  feeling  loses 
Itg  fireahness  in  that  gentle  clmiD. 


EXTRACT  IX, 

Venice, 
Tke  EnifliMh  lobe  met  %pith  nery  wktre.  *-  Jipt  amil  Thread* 

needie  Street. ^TkeSimpion  amd  tMe  Stockt Ragejbr  tea- 

veiUng.  —  Blue  Stodting§  among  the  nahabeet.  —  Paraaob 
amf  Fsframttt$.  —  Met.  Hopkins  and  the  Wail  qf  CMna, 

And  is  there  then  no  earthly  place. 

Where  we  can  rest,  in  dream  Elysiati, 
Without  some  curst,  round  English  face. 

Popping  tip  near,  to  break  the  vision  f 
'Mid  northern  lokes^  'mid  southern  vtnei, 

Unholy  cits  we're  doom'd  to  meet ; 
Nor  highest  Alps  nor  Apennines 

Are  sacred  from  Threadneedle  Street  I 

If  up  the  Simplon's  path  we  wind. 
Fancying  we  leare  this  world  behindt 
Sueh  pleasant  sounds  solute  one's  ear 
As*—**  Boddish  news  from  'Change,  mj  dear— 
"  The  Funds  =»(phew,  curse  this  ugly  hill) — 
"  Are  lowVing  fast  — (what,  higher  st'dl?)  — 
"  And — (isooks,    we're   mounting  up  to  hea- 

Ten!)  — 
"  Will  soon  be  down  to  sixty-seven/' 

Go  where  we  may— rest  where  we  will. 
Eternal  London  haunts  us  still. 
The  trash  of  Aimack's  or  Fleet  Ditch  — 
And  scarce  a  pin'a  heod  difference  which  — 
Miles,  though  ev'n  to  Greece  we  run, 
With  every  rill  from  Helicon  ! 
And,  if  this  rage  for  travelling  I 
If  Cockneys,  of  tdl  aect^  and  castes^ 
Old  maidens,  aldermen,  and  Sfiuires, 
Wiii  leave  their  puddings  and  coal  fires, 
To  gape  at  things  in  foreign  lands, 
No  soul  among  theoi  understands ; 
If  Blues  desert  their  coteries, 
To  show  off  'mong  the  Wahabees  ; 
If  neither  sex  nor  age  controls. 
Nor  fear  of  Mamelukes  forbids 

iroiDeii  nuij  be  rrgardod  u  pretty  cloie  JmltMloot  of  tb«  Ltviof 
model  I  which  V«iilc«  ftflbrdedl  in  his  tlmci. 

^  Th(r  Marriagt  of  Cana. 

4  **  Crrtiiin  H  U  (Ai  Artbur  Yoirog  trul j  aod  feellnglf  ttjt> 
one  now  aikI  then  meett  with  t«nible  ejei  to  luJj/* 


w 
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Youn^  ladie«,  with  pink  panuols, 

Ta  gUde  among  the  Pyramidfl  i  — 

Those  eyes  and  lips  give  back  the  same  ; 

Why,  tfatfD^  farewell  all  hope  to  find 

And  still  I  gaie,  and  still  they  keep 

1 

A  spot,  thai*t  tree  from  LoDdoD*kiiid  I 

SmUing  thus  on  me^ — till  I  weep! 

Who  knowft,  if  to  the  West  we  roim. 

Our  little  boy,  too,  knows  it  well. 

Bat  we  nmj  find  some  Blue  **  at  home  "  • 

For  there  I  lead  him  eTery  day, 

Among  the  BlaekM  of  Carolina — 

And  teach  his  lisping  lips  to  tell 

Or,  fl  jing  to  the  Eastward,  see 

Tb«  name  of  one  that's  far  away. 

Some  Mrs.  Hopkins,  lakiog  tea 

Forgiire  roe,  lo¥e,  hut  tbus  alone 

And  toait  upon  the  Wall  of  China  I 

My  time  is  cheered,  while  thoa  sit  gODCu 

EXTRACT  X 

EXTRACT  XL 

Flonflies. 

Had  tut. 

r<rKM  qf  i/ijp/w/yta  to  Afr  Huibamd 

No — ^  'tis  not  the  region  where  Love's  to  be  found — 
They  have  bosoms  that  sigh,  they  have  glances 

They  tell  me  thoa'rt  the  faTonr'd  guest « 

that  rove, 

Of  every  fair  aad  brill iam  throng ; 

They  have  language  a  Sappho's  own  Up  m%ht 

No  wit,  like  thine,  to  wake  the  je§t, 

resound, 

No  voice  like  thine,  to  breathe  the  song. 

When  she  warbled  her  best  —but  they've  nothing 

And  oone  could  guess,  so  guy  thou  art, 

like  Love, 

1 

That  thoy  and  I  are  far  apart. 

Ala»,  alas,  how  diffVent  t^ows, 

Nor  is*£  that  pure  sentiment  only  they  want. 

With  thee  and  me  the  time  away. 

Which  Heav'n  for  the  mild  and  the  tranqaO 

Not  that  I  wish  thee  sad,  heaTen  knows — 

hath  made  — 

1 

SliU,  if  thou  caD5t,  he  light  and  gay  ', 

Calm,  wedded  afiFeclioa,  that  home-rooted  plant* 

I  only  know  that  without  thee 

Which  sweetens  Beclusion,  and  smile*  in  the 

The  sun  himself  ia  dark  for  me* 

shade ; 

1 

Thy  I  put  on  the  jewels  rare 

That  feeling,  which,  after  long  years  have  gone  by, 

Thou'st  alwayi  lov'd  to  see  me  wear? 

Remains,  like  a  portrait  we've  sat  for  in  yonth« 

Do  I  perftime  the  locks  that  thou 

Where,  ev*n  though  the  flush  of  the  eolonrs  may  fly,* 

So  oft  hast  braided  o'er  my  brow. 

The  features  still  live,  in  their  first  smiling  troth  i 

1 

Tbus  deek'd,  through  festive  crowds  to  nm, 

And  all  the'  assembled  world  to  see, — 

That  union,  where  all  that  in  Woman  is  kind. 

All  but  tbe  one,  the  absent  one, 

With  all  that  in  Man  most  ennoblingly  towers. 

Worth  more  than  present  worlds  to  me  ! 

Grow  wreath'd  into  one — like  the  column,  combin'd 

No,  nothing  cheers  (his  widow 'd  heart — 

Of  the  tttrenglh  of  the  shaft  and  the  capital's 

My  onl>-  joy,  from  thee  apart. 

Jlow*rM. 

From  thi*c  thyself,  is  sitting  hours 

And  days,  before  thy  pietur'd  form— 

Of  this — bear  ye  witness,  ye  wives,  ev*ry  where. 

That  dream  of  thee,  which  Raphael's  pow*r« 

By  the  Arno,  the  Po,  by  all  Italtt's  streams — 

Have  made  with  all  but  Life-breath  warm  X 

Of  this  heart- wedded  love,  so  delicious  to  share. 

And  OS  I  smile  to  it,  and  say 

Not  a  husband  hath  even  one  glimpse  in  his 

The  words  I  speak  to  thee  in  phtyi 

dreams. 

1 

1  It  wAk  plnJi  fpfnftTJ,,  I  bclJcro^  that  tbc  InuglcmitJDii  of 

NoQ  celeb  ret  ludoi  EutLi  fpcctare  dleboi* 

the  Frenth  tnirelkr  couJur«ii  ujj.                                               i 

•               •                •               • 

*  Utque  (brunt  l«tu«  coutIvIa  leu 

Sola  tuo*  TuUui  rercTeni  RAph»ellft  im^ga 

1 

Bt  odabna  lenlla  otk  mUtn  Joctp  \ 

Tivta.  iiuinu,  curaA  aJ.levat  UAque  meu. 

Ant  clthArm  juMtiiruiii  iittfctuiii  cantuqms  c^JansH]. 

Ilcl  mlhl.  quam  diipar  nunc  xrwik  vita  iww  \ 

AUoquor  <<  tanquMn  redden  verb*  qtMMS. 

Nee  mthl  dUpllcoum  ll^A^  aunt  tlbl  gratJi;  •«<]  Ipu  cit. 

Au«aiu  tiutuque  mlhf  utp*  IIU  ttdHur 

Ti<  ilnrn  lux  oeullt  pt-ne  Infmlcsi  mcli. 

Dkfire  velte  alJquJJ  vt  tu«  verba  loqul. 

■ 

Noti  Auro  nut  germniS  cajnit  cuoniare  nltentl 

AitioKlt  twlbotiuc  (Nitrem  puvr  ur«  Mlutat. 

■ 

Mo  jural,  aut  ArjitKi  ipwrfere  odore  comat: 

Hoc  lolor  loDg«i  di!^pLoquo  dlei. 

ft 

i. 
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Btit  it  is  not  this,  only  i — born  fnll  of  the  light 
Of  a  Bim,  from  whose  fount  the  luscufiiint  festoons 

Of  these  beantifiil  valleys  drink  lustre  so  bright. 
That,  beside  him,  our  suns  of  ihe  north  are  but 
moons, — 

We  might  foncy^  at  leasts  like  their  ollmate  they 
bum*d  J 
And  that  Love^  though  unused,  io  this  region  of 
gpring, 
To  be  thus  to  a  tame  Household  Deity  tnrn'd. 
Would  jet  be  all  soul,  when  abroad  on  the  wing« 

And  there  ma^  he,  there  are,  thoie  eitploAioas  of 
hearti, 
Which  bursty  when  the  senees  have  first  caught 
the  flame ; 
Such  fits  of  the  blood  as  those  climates  impart. 
Where  Lore  is  a  stm-stroke,  that  maddens  the 
frame. 

But  that  Passion,  which  apringa  in  the  depth  of 
the  BOol ; 

Whose  beginnings  are  virginly  pure  as  the  source 
Of  some  small  mountain  rivulef,  destined  to  roll 

Asa  torrent,  ere  long,  losing  peace  init«  course — 

A  ootiTfte,  to  which  Modesty's  struggle  but  lends 
A  more  headlong  descent,  without  chance  of 
recall; 

But  which  Modesty  ev'n  to  the  last  edge  attends. 
And,  thc*n,  throws  a  halo  of  tears  round  its  fail  1 

Thifi  exquisite  Passion — ^ay,  exquisite,  even 
Mid  the  ruin  its  madness  too  often  hath  made. 

As  it  keeps,  even  then,  a  bright  trace  of  the  heaven. 
That  heaTcn  of  V  irtue  ft-om  w  hich  it  has  «tray  *d — 

This  entirencfl<  of  love,  which  can  only  be  found, 
Where  Woman,  like  something  that**  holy, 
watched  orer, 

And  fenc'd,  from  her  childhood^  with  purity  round. 
Comes,  body  and  soul,  fresh  as  Spring,  to  a  lover ! 

Where  not  an  eye  answers^  iffhere  not  a  hand 
presses. 
Till  spirit  with  spirit  in  sympathy  move  j 
And  the  Senses,  asleep  in  their  sacred  recesses, 
Can   only  be   reach'd  through  the   temple  of 
Love  1  — 

This  perfection  of  Passion — how  can  it  be  found, 
Where  the  mystery  nature  hath   hung  round 
the  tie 

*  BtTgAino  —  tlj«  blrtta^plJiOd,  It  ii  taJJ,  of  HArlequIn. 


By  which  soul^  are  together  attracted  and  bound. 
Is  laid  open,  for  ever,  to  heart,  ear^  and  eyej — 

Where  nought  of  that  innocent  doubt  can  exist, 
That  ignorance,   even   than  knowledge  more 
bright. 
Which  circles  the  young,  like  the  room's  sunny 
mist, 
And  curtains  them  round  id  their  own  natiTe 
light;  — 

Where  Experience  leaves  nothing  for  Love  to  reveal, 
Or  for  Fanc3\in  visioDs»toglearao*er  the  thought; 

But  the  truths  which,  akinc,  we  would  die  to  conceal 
From  the  maiden's  young  heart,  are  the  ohI^  ones 
taught 

No,  no,  'tis  not  here,  howsoever  we  sigh. 

Whether  parely  to  Hymen's  ane  planet  we  pray, 

Or  adore,  like  8abfcans,  each  light  of  Love's  sky. 
Here  ij  not  the  region,  to  fix  or  to  stray. 

For  faithless  in  wedlock,  in  gallantry  gross. 
Without  honour  to  guard,  or  reserve  to  restrain, 

IVhat  have  they,  a  husband  can  mourn  as  a  loss  ? 
Wfmi  have  they,  a  lover  can  prijte  a«  a  gain  ? 


EXTRACT  XIL 

Fltirrncf. 
Mutic  fn  Italif.  —  BisttppotnUd  ^  ii.  —  BctvttteJiotu  ttf  otA^r 
TYmrt  imd  FHtnda —  DaiUm,  —  Sit  John  StcPttuom.  —  Hit 
Dtmgli^er.  —  Miuical  Eweningt  togrtMcr. 


If  it  be  true  that  Music  reigns, 

Supreme,  in  Itai^v's  soft  shades, 
'Tis  like  that  Harmony,  so  famous, 
AmoQg  the  spheres,  which.  He  of  Samos 
Declared,  had  such  transcendent  merit. 
That  not  a  sou!  on  earth  could  hear  it; 
For,  far  as  I  have  come — ^from  Lakes, 
Mliose  sleep  the  Tramontana  breaks, 
Through  Mila>\  and  that  land,  which  gave 

The  Hero  of  the  rainbow  vest^  ' 
By  MiNcio's  banks,  and  by  that  wave,' 

Which  made  Veronals  bard  so  blest^ 
Places,  that  (like  the  Attic  shore. 

Which  rung  back  music,  when  the  sea 
Struck  on  its  marge)  should  be,  all  o'er, 

Thrilling  alive  with  melody  — 
I've  heard  no  music — not  a  note 
Of  such  sweet  native  airs  as  float, 

>  The  Uffo  dl  Guda. 
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In  m]r  own  lanclt  among  tlii>  throng. 

But  yet^ — though  Time  sowe  fbli&i^  rendsi. 

And  speak  our  nation's  soul  for  song, 

The  stem,  the  Friendship,  stUl  is  ours ; 
And  long  may  it  endure,  as  green. 

Nfty»  ev'n  in  higher  i^alks,  where  Art 

And  fresh  as  it  hath  always  bees  1 

1 

Performs,  as  'tTs-ere»  the  gardener^s  part. 

. 

L 

And  richer,  if  not  sweeter,  makes 

How  I  have  wander'd  from  my  theme  I              ^^| 

The  flow'rs  she  from  the  wild- hedge  takes— 

But  where  is  he,  that  could  return                   ^^^ 

Ev'q  there,  no  voice  hath  chann'd  my  ear. 

To  such  cold  subjects  from  a  dreani. 

No  taste  hath  won  my  perfect  praise, 

Throngh  which  these  best  of  fcellxigs  btim?^- 

Like  thine,  dear  fri«nd  '— loog,  truly  dear — 

Not  all  the  works  of  Science,  Art, 

Thine,  and  thy  lov  d  Olivia's  Uiys, 

Or  Genius  in  tbis  world  are  worth                   j 

^ 

She,  always  beautiful,  and  growing 

One  genuine  sigh,  that  from  the  heart                  ^^| 

Still  more  so  eT'ry  note  she  sings— 

Friendship  or  Love  draws  freshly  forth*          ^^^ 

n 

Like  an  inspired  young  Sihj] '',  glowini^ 

With  her  own  bright  imaginings  ! 

And  thou,  most  worthy  to  be  lied 
lo  music  to  her,  as  m  love. 

Breathing  that  tangoage  hy  her  side, 

AH  other  language  far  aboTe, 
Eloquent  Son;^ — whose  tones  and  words 

EXTRACT  XIIL 

In  ev'rj'  heart  find  answering  chords ! 

Room. 
lUjUctitms  Oft  reading  Du  Ccrteaw't  dooimmi  iff  Ar  Cam- 

How  happy  once  the  hours  we  past. 

tpiracy  qf  Rttmi,  in  1J47.*—  Tke  MrtUmg  «r  Mr  Om- 
ipiratxfrt  on  the  Mght  of  ike  \SHh  qf  %lap  —  Thtir  Fn- 

Singing  or  listening  all  day  long. 

eeutom  m  ike  Morning  to  ike  CapUoL—  JHmzf§  Sfter^, 

Till  Time  itself  se*m*d  changU  at  last. 

To  music,  and  we  Hv'd  in  song  I 

*TwAa  a  proud  moment  —  ev'n  to  hear  the  wotils 

Turning  the  leaves  of  Hatdn  o'er, 

Of  Truth    and   Freedom   *mid    these  tenifilefl 

As  quicks  beneath  her  master  hand. 

breath'd, 

They  open'd  all  their  hrilliant  store. 

And  see^  once  more,  the  Forum  shine  witib  swordi^ 

Like  chambers*  touch'd  hy  fairy  wand  j           i 

In  the  Republic's  sacred  name  unaheatb'd-^ 

Or  o*er  the  page  of  3Iozart  bending, 

That  glimpse,  that  vision  of  a  brighter  day. 

Now  by  his  airy  warbllngs  cbeer'd. 

For  bis  dear  Rqbte,  must  to  a  Roman  be» 

Now  in  his  mournful  J^eijuiem  blending 

Short  as  it  was»  worth  ages  pasi*d  away 

Voices,  through  which  the  heart  was  heard. 

In  the  dull  lapse  of  hopeless  slavery. 

And  stilly  to  lead  our  ev'ning  choir, 

'Twas  on  a  night  of  May,  beneath  that  moon, 

Was  He  invoked,  thy  lov'd-one's  Sire—' 

Which  had,  through  m&oy  an  age,  seen  Time  untmie 

He,  who,  if  aught  of  grace  there  be 

The  strings  of  this  Great  Empire,  till  tt  fell 

In  the  wiid  notes  I  write  or  sing. 

From  his  rude  hands,  a  broken,  silent  shell  — 

First  smooth 'd  their  links  of  hamiony, 

The  sound  of  the  church  clock  *,  near  Ai>riajv*8 

And  lent  them  charms  ihcy  did  not  bring;  — 

Tombj 

He,  of  the  gentlest,  simplest  heart. 

Summoned  the  warriors,  who  had  riseo  for  Rons, 

With  whom,  omploy'd  in  his  sweet  art. 

To  meet  unarmed,  —  with  none  to  watch  them 

(That  art,  which  gives  this  world  of  ours 

there. 

A  notion  how  they  speak  in  heav*n») 

But  God  s  own  eye,  — ^and  pass  the  night  in  prayV, 

Fve  pass'd  more  bright  and  charmed  hours 

Holy  beginning  of  a  holy  cause, 

Than  all  earth's  wisdom  could  have  giv'n. 

When  heroes,  girt  for  Freedom's  combat,  pause 

Oh  happy  days,  oh  early  friends. 

Before  high  Heav'n,  and,  bumble  in  their  might. 

How  Life,  since  then,  hath  lost  its  flow*rs  t 

Call  down  iu  blessing  on  that  ooming  fighL 

•  EdwArd   Tulle  Dakoa.   th«   Ant  hutMnd  o(  Sir  Jolui 

StcvcQjon'i  tUtighliT.  Ill*  l»t«  MarcblonPfli  of  Hi^Aiifott. 

was  tlic  ton  <»rs  tettudraM^ 

*  Such  u  lhoi«af  Doroenlciilno  In  the  PaJL«ixa  ItorghiMie 

>  It  ti  not  essjT  to  diseover  whiit  ehttrcii  ti  mrml  bf  Du 

•t  the  CApitol.  «tc. 

Cerceau  Kert  t  —  **  tl  Ot  crier  dani  !#•  nw*  de  Rome,  k  ton  de 

■  Hir  John  HkevottBon. 

trtimp««  que  chacun  rftt  1  m  trouvcr,  ««n«  •rmet,  U  null  do    , 

*  Thu  "  Conjuration  il«  NicoLu  Gaibrin),  dit  d«  RIonil/'bf 

ImdcAalft.  dUiieuvi^«,  daiii  I'^cHfe  du  cUACeau  da  a«iot>- 

Dm  JmuK  Du  rvroMU,  U  cblely  Uketi  tVom  tbo  mucii  more 

Ang«,  Ml  Km  dt  U  cloche,  alLn  d«  paurtoir  au  Bon  EtmJ* 
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At  dawE,  in  arms,  went  forth  tbe  patriot  band  j 
And,  as  the  breeze,  fresh  from  tht  Tiber,  iiiiin'd 
Their  gilded  gonfalons,  all  eyes  couhl  see 

The  palm»tree  there,  the  sword,   the  keys  of 
Heav'n —  ' 
Typ*a  of  the  justioe,  peace,  and  liberty, 

That  were  to  bless  them,  when  their  chains  were 
riv'n. 
On  to  the  Capitol  the  pageant  raov*d, 

%VliiIe  many  a  Shade  of  other  times,  that  still 
Arrtund  that  gjavc  of  grandeur  sighing  rov*d. 

Hung  o'er  their  fooisteps  up  the  Sacred  IJil!, 
And  heard  its  mournful  echoes^  as  the  last 
High-minded  heirs  of  the  Republic  pa<«i'ti 
*Twas   then  that   thou^  their  Tribane^,   (name, 

which  brought 
Dr^uns  of  lost  glory  to  each  patriol*s  thought,) 
Didse,  with  a  spirit  Rome  in  vain  shall  seek 
To  wake  np  io  her  sons  again,  thus  ipeak  :  — 
**  RottAKc^  look  round  you^ — on  this  sacred  pkce 

**  There  once  stood  shrinea,  and  gods,  and  god- 
like men. 
*»  What  see  you  now  ?  what  solitary  trace 

"  Is  Ittt  of  all,  that  made  RoatE's  glory  then  ? 
**  The  shrines  arc  sunk,  the  Sacred  Mount  bereft 

**  Ev'o  of  its  name  ■ — aod  nothing  now  remains 
"  But  the  deep  mera'ry  of  that  glory,  left 

**■  To  w  het  our  pangs  and  aggravate  our  chains  I 
'*  But  »hiiU  this  be  ?— .our  sun  and  sky  the  same^^ — 

**  Treadbg  the  very  soil  our  fathers  trode,  — 
"  What  withViagcyrse  bath  fall'n  on  soul  and  frame, 

"  What  Ttsttation  hath  there  come  from  God, 
*^  To  blast  our  strength,  and  rot  us  into  slaves, 
"  Here^  on  our  great  forefathers'  glorious  graves  ? 
**  It  cannot  be^ — rise  up,  ye  Mighty  Dead,  — 

"  If  we,  the  lining,  are  too  weak  to  crush 
**  These  tyrant  priests,  that  o*eryourempire  tread, 

**  Till  all  but  Eonmns  at  Rome's  tameness  blush  1 

**  Happy,  Paxjiyeu,  in  thy  desert  domes, 

**  Where  only  date-trees  sigh  and  serfients  hiss  j 

**  And  ihoo,  whose  pillars  are  but  silent  homes 
"  For  the  stork's  brood,  snperb  Persepoos  ! 


>  "  Lei  r«oifli}iominei  conjuir^i  pcrtatent  devint  UU  trolt 
£t«tMUrt*.  Nlcolai  GaaUato,  lurniMniiul  U  &PM  diicur,  por- 
tal I  If  premier,  qui  eL^it  cle  couletLT  roufv,  «t  pint  fruid  que 
le«  Jiutret.  On  /  vajvAt  det  caractfrm  d'or  «v««  uno  remmo 
■HiM  fur  dmix  litnit,  tenant  d'line  main  le  globe  du  monilc, 
■«  d*  Taiitre  vau  Paime  pour  repr6*cnt«ir  la  vfUe  de  (tomc^ 
C*itall  U*  Gonfalon  6ti  Ut  Ltb^ri^ .  Letccond,  i  (tmdt  blanc, 
•Twc  ttn  9t^  Vtkal  tenant  de  U  drolle  mnr  Kpie  nu»  ot  de  U 
fMKiM  La  rouronnf^  de  Juiticr,  I'tait  parte  pAr  Etlonno  Ha^ 
aacucda,  notadre  apc«tollf)Uft.  Dani  la  tro4iltiiae,  Si.  Flerre 
cvaJt  en  main  tft  cUJk  d«  la  Concnrd«  ct  de  U  Pali.  Toot 
ceti  [mltiuaii  Lc  detMio  de  lUenal,  qiit  dialt  d«  r£tabllr  le 
la  juatice.  et  la  palm  /' — Do  Cvmjbau,  Ur.  U. 


*  Tbe  floe  Canaooa  or  Petrardi,  begSnnlnjt "  Splrtofcntll," 


'*  Thrice  happy  both,  that  your  extinguiah'd  race 
**  Have  left  no  emticrs  — no  half-living  trace— 
"  No  slaves,  to  cruwl  around  the  once  proud  spot, 
**  Till  past  renown  in  present  shaoie*s  forgot 
•*  While  RoM£,  the  Queen  of  all, whose  %'trry  wrecks, 

**  If  lone  and  lifeless  through  a  desert  burl'd, 
"  Would  wear  more  true  magnificence  than  tlecfes 

"  The'  assembled   thrones  of  oil  the'  existing 
world' — 
"  Rome,  Rome  alone,  is  haunted,  stajn'd  and  curst, 

*'  Through  ev'ry  spot  her  princely  Timeu  laves, 
**  By  living  human  things  — the  deadlitiat,  worst, 

"  This   earth  engenders — tyrants    and    their 
slaves  I 
"  And  we — oh  ahamel— we,  who  have  pouder'd* 
o'er 

"  The  patriot's  lesson  and  the  poet's  lay  i  * 
"^  Have  moimted  up  the  streams  of  ancieot  lore, 

**  Tracking  our  country's  glories  all  the  way  — 
**  Ev'n  tpe  have  tamely,  basely  kiss'd  the  ground 

"  Before  that  Papal  Power, — ^that  Ghost  of  Her, 
"  The  World's  Imperial  mistress — sitting,  crown'd 

"  And  ghastly,  on  her  mouJd'ring  aepnlchre  I  < 

"  But  this  is  past  i — too  long  have  lordly  priests 
"  And  priestly  lords  led  us,  with  all  our  pride 
"  With'ring  about  us — like  devoted  lieosts, 

"  Dragg'd  to  the  shrine,  with  faded  garlantls  tied. 
"  'Tis  o'er — the  dawo  of  our  deliv'rance  breaks  1 
"  Up  from  his  sleep  of  centuries  awakes 
''  The  Genius  of  the  Old  Republic,  free 
**  As  first  he  stood,  in  chain  less  majesty, 
"  And  sends  his  voice  through  ages  yet  to  come, 
"  Proclaiming  Romk,  Rowe,  Rome,  Eternal  Rome!** 


!■  luppoNKl,  bf  Voltaire  and  Qtbcri(«  to  have  been  addrpittMl  to 
nieiitl  \  but  there  It  much  more  fvidenoe  ofltt  havEiig  bt*«ni 
wrilten.  at  Gingucn^  ^«>rt»,  to  the  j'oung  Stephen  Colonna, 
on  hta  being  created  a  Senular  uf  Romt*.  That  Petrarvb, 
liirwerer,  wan  filled  with  kilgh  and  poitncitie  bo^oi  bj  the  (^fH 
niBatlire*  of  thlt  extraordinary  man,  appear*  from  one  of  hit 
letter*,  quoted  hy  Du  CiTct-aiu  whore  he  lay*,  — '*  Four  tuut 
dllret  en  uo  ntot,  j'atteato,  nan  et>iotiie  lerteur,  mnti  CDiome 
tAcooin  ocuLalre,  qu'U  nou«  a  ramenl  Ja  juatlce,  la  palx,  ]la 
bonne  foI«  La  kfcurite^  et  toui  let  autrea  vcAtJgei  de  I'ige 
d'tif." 

♦  ThU  Itaage  li  borrowed  from  Hobbei,  wboie  wordi  aro^ 
u  nearai  I  can  recalleet:  — *'  For  wh*t  U  the  Papacj,  but 
tbe  Gboit  or  the  old  Rooiao  Empire,  tUllnK  crowned  un  tht^ 
grare  thereof  ?"■ 
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EXTRACT  XIV. 


Wtmgmmfqfa  Dream.  _  T9tw  greai  Painter*  MwppoteJ  to  he 
Uagieiwu.  —  Tkt  Btgimmimgt  ^  tke  Art —  QUdtng*  on  CAr 
Gl<Hie§  and  Dntperk*^  —  imprtrvememUi  umdtr  Giotto,  tfc, 
—  THeJint  Dttwn  t^tkt  Amc  Stfifie  in  Mtuaceio.  —  Stmtfitd 
b^aii  the  great  Afti*U  irAo  >tioiMf  Mn.  —  Leonardo  da 
Kinei,  viik  tahom  eommttmeed  ike  Oaidem  Age  qf  Pamiin^. 
^  Hh  Knowle4B<  qf  Maikematia  and  qt  ilMtc  —  Hit 
female  lieadt  aU  like  tack  other *^Triaitgutar  Faces.  *^ 
PifTtraiU  c^  Hffna  iMa,  ^c.  —  Pieiure  (/  Vanitif  and 
Mtide»tp Hi*  cAff-tfcnnrrf,  tJU  Last  Supper.  — Faded 


Fill- D  with  the  wonders  I  had  seen. 

In  KomeV  stapeodoiis  shrines  and  faaM% 
I  felt  the  veil  of  ele^p,  sereui*. 
Come  o'er  the  mejm'ry  of  each  ieene^ 

As  twilight  o'er  tht^  landsi^'apc  MLa. 
Nor  WEB  it  slunober,  Bonnd  aod  deep. 

But  such  as  fiuiu  a  poet's  reit^ — 
That  sort  of  thin ^  truLBpareDl  Aleepv 

Through  which  his  duy-dreiunB  &bine  thehest. 
Methoufght  upon  a  plain  I  stood» 

Where  certain  wondrous  men,  'twas  said, 
With  strange,  mirac'ious  povr'r  endu  d. 

Were  coming^  each  in  turn,  to  ahed 
His  arta'  Utusions  o'er  the  sight. 
And  call  up  mirttdefi  of  light. 
The  sky  above  lhi«  lonely  pluce. 

Was  of  that  cold,  tmcertain  hue, 
The  cimtraBi  wean,  ere,  wjinn'd  apace, 

Its  bright  creation  dawns  to  view. 

But  soon  a  glimmer  from  the  east 

Proclaim 'd  the  Brst  enchantments  nigli ; ' 
And  as  the  feeble  light  increased. 

Strange  figures  mov'd  across  the  sky, 
Wltb  golden  glories  deek'd,  and  streaks 

Of  gold  among  their  gmnaaentii"  dyes ; ' 
And  life's  resemblance  tingM  their  cbeekSi 

But  nought  of  life  was  in  their  eyes;— 
Like  the  fVesh-painted  Dead  one  meets, 
Borne  slow  along  Rome's  mournful  streets. 


■  The  |>tiiittiiir>  ofthoie  artltti  who  were  {utroduoed  Into 
VjpuJee  aad  Florence  from  Greece. 

>  MArgiirltoiiff  of  Of^tio,  who  wot  ■  ptiiill  ind  Imitator  oC 
the  Rri!«ki,  \*  tald  to  hare  It) vented  tbii  art  of  ^ttiitng  the 
orcuunentt  nfptcture*,  s  pmctice  whicli,  Ibougb  It  ga?e  ^my 
to  a  [iiijrer  taste  «t  thfr  beginnlDg  ofthe  IStUcenturr.  wstatill 
ooc-tuiunAtly  uwd  fay  muij  of  tbe  frui  mutfrt:  aa  bj' 
Hji.p]iia«l  In  the  ariumenta  of  ttas  Fornartas,  aod  bjr  Bubeu 
mot  unTrequently  h%  f^loriftt  and  Sioiiet. 

A  Cimabuo,  Giotto,  kc. 

^  The  worki  uf  AlaMcdo.^For  the  cbarai-ter  of  \h{% 
)>3werfu1  ttiid  or^fffnit  gniiiu,  lee  Sir  Jottiiu  Reynold'! 
tweinh  (n«coiirie.  Hli  i.*elat»ral«d  fi«iroe«  are  lu  tbo  church 
of  St.  Pietro  del  Cvmloe,  at 


But  soon  these  figures  passM  awaj  ; 

And  forms  succeeded  to  their  pLsce* 
With  less  of  gold,  in  their  array. 

But  shining  with  more  natural  grsioe. 
And  all  could  see  the  charming  wands 
Had  pasa'd  into  more  gifted  handa.^ 

Among  thes«  Tiaions  there  was  one*'* 
Surpassing  fair,  on  which  the  sun, 
Thut  instant  ris'n,  a  beam  let  fail, 

Which  through  the  dusky  twilight  trembled. 
And  reach'd  at  lengthy  the  spot  where  all 

Those  great  magicians  stood  assembled. 
And  as  they  tum'd  their  heads,  to  view 

The  shining  lustre,  t  coatd  trace 
The  bright  Tarieties  it  threw 

On  each  uplifted  studying  face  j  * 
While  many  a  Toice  with  loud  acclaim, 
Call'd  forthf  ^'  Ma^accio  "  as  the  name 
Of  him,  the'  Enchanter,  who  bad  raia'd 
This  miracle,  on  which  all  gaz'd. 

*Twas  daylight  now  ^  the  stm  had  ri6*n. 

From  out  the  dungeon  of  old  Night, — 
Like  the  Apostle,  from  bis  prison 

Led  by  the  AngeVs  hand  of  light  i 
And— as  the  fetters,  when  that  ray 
Of  glory  reach'd  them,  dropp*d  away,* 
So  6ed  the  clouds  at  touch  of  day  1 
Just  then,  a  bearded  sage  ^  come  forth^ 

Wbo  oft  in  thoughtful  dream  would  stand, 
To  trace  tipon  the  dusky  earth 

Strange  learned  figures  with  lus  wand  ;* 
And  oft  he  took  the  silver  lute  " 

His  little  page  behind  him  hore. 
And  wak'd  such  music  as,  when  mute. 

Left  in  the  soul  a  thirst  for  more  1 

Meanwhile^  his  potent  spells  went  on, 
And  forms  and  faces,  that  from  out 

A  depth  of  shadow  mildly  shone, 
Were  in  the  soft  air  seen  about 

Though  thick  as  midnight  stars  they  beam'd. 

Yet  all  like  living  sisters  secm'd. 


*  AH  Uic  ureal  artUU  itud^ed,  mid  motir  orthetn  barrowed 
from  MamccHo^  Several  0gurp«  la  the  Cartoona  ot  ICaphael 
■re  taken,  with  but  little  al titration,  from  hJa  rretccwt. 

*  "  And  a  Ugbt  ataliicd  in  the  prl»&Q  •  «  ■  aod  Ui»  chaliu 
fall  off  from  hit  hand^/'  —  Act»* 

f  Leonardo  da  Vlr>ci, 

«  11 U  treat! M  on  Mechanic!,  Optks,  &e.  preMrved  ta  tli« 
Ambrujinu  library  at  Mihtn^ 

K  On  dU  que  Li'ooard  parut  pour  la  pr^miire  f<4i  k  Ucour 
de  MlLau,  daiu  un  etp«>ce  de  concour*  ouvert  eiitre  lr«  mciU- 
l«ur«  iwieur*  dc  Ijrc  d'ltalte.  II  to  pf6»eaU«trcruQe  ljrre4o 
•a  U^Q^t  c>oaiiruJt  «n  argent.  ^  UwCa^rt  de  la  Feimtmrt  mi 
Uaiie. 
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So  cloie,  in  CTery  point,  resemhHng 

Which  gives  to  eVa  the  gayest  hue^ 

Each  other's  b€autii'S —  from  the  eyes 

A  sober'd,  melancholy  tone. 

LacJd  as  if  ttiroaje^h  eryetal  trcmhling, 

It  was  a  vision  of  that  last,' 

Yet  soft  09  if  Ruffiis'd  with  sighs^ 

Sorrow  Ad  night  which  Jesus  passed 

To  the  long,  fawn-like  mouth,  and  chin. 

With  his  disciples,  when  he  said 

Lovely  tapering,  less  and  less. 

Mournfully  to  them  —  "  I  shall  be 

Till,  by  this  very  chann's  excess. 

"  Betray 'd  by  one,  who  here  haih  fed 

Like  virtue  on  the  verge  of  Bin^ 

**  This  night  at  the  same  board  with  me," 

It  touched  the  boundit  of  ugliness. 

And  though  the  Saviour,  in  the  dream 

Here  look'd  oa  when  they  liv'd  the  shades 

8poke  not  these  words,  we  saw  them  beam 

Of  some  of  Amo's  dark-ey'd  maids  — 

Legibly  in  his  eyes  (so  well 

Such  maids  as  should  aU^ne  live  on^ 

The  great  magician  work'd  his  spelt), 

In  dreams  ttius,  when  their  charms  are  gone  : 

And  read  in  every  thoughtful  line 

Some  Mons  Lisa,  on  whose  eyes 

Imprinted  on  that  brow  divine, 

A  painter  for  whole  years  might  guie,^ 

The  me<fk,  the  tender  nature,  griev'd. 

Nor  find  in  all  his  pallet's  dyes. 

Not  anger'd,  to  be  thus  deceiv'd  — 

One  that  could  even  approach  their  hlaze  ^ 

Celestial  love  requited  ill 

For  all  its  care,  yet  loving  still — 

ilere  float  two  fipiHt  shapes?,  the  one, 

Deep,  deep  regret  that  there  should  fall 

With  her  white  fingers  to  the  eun 

From  man's  deceit  so  foul  a  blight 

Outspread,  as  if  to  ask  his  ray 

Upon  that  parting  hocir — and  all 

Whether  it  e'er  bad  clianc'd  to  play 

HiM  Spirit  must  have  felt  that  night, 

On  lillies  half  so  fair  as  they  I 

Who,  soon  to  die  for  human-kind. 

This  self-pleafi*d  nymph,  was  Vanity  — 

Thought  only,  'mid  his  mortal  pain» 

And  by  her  side  another  smil'd, 

How  many  a  soul  was  left  beliiud 

In  form  as  beautiful  as  she. 

For  whom  be  died  that  death  in  vain  1 

But  with  that  air,  subdu'd  and  tciild. 

That  still  reserve  of  purity* 

Such  was  the  heavenly  scene — alaa. 

Which  is  to  beauty  like  the  haie 

That  scene  so  bright  so  soon  should  pass  1 

Of  evening  to  some  sunny  view. 

But  pictured  on  the  humid  air, 

Soft*ntng  such  charms  as  it  dbplaySt 

Its  tints,  ere  long,  grew  languid  there  ;* 

And  veiling  others  in  that  hue. 

And  storms  came  on,  that,  cold  and  rough. 

^Vliich  fancy  only  can  see  through  ! 

Scattered  its  gentlest  glories  all  — 

This  phantom  nymph,  who  could  she  be. 

As  when  the  baffling  winds  blow  oflf 

But  the  bright  Spirit,  Modesty  ? 

The  hdes  that  hang  o*er  Temi's  full,— 
Till|  one  by  one,  the  vision's  beams 

Long  did  the  leam'd  enchanter  suy 

Faded  away,  and  toon  it  fled. 

To  weave  his  spells,  and  still  there  passed. 

To  join  those  other  vanish'd  dreams 

As  in  the  lantern's  shifting  play. 

That  now  flit  palely  *mong  the  dead, — 

Group  after  group  in  close  array » 

The  shadows  of  (ho«e  shades  that  gO| 

Each  fairer,  grander,  than  the  last. 

Around  Oblivioo's  lake»  below  I 

But  the  great  triumph  of  his  jKiw'r 

^^h       Was  yet  to  come :  ^-gradual  and  bIow, 

H^V   (  As  all  that  i«  ordain'd  to  towY 

W 

Among  the  works  of  man  most  grow,) 

m 

1 

The  sacred  vision  stole  to  view. 

I 

In  that  half  light,  half  shadow  shown. 

'   He  li  laid  to  have  Ixwn  fi>ur  jcari  rmploj-H  upon,  ih« 

lolre  dc  la  Pel^tur^  in  iLalie.  Kt.  Mi.  clwp.^fl.    The  writer 

1 

portrait  of  (hit  fair  Florpntin^,  without  beiug  a\iir.  nhat  itHK 

of  that  intereittog  mark  (to  whom  1  take  thli  opportunity  of 

1 

to  come  up  lo  hl4  kl«s  of  het  bftatj. 

oObring  my  acknowicdginenti.  Tor  the  copf  he  ««iil  me  ajrMir 

1 

«  Vultr  md  Mod««t7  in  the  collection  of  Cvdlnal  Fetch. 

•Ince  Trom  Rome.)  will  lee  1  lia?e  protticd  bj  MPOteoriiUob- 

r 

at  Rome.    The  compoihlon  of  the  rour  hMdt  here  i»  rather 

t^rvaiioni  o»  lb  it  celehr»ted  picture. 

anliward,  but   th«   picture^  ailogctheT,   li  Tcry  deli^blfki. 

*  Leonardo  appmra  to  hare  uieJ  a  ffilxtore  of  oU  aTid 

There  It  »  repetition  of  the  mlijr^t  In  the  poiieMioo  of  Litden 

tamiih  for  this  yletDre,  which  «1une,  without  the  varlooa 

Booaparte. 

other  cauM«  of  ita  ruto,  would  hairo  prev«Bted  aof  long  diira- 

'  Tlie  I.A*t  Supper  of  I^eonardo  da  VncI»  wblch  1*  in  the 

1 

Befcelorj  of  the  Cod? ent  d«Ue  Graile  al  Milan.    S«e  L'ltis- 

1 

i 
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As  if  the  Star  of  Bitterness,  which  fell 

On  L^arth  of  old  \  Imd  touch 'd  them  with  its 
btanUf — 
Cim  track  a  spirit^  whicht  though  driTen  to  hate, 
From  Nature's  hondfl  come  kind,  affectionate  ; 
And  which^  ev*Q  now,  struck  as  it  is  with  blight. 
Comes  out,  at  tim^s^  in  love's  own  oatiTe  lights— > 
How  gladly  all,  who've  watch'd  these  struggling  rays 
Of  a  bright,  TTiin'd  spirit  through  his  lays, 
Would  here  inquire,  &s  from  his  own  frank  lips, 

What  desohitiug  grief,  what  wrongs  had  driven 
That  noble  nature  into  cold  eclipse  ; 

Like  some  fair  orb  that,  once  a  sun  in  heaven. 
And  bom,  not  only  to  surprise,  hut  cheer 
With  wannth  and  hislre  all  within  its  sphere, 
Is  now  so  t]uench'd»  that  of  its  grandeur  lasts 
Nought,  but  the  wide,  cold  shadow  which  it  casts! 

Eventful  voluine  !  whatsoe'er  the  change 

Of  scene  and  clime^the'  adventures,  bold  and 

strange — 
The  griefs — the  frailties,  hut  too  frankly  told  — 
The  loves,  the  feuds  thy  pages  may  unfold. 
If  Truth  wilh  half  so  prompt  a  hand  unlocks 

His  virtues  as  his  failiu^  we  shall  find 
Tlie  record  there  of  friendships,  held  like  rocks, 

And  onxnities,  like  5iin-touch*d  snow,  resigned ; 
Of  fealty,  cherish 'd  without  change  or  chill, 
In  tlitise  who  serv'd  him^  young,  and  serve  him  still  s 
Of  generous  aid,  giv'n  with  that  noiseless  art 
Which  wakes  not  pride,  to  many  a  wounded  heart; 
Of  acts — but,  no— not  from  himself  must  aught 
Of  the  hrigbt  features  of  bis  life  he  sought. 
While  they,  who  court  the  world,  like  Milton** 

cloud,* 
"  Turn  forth  their  silver  lining  "  on  the  crowd, 
This  gifled  Being  wraps  himfi4?lf  in  night ; 

And,  keeping  all  that  softens,  and  adorns. 
And  gildi  his  social  nature  hid  from  sight, 

Turns  but  its  darkness  on  a  world  he  scorns. 


*  **  Aiid  tlh*  naiijo  of  the  ittr  It  caileil  worroirodd,  und  the 
tlitrd  part  of  the  wat^-r*  became  worwiwootl/"  —  Rev,  rill. 

"  Did  z  wWp  cloud 
Turn  forth  her  %l\vet  tinlng  mi  iho  nighi?^* 


*  In  t)i«  Tribune  «t  Floreticft, 


EXTRACT  VIU* 

Female  Bfautff  at  FeiUce.—No  tamger  trkat  it  wa§  £•  ike  Time 
of  Tiii'an.  —  iiu  Mittreas,^  Fartout  Fffnru  in  vArc4  ke 
h/it painted  kcr.^^f'tnuM.  —  Divhte  and  prttfame  Lo9e.~~L4i 
FragiUlA  d' Amort  < — P^nl  Fenmese — flit  fFomtfn.— Mar- 
riage t(f  Cana.-^  Character  qf  ItaHam  Beamiif.— Itapkaei 
Formtrina.  —  Madea/ty. 

Thy  brave,  thy  leam*d,  have  posfi'd  away : 
Thy  beautiful! — ah,  where  are  they? 
The  forms,  the  faces,  that  once  shone. 

Models  of  grace,  in  Titian*s  eye. 
Where  are  they  now  ?  while  flowers  live  on 

In  ruin'd  places,  why,  oh  why 

Must  Beauty  thus  with  Glory  die? 
That  maid,  whose  lips  would  still  have  mov*d, 

Could  art  have  breath 'd  a  spirit  through  them  ; 
Whose  varying  charms  her  artist  lov'd 

More  fondly  ev'ry  time  he  drew  them, 
(So  oft  beneath  his  touch  they  pass^df 
Each  semblance  fairer  timn  the  last)  j 
Wearing  each  shape  tlmt  Fancy's  range 

Offers  to  Love  — yet  still  the  one 
Fair  idol,  seen  through  every  change, 

Like  facets  of  some  orient  stotie, — 

In  each  the  same  bright  image  shown. 
Sometimes  a  Venus,  imamiy'd 

But  in  her  beauty  S— sometimes  deckM 
In  costly  raiment,  as  a  maid 

That  kinp  might  for  a  throne  select^ 
Now  high  and  proud,  like  one  who  thought 
The  world  should  at  her  feci  be  brought ; 
Now,  with  a  look  reproachful,  sad, — ^ 
Unwonted  look  from  brow  so  glad  j<^ 
And  telling  of  a  pain  too  deep 
For  tongue  to  speak  or  eyes  to  weep. 
Sometimes,  through  allegory's  veil, 

In  double  semblance  seen  to  shine. 
Telling  a  strange  and  mystic  tale 

Of  Love  Profane  and  Love  Divine  ^'i 
Akin  in  features,  but  in  heart 
As  far  OS  earth  and  heav*n  uparL 
Or  else  (by  quaint  device  to  prove 
The  frailty  of  oil  worldly  love) 
Molding  a  globe  of  glass,  as  thin 

As  air- blown  bubbles,  in  her  hand, 
With  a  young  Love  conlLQ*d  therein, 

Whose  wings  seem  waiting  to  expand — - 

s  Alluciei  partiruUily  to  the  portrait  of  her  tn  tbft  Sdam 
cotlectioEi  at  Rome,  whore  the  look  of  mouraral  rrp'rotteli  In 
thoie  fuUt  ihadowy  eyea,  a»  If  ihe  had  bc^cn  UQjuMlf  •eeoml 
oriomeihlng  wrong,  U  exquisite. 

«  The  fine  picture  In  the  Paloji o  Bnrgbete.  called  (tt  Unot 
easf  to  My  whjf)  "  Sacred  and  FrofAne  Love/'  hi  vhteh  Um 
two  flgiireft  Hitting  on  the  ecigc  of  the  fountain,  Are  ef  IdtfBtlf 
portrAitA  of  the  lame  peru>n. 
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1 

And  t*?lHng^  by  ber  anaiioufi  eyes. 

And  thence,  as  from  her  throne  diffuses 

I 

ThBt,  if  thu  fmlj  orb  breaks,  ha  fliefl  1  * 

0*er  thoughts  and  looks  so  blaud  a  reign. 
That  not  a  thought  or  feeling  loses 

^_ 

Thou,  tooj  with  touch  magBlficeot, 

Its  freshness  in  that  gentle  chain. 

^B 

^m     Paul  of  Verona  !  —  tt here  are  they, 

^ 

^vThe  orieQtal  forms  \  that  lent 

J 

Thy  caa^aflfi  Btich  n  bright  array  P 

Noble  and  gorgeous  dAmes^  whose  dress 

Seems  part  of  their  own  loveliutfss  i 

Like  the  son's  drapery,  which,  at  eve, 

EXTRACT  IX 

The 'flouting  ch>ud»  around  him  weave 

M-Wji-m.  ^    ««  f  a  ^^   A.         A.«j^i 

Of  light  tht:y  from  himself  receive  1 

Venice. 

Where  m  there  now  the  living  face 
Like  those  that,  in  thy  nuptial  throng,  ^ 

Thf  Engiiak  to  U  nut  u>itk  evert/  tehere.  —  AFp*  ami  Thread. 

ne^tdle  Stre^ — TheSimpian  and  the  UtockM Rage /or  <r«- 

vemttn.  —  Rlue  Stockingi  among  the  Uahaheet.  —  Partuoit 

By  their  superb,  voluptaons  grace, 

and  F^ramfds.  —  Atn.  Hopkim  ami  £kc  WtUt  qf  Ckma. 

Make  oa  forget  the  time,  the  place, 

The  holy  guests  they  smile  among^  — 

And  is  there  then  no  earthly  place. 

Till,  in  that  feast  of  heaven-sent  wine. 

Where  we  can  rest,  in  dream  Eiysian, 

We  see  no  miracles  but  thine. 

Without  some  curst,  round  English  face, 
Popping  up  near,  to  break  the  vision  ? 

If  e*er,  except  in  Painting's  dream, 

*Mid  northern  lakes,  'mid  southern  vines. 

There  bloom*d  such  beauty  here,  'tis  gone, — 

Unholy  cits  we're  doom'd  to  meet  ; 

Gone»  like  the  face  that  in  the  strearn 

Nor  highest  Alps  nor  Apennines 

Of  Ocean  for  an  ineitaat  shone. 

Are  sacred  from  Threadneedle  Street  1 

1 

When  Venus  at  that  mirror  gave 

A  last  look,  ere  she  left  the  wave* 

If  up  the  Simplon*s  path  we  wind, 

And  though,  among  the  crowded  ways, 

Fancying  we  leave  this  world  behind, 

We  oft  are  startled  by  the  blaze 

Such  pleasant  sounds  salute  one's  ear 

1 

Of  eyes  that  pass,  with  fitful  light. 

As^"  Baddish  news  from  "Change,  my  dear— 

Like  lire-flies  on  the  wing  at  night,  ♦ 

*'  The  Funds^Cphew,  curse  this  ugly  hill)  — 

'Tis  not  that  nobler  beauty,  giv'u 

**  Are  lowVing  fast — (what,  higher  still  ?)^ 

To  show  how  angels  look  in  heaven. 

"  And  —  (lEooks,   we*re  motinting  up   to  hea- 

EvM in  its  shape  most  pure  and  fair. 

ven  !) — 

Tis  Beauty,  witli  but  half  her  zone, — 

**  Will  soon  be  down  to  sixty-seven/' 

All  tliat  can  warm  the  Sense  is  there, 

But  the  Soul's  deeper  charm  is  flown  ;-^ 

Go  where  we  may — rest  where  we  will, 

'Tie  Rapiiael*s  Fornarina,  — warm, 

Eternal  London  haunts  us  stilU 

Luxuriant,  arch,  but  unrefined ; 

The  trash  of  Almack*s  or  Fleet  Bitch— 

A  flower,  round  which  the  noontide  swarm 

And  scarce  a  pin's  head  difference  which  — 

Of  young  Desires  may  buzz  and  wind, 

Mixes,  though  ev'n  to  Greece  we  run, 

But  where  true  Love  no  treasure  meets, 

With  every  rill  from  Helicon  I 

Worth  hoarding  in  his  hive  of  sweets. 

And,  if  this  rage  for  travelling  ksts, 
If  Cockneys,  of  all  sects  and  castes. 

Ah,  no, — for  this,  and  for  the  hue 

Old  majdens,  aldermen,  and  squires. 

Upon  the  rounded  cheek,  which  tells 

Will  leave  their  puddings  and  coal  fires, 

How  fresh,  within  the  heart,  this  dew 

To  gape  at  things  in  foreign  lands, 

Of  Love*fi  unrifled  sweetness  dwells. 

No  soul  among  them  understands  ; 

We  must  go  back  to  our  own  Isles, 

If  Blues  desert  their  coteries. 

Where  Modesty,  which  here  but  gives 

To  show  off  *mong  the  Wahabees  ; 

1 

A  rare  and  transient  grace  to  smiles. 

If  neither  sex  nor  age  controls, 

L 

In  the  heart  s  holy  centre  lives  •, 

Nor  fear  of  Mamelukes  forbids 

■ 

^p  Til  If  &ndful  ilbgofy  fi  ttw  tubjwt  of  s  pleture  tor  Tlt$M 

women  mij  b» r^gtrdMl  ai  prKt7  dote  ImiUitloDt  <tt  tli«  Uvlng 

mod^U  which  VrnlcemBbrded  to  hij  time. 

F 

5  The  Marrlnijeof  C»nji. 

1 

*  '*  OrUin  tt  u  (Ai  Arthur  Yoiuig  truljuKl  feellnf  ly  Mji) 

1 

■  A>  Fml  VwotuM  gsre  Imt  Utile  Into  lli«  li€om  Mai,  hli 

one  now  «nd  then  mecU  wllb  lenible  ejtt  In  Italj." 

1 

k 

* 
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Thej,  vho  can  A 

Tbe  vcrj  workers  of  these  el 
Kor  seek,  nor  knov  a  joj,  abore 
I't  or  Tberaa't  ai 


Ehnr  an,  in  fhort,  tbat  makes  the  boort 
Of  dieir  fidie  tongues,  thej  want  tbe  moit; 
And,  while  with  freedom  on  dieir  lips, 

goading  dieir  timbrels,  to  set  free 
This  brig^  world,  labooring  in  the'  eclipse 

Of  priestcraft,  and  of  ilarerj, — 


TVej  msf ,  thfmsrlna^  be  dares  as  low- 
As  eier  Lord  or  Patron  made 

To  bluanim  in  his  imile,  or  grow. 
Like  itnnlcd  bmshwood,  in  his  ihade. 

Oat  OB  the  craft !— rd  nther  be 
One  of  thoae  hinds,  that  ronnd  BM  tread. 

With  jwt  enongh  of  aense  tosee 

The  noonday  son  that's  o'er  his  head. 

Than  thas,  with  high-bnilt  genins  cnrst. 
That  hath  no  heart  for  its  fimndation. 

Be  all,  at  once,  that*s  brighteft,  worst, 
Sablimest,  meanest  in  creation  1 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS. 


OCCASIONAL  EPILOGUE. 


•FOUCM    BT 
▼APID, 
▲T  THS 


CORRT,  nr  THK  CHARACTER  OF 
THE  PI^T  OF  THE  DRAJIATUT, 
THEATRE. 


iBnUrimg  a$  if  to 


tMePlap.) 


Ladies  and  Gentlemen,  on  Monday  night. 
For  the  ninth  time — oh  accents  of  delight 
To  the  poor  author's  ear,  when  three  times  three 
With  a  fall  bumper  crowns  his  Comedy ! 
When,  long  by  money,  and  the  muse,  forsak'n, 
He  finds  at  length  bis  jokes  and  boxes  tak*n. 
And  sees  his  pU&y-bill  circalate — alas, 
The  only  bill  on  which  his  name  will  pass ! 
Thus,  Vapid,  thus  shall  Thespian  scrolls  of  fame 
■'Through  box  and  gall'ry  wail  your  well-known 
name, 
While  critic  eyes  the  happy  cast  shall  con, 
And  learned  ladies  spell  your  Dram.  Perwn, 

'Tis  said  our  worthy  Manager  i  intends 
To  help  my  night,  and  he,  yon  know,  has  friends. 
Friends,  did  I  say  ?  for  fixing  friends,  or  parts. 
Engaging  actors,  or  engaging  hearts, 


1  The  lata  Mr.  Richard  Power. 

*  The  brief  appellation  by  which  thoce  persons  were  dis- 
tinguished who,  at  the  opening  of  the  new  theatre  of  Corent 
Garden,  clamoured  for  the  conthiaance  of  the  old  prices  of 


There's  nothing  like  him !  wHs,  at  his  request. 
Are  tnm*d  to  fools,  and  dull  dogs  learn  to  jest ; 
Soldiers,  for  him,  good  **  trembling  cowards  **  make. 
And  beans,  tnm*d  downs,  look  ugly  for  his  sake ; 
For  him  er^  lawyers  talk  without  a  fiee. 
For  him  (oh  firiendship  I)  /  act  tragedy ! 
In  short,  like  Orpheus,  his  persuasiYC  tricks 
Make  boars  amusing,  and  put  life  in  stichs. 

With  such  a  manager  we  can*t  but  please. 
Though  London  sent  us  all  her  loud  O.  P.'s,^ 
Let  them  come  on,  like  snakes,  all  hiss  and  rattle, 
Ann*d  with  a  thousand  fans,  we'd  give  them  battle  ; 
You,  on  our  side,  R.  P. '  upon  our  banners. 
Soon  should  we  teach  the  saucy  O.  P.*s  manners : 
And  show  that,  here — however  John  Bull  may 

doubt — 
In  all  our  plays,  the  Riot- Act's  cut  out ; 
And,  while  we  skim  the  cream  of  many  a  jest. 
Your  well-tim*d  thunder  nerer  sours  its  zest 

Oh  gently  thus,  when  three  short  weeks  are  past. 
At  Shakspeare*s  altar  4,  shall  we  breathe  our  last ; 
And,  ere  this  long-lov*d  dome  to  ruin  nods, 
Die  all,  die  nobly,  die  like  demigods  I 


*  The  Initials  of  our  manager's  name. 

*  This  alludes  to  a  scenic  representatiOQ  then  preparing  for 
the  last  night  of  the  performances. 
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EXTRACT 

FROM  A  FllOtjOGtTK  WRITTEK  AND  flPOKEN  BT  THE 
ACmiOR,    AT  T1I£  OFENIKO   OF  THE  XlLltBKNT 

THEATRE,  OCTOBER,  1809. 

Yet,  even  here,  tbongh  Fiction  rules  the  hour. 
There  shine  jBoine   genuine   smites,   beynnd   her 

power ; 
And  there  are  tears,  too — tears  that  Memory  sheds 
Ev'n  o'er  the  feast  tbat  mimic  fancy  spreads. 
When  her  heart  misses  one  lamented  guest,  * 
Wbcwe  eye  to  long  threw  light  o*er  all  the  rest! 
There,  there,  indeed,  the  Muse  forgets  her  task. 
And  drooping  weeps  behind  Thalia's  mask. 

ForgtTe  this  gloom — forgive  this  joyless  strain^ 
Too  sad  to  welcome  pleasure's  smiling  train* 
But,  meeting  thus,  oar  hearts  will  part  the  lighter. 
As  mist  at  dawn  but  makes  the  setting  brighter ; 
Gay  Epilogue  will  shine  where  Prologue  fails  — 
As  glow- worms  keepthi>ir  splendour  for  their  tails. 

I  know  not  why — but  time,  roethinkA,  hath  pass'd 
More  fleet  than  usual  since  we  parted  last. 
It  seems  but  like  a  dream  of  y ester-night, 
Whose  eb&rm  still  hangs,  with  fond,  delaying  light; 
Awit  ere  the  memory  lose  one  glowing  hue 
Of  former  joy,  we  come  to  kindle  new, 
TbiAfi  ever  may  the  iSying  moments  haste 
With  trackless  foot  atong  life's  yd  gar  waste, 
But  deeply  print  and  lingeringly  move, 
^Vhen  thus  they  reach  the  sunny  spots  we  love. 
Oh  yes,  whatever  fee  our  gay  career, 
Let  this  he  still  the  solstice  of  the  year. 
Where  FleasureV  sun  shall  at  its  height  remain, 
L  slowly  sink  to  level  lifis  again. 


THE  SYLPH  S  BALL. 

A  Btlpu,  as  bright  as  ever  sported 
Her  figure  through  the  fields  of  air, 

By  an  old  swarthy  Gnome  was  courted. 
And,  strange  to  say,  be  won  the  fair. 

The  annals  of  the  oldest  witch 
A  pair  so  sorted  could  not  show, 

Bat  bow  refuse  ?-^lhe  Gnome  was  rich. 
The  Rothschild  of  the  world  below  $ 

1  Thm  Uiim  Mr.  Jobn  T,jaier,  one  of  tli«  otdMt  in«tabeft 
I  of  Ch«  Kllkenjijir  Tbcalrical  SocUrty. 


And  Sylphs,  like  other  pretty  creatures. 
Are  told,  betimes,  they  must  consider 

Love  as  an  auctioneer  of  features, 

Who  knocks  them  down  to  the  best  bidder. 

Home  she  was  taken  to  bis  Mine  — 
A  Palace,  pavM  with  diamonds  all  — 

And,  proud  as  Lady  Gnome  to  shine, 
Sent  out  her  tickets  for  a  Ball. 

The  lower  world,  of  coursi?,  was  there, 
Aod  nil  the  l>cst  \  b»t  of  the  upper 

The  sprinkling  was  but  shy  and  rare, 
A  few  old  Sylpbids,  who  lov'd  supper. 

As  none  yet  knew  the  wondrotis  Lamp 
Of  Davy,  that  rcnown'd  Aladdin, 

And  the  Gnome's  Halls  exlmFd  a  damp, 
MTiich  acoideots  from  fire  were  bad  tu  ; 

T*he  chambers  were  supplied  with  light 
By  many  strange  hut  safe  devices  ; 

Large  fire-t!ies,  such  as  shine  at  night 

Among  the  Orient* s  fiowcrs  and  sptces  ;  — 

Musical  fiint-mills — swiftly  play*d 
By  elfin  hands — that,  flashing  round. 

Like  cerlam  fire-eyed  minstrel  maids. 
Gave  out,  at  once,  both  light  and  sound. 

Bologna  stonec.  that  drink  the  sun  ; 

Ajid  water  from  that  Indian  sea. 
Whose  waves  at  night  like  wild-fire  rviu  — 

Cork*d  up  in  crystal  carefblly. 

Glow-worms,  that  round  the  tiny  dishes. 
Like  little  light-bouses,  were  set  up  ; 

And  pretty  phosphorescent  fishes. 

That  by  their  own  gay  light  were  eat  up. 

'Mong  the  few  guests  from  Ellier,  came 
That  wicked  Sylph,  whom  Ix»ve  we  call 

My  Lady  kjiew  kim  bat  by  name. 
My  Lordt  her  husband,  not  at  alL 

Some  prudent  Gnomes,  *tis  said,  apprised 
That  he  was  coming,  and,  no  doubt, 

Alorm'd  about  his  touch,  adviii'd 
He  should,  by  all  means,  be  kept  out. 

But  others  disapproved  this  plan. 

And,  by  his  flame  thongb  somewhat  frighted. 
Thought  l^ve  too  mncb  a  gentleman. 

In  such  a  dangerous  place  to  light  it. 


1 
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However,  there  he  was — and  dancing 
With  the  fair  Sylph,  light  as  a  feather  ; 

They  look'd  like  two  fresh  sunbeams,  glancing, 
At  daybreak,  down  to  earth  together. 

And  all  had  gone  off  safe  and  well, 
Bat  for  that  plaguy  torch,  whose  light, 

Thought  not  yet  kindled — who  could  tell 
How  soon,  how  devilishly,  it  might? 

And  so  it  chanced — which,  in  those  dark 
And  fireless  halls,  was  quite  amazing ; 

Did  we  not  know  how  small  a  spark 
Can  set  the  toreh  of  Love  a-blazing. 

Whether  it  came  (when  close  entangled 
In  the  gay  waltz)  from  her  bright  eyes. 

Or  from  the  lucciole,  that  spangled 
Her  locks  of  jet  —  is  all  surmise; 

But  certain  'tis  the*  ethereal  girl 

Did  drop  a  spark,  at  some  odd  turning, 

Which,  by  the  waltz*s  windy  whirl. 
Was  fanned  up  into  actual  burning. 

Oh  for  that  Lamp's  metallic  gauze. 

That  curtain  of  protecting  wire. 
Which  Davy  delicately  draws 

Around  illicit,  dangerous  fire  I — 

The  wall  he  sets  *twixt  Flame  and  Air, 
(Like  that,  which  barr'd  young  Thisbe*s  bliss,) 

Through  whose  small  holes  this  dangerous  pair 
May  see  each  other,  but  not  kiss.  ^ 

At  first  the  torch  look'd  rather  bluely, 
A  sign,  they  say,  that  no  good  boded — 

Then  quick  the  gas  became  unruly. 

And,  crack  !  the  ball-room  all  exploded. 

Sylphs,  gnomes,  and  fiddlers  mix'd  together. 
With  all  their  aunts,  sons,  cousins,  nieces. 

Like  butterflies  in  stonuy  weather. 

Were    blown  —  legs,   wings,   and    tails -^ to 
pieces  I 

While,  'mid  these  victims  of  the  torch. 
The  Sylph,  alas,  too,  bore  her  part — 

Found  lying,  with  a  livid  scorch. 
As  if  from  lightning,  o*er  her  heart ! 


Partlque  dcddrc 

OscuIa  quliqiic  fuv,  non  pervrnientia  contri. 

Ovid. 


**  Well  done**  —  a  laughing  Goblin  said- 
Escaping  from  this  gaseous  strife  — 

"  'Tis  not  the  Jirat  time  Love  has  made 
**  A  blow-up  in  connubial  life  I  ** 


REMONSTRANCE. 

4fler  a  Conversation  with  Lord  John  RiuseU^  in  vhick  hekmd 
intimated  tome  Idea  qf  giving  up  atl  political  Purtt^its. 

What  !  thou,  with  thy  genius,  thy  youth,  and  thy 
name — 

Thou,  bom  of  a  Russell — whose  instinct  to  run 
The  accustom'd  career  of  thy  sires,  is  the  same 

As  the  eaglet's,  to  soar  with  his  eyes  on  the  sun ! 

Whose  nobility  comes  to  thee,  stamped  with  a  seal. 
Far,  far  more  ennobling  than  monarch  e'er  set ; 

With  the  blood  of  thy  race,  offer'd  up  for  the  weal 
Of  a  nation,  that  swears  by  that  martyrdom  yet ! 

Shalt  thou  be  faint-hearted  and  turn  from  the  itrife. 
From  the  mighty  arena,  where  all  that  is  grand. 

And  devoted,  and  pure,  and  adorning  in  life, 
'Tis  for  high-thoughted    spirits  like  thine  to 
command  ? 

Oh  no,  never  dream  it — while  good  men  despair 
Between  tyrants  and  traitors,  and  timid  men  bow. 

Never  think,  for  an  instant,  thy  country  can  spare 
Such  a  light  from   her  darkening  horixon  as 
thou. 

With  a  spirit,  as  meek  as  the  gentlest  of  those 
Who  in  life's  sunny  valley  lie   shelter'd  and 
warm ; 
Yet  bold  and  heroic  as  ever  yet  rose 
To  the  top  cliffs  of  Fortune,  and  breasted  her 
storm ; 

With  an  ardour  for  liberty,  fresh  as,  in  youth. 
It  first  kindles  the  bard  and  gives  life  to  his 
lyre; 

Yet  mellow'd,  ev'n  now,  by  that  mildness  of  truth. 
Which  tempers,  but  chills  not,  the  patriot  fire ; 

With  an  eloquence — not  like  those  rills  from  a 
height. 
Which  sparkle,  and  foam,  and  in  vapour  are  o'er; 
But  a  current,  that  works  out  its  way  into  light 
Through  the  filtering  recesses  of  thought  and 
of  lore. 
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Thiifl  gifted,  tboa  aever  canst  sleep  in  tlie  shade  ^ 
If  the  stirrings  of  Geums,  the  nmslc  of  Hune, 

And  the  charm*  of  thy  cause  ha^e  not  power  to 
persuade. 
Yet  thiDk  how  to  Freedom  thou'rt  pledg'd  by 
thy  Njune* 

Like  the  hooghx  of  that  laurel,  bjr  Detpbi*s  decree 
Set  apart  for  the  Fane  and  ita  seTvice  divine, 

80  the  bmnchcs^  that  Hpring  &om  the  old  Eu&sell 
tree, 
Are  bj  Liberty  etaofCd  for  Ihe  use  of  her  Shnne. 


MY  BIRTH-DAY. 

•*  Mt  birth-day  " — -what  a  difiTrent  smind 
That  word  had  in  my  youthful  ears  1 

And  how,  each  time  the  day  comes  round, 
Less  and  less  white  its  mark  appears! 

When  first  our  scanty  years  are  told, 
It  seems  lik*?  pastime  to  grow  old ; 
And,  ajs  Youth  counts  the  shining  links, 

That  Time  around  him  binds  so  fast, 
Pleos'd  with  the  ta&k»  he  little  thinks 

How  hard  that  chain  will  press  at  last* 
Yain  was  the  man,  and  false  as  vaJo, 

Who  said  n  —  "  were  he  ordain'd  to  run 
•'  His  long  career  of  life  again, 

**  He  would  do  all  that  he  hnti  done."^-- 
Ah,  *tJS  not  thus  the  voice,  that  dwells 

In  sober  birth -days,  speaks  to  me  j 
Far  otherwise  —  of  time  it  tells^ 

LayishM  unwisely^  carelessly ; 
Of  counsel  mock'd  ;  of  talents,  raiade 

Haply  for  high  and  pure  designs, 
But  oft,  like  Israer*  ioceuae,  laid  ' 

Upon  unholy,  earthly  shrines  \ 
Of  nursing  many  a  wrong  desire ; 

Of  wandering  after  Love  too  far, 
And  taking  every  meteor  fire, 

That  croes'd  my  pathway,  for  his  star, — 
All  this  it  tells,  and,  could  I  trace 

The'  imperfect  picture  o'er  again, 
With  powV  to  add,  retouch,  efface 

The  Lights  and  shades,  the  joy  and  pain, 
How  little  of  the  past  would  stay  ! 
How  quickly  all  should  melt  away  — 
All — but  that  Freedom  of  the  Mind, 

Which  hath  been  more  than  wealth  to  me; 

I  FoNTutuxK.  —  '•  SI  je  recouuneo^i  ma  aurrli^re Je  fpr«i 
lout  c«  qtw  J'al  (Alt.'* 


Those  friendships,  in  my  boyhood  twiu'^d, 
And  kept  till  now  unchangingly  ; 

And  that  dear  home,  that  saving  ark, 

Where  Love's  true  light  at  lait  I've  Ibund, 

Cheering  within,  wheu  all  grows  dark, 
And  eomfortlesSt  luid  stormy  round  I 


FANCY. 


Thb  more  Fre  vicw'd  this  world,  the  more  Fve 
found. 

That,  fiird  as  "lis  with  scenes  and  creatures  rare. 
Fancy  commands,  within  her  own  bright  round, 

A  world  of  scenes  and  creatures  far  more  fair. 
Nor  is  it  that  her  power  can  call  up  there 

A  Giogie  charm,  that's  not  from  nature  won, — 
No  more  than  rainbows,  in  their  pride,  can  wear 

A  single  tint  unborrow'd  from  the  sun ; 
But  *tis  the  miental  medium  it  GhioL's  through. 
That  lends  to  Beauty  all  its  charm  and  hue-. 
As  the  same  light,  that  o'er  the  level  lake 

One  dull  monotony  of  lustre  fiingi. 
Will,  entering  in  the  rounded  rato-drop,  make 

Colours  OB  gay  ai  those  on  angels'  wings  I 


SONG. 


FANNT,  DEUkZST  I 

Yea  t  had.  I  leisure  to  sigh  and  moam, 

Fanny,  dearest,  for  thee  Fd  sigh ; 
And  every  smile  on  my  cheek  should  turn 

To  tears  when  thou  art  nigh. 
But,  between  Iotc,  and  wine,  and  sleep. 

So  busy  a  life  I  live, 
That  even  the  time  it  wotdd  take  to  weep 

Is  more  than  my  heart  can  give. 
Then  wish  me  not  to  despair  and  pine, 

Fanny,  dearest  of  all  the  dears  ! 
The  Love  that*s  ordcr'd  to  bathe  in  wine, 

Would  he  sure  to  take  cold  in  tears. 

Rejected  bright  in  tbtii  heart  of  mine, 

Fanny  dearest,  thy  image  lies ; 
But,  ah  I  the  mirror  would  cease  to  shine, 

If  dimm'd  too  often  with  sigh.i. 
They  lose  the  half  of  beauty''8  light, 

Who  view  it  through  sorrow's  tear; 
And  *ti8  but  to  see  thee  truly  bright 

Thut  I  ketjp  my  eye-beams  clear. 


I 
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If 


IikiH, 


the  kope  at  Taia; 
ipc  it  villi  nia. 


Like  a  €ur  ilov^,  the  amdofv*!  last, 

Wkich  feeb  the  pkwgMi«re*i  edge,  and  dies! 

GBniL29. 


^rmim^m 


■fan  ■■■■a 


TRAXSLATIOXS  FROM  CATULLUS. 

CarwuZa. 

Jhoe^ms  fmmiam.  ^, 

TO  IXSBIA. 

Thou  told*st  me,  in  oar  days  of  lore. 
That  I  bad  all  that  heart  of  thiDe ; 

That,  er*!!  to  share  the  coach  of  Jore, 

Thoa  woald'st  not,  Lesbia,  part  from  mine. 

How  purely  wert  thoa  worshipp'd  then ! 

Not  with  the  Tague  and  rolgar  fires 
Which  Beauty  wakes  in  soalless  men, — 

Bat  loT'd,  as  children  by  their  sires. 

That  flattering  dream,  alas,  is  o'er ;  — 

I  know  thee  now — and  though  these  eyes 

Doat  on  thee  wildly  as  before. 
Yet,  even  in  doating,  I  despise. 

Yes,  sorceress — mad  as  it  may  seem  — 
With  all  thy  craft,  sach  spells  adorn  thee. 

That  passion  eren  oatlires  esteem. 

And  I,  at  once,  adore — and  scorn  thee. 

Cktrm.  11. 
Pauca  numdaie  nutt  puetLt. 


Comrades  and  friends  !  with  whom,  where'er 
The  fates  have  will'd  through  life  I've  rov'd, 

Now  speed  ye  home,  and  with  you  bear 
These  bitter  words  to  her  Fve  lov'd. 

Tell  her  from  fool  to  fool  to  run. 
Where'er  her  vain  caprice  may  call ; 

Of  all  her  dupes  not  loving  one. 
But  ruining  and  madd'ning  alL 

Bid  her  forget — what  now  is  past  — 
Our  once  dear  love,  whose  ruin  lies 

I  O  quid  tolutti  e«t  beatiui  curti. 

Cum  mens  onui  reponit,  ac  pcregrino 


SwKET  Sumio !  thou,  the  tctj  eye 
Of  all  peninsulas  and  isles. 

That  in  our  lakes  of  nlrer  lie. 
Or  sleep,  enwreath'd  by  Neptnne*s 

How  ^adly  back  to  thee  I  fly! 

Scin  doabting,  asking  —  earn  it  be 
That  I  hare  left  Bithynia*s  sky. 

And  gaxe  in  safety  iqmn  thee? 


Oh :  what  b  h^ipier  than  to  find 
Our  hearu  at  ease,  our  perils  past; 

When,  anxious  long,  the  lighten'd  mind 
Lays  down  its  load  of  care  at  last : 

When,  tir^d  with  toil  o*er  land  and  deep. 
Again  we  tread  the  welcome  floor 

Of  our  own  home,  and  sink  to  sleep 
On  the  long-wish*d-fbr  bed  once  more.  > 

This,  this  it  is,  that  pays  alone 
The  ills  of  all  life's  former  track.  — 

Shine  out,  my  beautiful,  my  own 

Sweet  Sirmio !  greet  thy  master  back. 

And  thou,  fair  Lake,  whose  water  quaffs 
The  light  of  heav'n  like  Lydia^s  sea. 

Rejoice,  rejoice — let  all  that  laughs 
Abroad,  at  home,  laugh  out  for  me  I 


TIBULLUS  TO  SULPICIA. 

Nulla  tuum  nobU  tubduoet  femina  lectmn,  &c.  he. 

LilK  It.  Cam.  13. 


**  Neter  shall  woman*s  smile  have  powV 
**  To  win  me  from  those  gentle  charms !" 

Thus  swore  I,  in  that  happy  hour. 

When  Loye  first  gave  thee  to  my  arms. 

And  still  alone  thou  charm*8t  my  sight  — 
Still,  though  our  city  proudly  shine 

With  forms  and  faces,  fair  and  bright, 
I  see  none  fair  or  bright  but  thine. 

Labore  feul  vraimns  larem  ad  noatnun, 
DeilderatoqiM  aoqatesdmuf  toeto. 
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Would  tlioa  wcrt  fiur  Ibr  only  me. 

And  coold'tl  no  liesrt  bat  mine  allure ! — 

To  all  men  else  onpleaaing  be. 
So  ihall  I  feel  my  prize  aecare.  ■ 

Ob,  lore  like  mine  ne*er  wants  the  sest 

Of  others*  enrf  ,  others'  praise ; 
Bat,  in  its  silence  safelj  blest. 

Broods  o'er  a  blim  it  ne'er  betrays. 

Charm  of  my  life !  by  whose  sweet  pow'r 
All  cares  are  hash'd,  all  ills  sobdned — 

My  li^lit,  in  ev^n  the  darkest  hoar. 
My  crowd,  in  deepest  solitode !* 

No^  noC  thoa^  heaT'n  itself  sent  down 
Some  maid,  of  more  than  heay*nly  charms. 

With  bliss  nndreamt  thy  bard  to  crown. 
Would  he  for  her  fonake  those  arms  1 


IMITATION. 


FBOM  THB  FBEKCH. 


With  women  and  apples  both  Paris  and  Adam 

Made  mischief  enoa^  in  their  day : — 
God  be  prais'd  that  the  fiUe  of  mankind,  my  dear 


Depends  not  on  lu^  the  same  way. 
For,  weak  as  I  am  with  temptation  to  grapple, 

The  worid  would  haye  doably  to  roe  thee ; 
Like  Adam,  Fd  gladly  takeyrom  thee  the  apple. 

Like  Paris,  at  once  give  it  to  thee. 


INVITATION  TO  DINNER, 


ADDRESSED  TO  LORD  LANSDOWNE. 


Some  think  we  bards  have  nothing  real ; 

That  poets  live  among  the  stars  so, 
Their  very  dinners  are  ideal, — 

(And,  heaven  knows,  too  oft  they  art  so,) — 
For  instance,  that  we  have,  instead 

Of  vulgar  chops,  and  stews,  and  hashes, 


>       Displlceaf  •lilt,  sic  ego  tutut  era. 

*  Tu  nihi  curantm  requiet,  tu  nocte  Tel  atri 

Lmnen,  ct  In  tolU  tu  mibi  turte  locU. 

*  A  picturatqiM  rilUge  In  tight  of  my  cottage,  and  1 
whkk  It  It  tepvated  but  by  a  taaaU  Terdant  fallay. 


First  coarse— a  Phoenix,  at  the  head. 

Done  in  Its  own  celestial  ashes ; 
At  foot,  a  cygnet,  which  kept  singing 
All  the  time  its  neck  was  wringing. 
Side  dishes,  thus — Minerva's  owl. 
Or  any  sneh  like  leaned  fowl : 
Doves,  sneh  as  heave's  poalterer  gets, 
When  Cupid  shoots  his  motber^s  peta. 
Larks,  stew'd  in  Morning's  roseate  breath. 

Or  roasted  by  a  sunbeam's  splendour ; 
And  nightingales,  berhymed  to  death — 
Like  young  pigs  whipp'd  to  make  them 

Such  fore  may  suit  those  bards,  who're  able 
To  banquet  at  Duke  Humphrey's  table ; 
But  as  for  me,  whoVe  kng  beea  taagfat 

To  eat  and  drink  like  other  people ; 
And  can  put  up  with  mutton,  boo^it 

Where  Bromham'  rears  its  ancient 
If  Lansdowne  will  consent  to  share 
My  humble  foast,  though  mde  the  fore, 
Tet,  season'd  by  that  salt  he  brings 
From  Attica's  salinest  springs, 
'Twill  turn  to  dainties ; — while  the  eup 
Beneath  his  influence  brightUng  up^ 
Like  that  of  Bands,  tooch'd  by  Jove^ 
Will  sparkle  fit  for  gods  above  I 


VERSES  TO  THE  POET  CRABBE'S 
INKSTAND.« 

WRIITBN  MAT,  1832. 

Aix,  as  he  left  it  I — ev'n  the  pen. 
So  lately  at  that  mind's  commawl, 

Carelessly  lying,  as  if  then 
Just  foll'n  from  his  gifted  hand. 

Have  we  then  lost  him  ?  scarce  an  hoar, 
A  little  hour,  seems  to  have  past. 

Since  Life  and  Inspiration's  pow'r 
Around  that  relic  breath'd  their  last. 

Ah,  pow'riess  now — like  talisman. 
Found  in  some  vanish'd  wisard's  halls, 

Whose  mighty  charm  with  him  began. 
Whose  charm  with  him  eztinguish'd  folia. 


«  Soon  after  Mr.  Crabbe*!  death,  the  toot  of  tiMtgantl 
did  me  the  boooor  of  pretenting  to  me  tbe  Inkttand,  | 
kc.  wbicfa  tbelr  ditthiguiihed  fttber  had  }ao%  hma  1 
habit  of  otfaic. 
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Yet  thoogh,  alas !  the  gifts  that  shone 
Around  that  pen*s  exploring  track. 

Be  now,  with  its  great  master,  gone. 
Nor  living  hand  can  call  them  hack ; 

Who  does  not  feel,  while  thus  his  eyes 
Rest  on  the  enchanter's  broken  wand. 

Each  earth-born  spell  it  work'd  arise 
Before  him  in  succession  grand? — 

Grand,  from  the  Truth  that  reigns  o*er  all ; 

The  unshrinking  Truth,  that  lets  her  light 
Through  Life's  low,  dark,  interior  fell. 

Opening  the  whole,  severely  bright : 

Yet  softening,  as  she  frowns  along, 

O'er  scenes  which  angels  weep  to  see — 

Where  Truth  herself  half  veils  the  Wrong, 
In  pity  of  the  Misery. 

True  bard  ! — and  simple,  as  the  race 

Of  true-bom  poets  ever  are. 
When,  stooping  from  their  starry  place. 

They're  children,  near,  though  gods,  afar. 

How  freshly  doth  my  mind  recall, 
'Mong  the  few  days  I've  known  with  thee. 

One  that,  most  buoyantly  of  all, 
Floats  in  the  wake  of  memory  ; ' 

When  he,  the  poet,  doubly  grac'd. 

In  life,  as  in  his  perfect  strain. 
With  that  pure,  mellowing  power  of  Taste, 

Without  which  Fancy  shines  in  vain ; 

Who  in  his  page  will  leave  behind, 
Pregnant  with  genius  though  it  be. 

But  half  the  treasures  of  a  mind, 

Where  Sense  o'er  all  holds  mastery :  — 

Friend  of  long  years  I  of  friendship  tried 
Through  many  a  bright  and  dark  event ; 

In  doubts,  my  judge  —  in  taste,  my  guide — 
In  all,  my  stay  and  ornament ! 

He,  too,  was  of  our  feast  that  day. 

And  all  were  guests  of  one,  whose  hand 

Hath  shed  a  new  and  deathless  ray 
Around  the  lyre  of  this  great  land ; 

In  whose  sea-odes — as  in  those  shells 
Where  Ocean's  voice  of  majesty 


1  The  lines  that  follow  allude  to  a  day  pa««ed  in  company 
with  Mr.  Crabl>e,  many  yrari  since,  when  a  party,  consisting 
only  of  Mr.  Uogers,  Mr.  Crabbe,  and  the  author  of  tbes« 


Seems  still  to  sound — immortal  dwells 
Old  Albion's  Spirit  of  the  Sea. 

Such  was  our  host ;  and  though,  since  then. 
Slight  clouds  have  ris'n  twixt  him  and  me. 

Who  would  not  grasp  such  hand  again, 
Stretch*d  forth  again  in  amity  ? 

Who  can,  in  this  short  life,  afford 
To  let  such  mists  a  moment  stay, 

Wlien  thus  one  frank,  atoning  word. 
Like  sunshine,  melts  them  all  away  ? 

Bright  was  our  board  that  day — though  one 
Unworthy  brother  there  had  place  ; 

As  'mong  the  horses  of  the  Sun, 
One  was,  they  say,  of  earthly  race. 

Yet,  next  to  Genius  is  the  power 
Of  feeling  where  true  Genius  lies ; 

And  there  was  light  around  that  hour 
Such  as,  in  memory,  never  dies ; 

IJght  which  comes  o'er  me,  as  I  gaze. 
Thou  Relic  of  the  Dead,  on  thee. 

Like  all  such  dreams  of  vanish'd  days. 
Brightly,  indeed — but  mournfully  ! 


CAROLINE,  VISCOUNTESS  VALLETORT. 

WRITTEN  AT  LACOCK  ABBBT,  JANUABT,  1832. 

When  I  would  sing  thy  beauty's  light, 
Such  various  forms,  and  all  so  bright, 
I've  seen  thee,  from  thy  childhood,  wear, 
I  know  not  which  to  call  most  fair. 
Nor  'mong  the  cotmtless  charms  that  spring 
For  ever  round  thee,  which  to  sing. 

When  I  would  paint  thee,  as  thou  art. 
Then  all  thou  wert  comes  o'er  my  heart — 
The  graceful  child,  in  beauty's  dawn. 
Within  the  nursery's  shade  withdrawn. 
Or  peeping  out — like  a  young  moon 
Upon  a  world  'twill  brighten  soon. 
Then  next,  in  girlhood's  blushing  hour. 
As  from  thy  own  lov'd  Abbey-towV 

Tersea.had  the  pleasure  of  dining  with  Mr.  Thonus  Campbell, 
at  his  liouse  at  Sydenham. 
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IVe  seen  thee  look,  all  radiant,  down. 
With  smiles  that  to  the  hoary  frown 
Of  centuries  round  thee  lent  a  ray, 
Chasing  even  Age's  gloom  away ;  — 
Or,  in  the  world's  resplendent  throng. 
As  I  haye  mark'd  thee  glide  along. 
Among  the  crowds  of  fair  and  great 
A  spirit,  pure  and  separate. 
To  which  even  Admiration's  eye 
Was  fearful  to  approach  too  nigh  ; — 
A  creature,  circled  by  a  spell 
Within  which  nothing  wrong  could  dwell ; 
And  fresh  and  clear  as  from  the  source, 
Holding  through  life  her  limpid  course. 
Like  Arethusa  through  the  sea, 
Stealing  in  fountain  purity. 

Now,  too,  another  change  of  light  I 
As  noble  bride,  still  meekly  bright. 
Thou  bring'st  thy  Lord  a  dower  above 
All  earthly  price,  pure  woman's  love ; 
And  show'st  what  lustre  Rank  receives. 
When  with  his  proud  Corinthian  leaves 
Her  rose  thus  high-bred  Beauty  weaves. 

Wonder  not  if,  where  all's  so  fair 
To  choose  were  more  than  bard  can  dare ; 
Wonder  not  if,  while  every  scene 
I've  watch'd  thee  through  so  bright  hath  been, 
The'  enamour'd  Muse  should,  in  her  quest 
Of  beauty,  know  not  where  to  rest, 
But,  dazisled,  at  thy  feet  thus  fall. 
Hailing  thee  beautiful  in  all ! 


A  SPECULATION. 

Of  all  speculations  the  market  holds  forth. 
The  best  that  I  know  for  a  lover  of  pelf. 

Is  to  buy  Marcus  up,  at  the  price  he  is  worth. 
And  then  sell  him  at  that  which  he  sets  on 
himself. 


TO  MY  MOTHER. 

WRITTEN  IN  A  POCKET  BOOK,  1822. 

Thet  tell  US  of  an  Indian  tree. 
Which,  howsoe'er  the  sun  and  sky 

May  tempt  its  boughs  to  wander  free. 
And  shoot,  and  blossom,  wide  and  high. 


Far  better  loves  to  bend  its  arms 
Downward  again  to  that  dear  earth. 

From  which  the  life,  that  fills  and  warms 
Its  grateful  being,  first  had  birth. 

'Tis  thus,  though  woo'd  by  flattering  friends. 
And  fed  with  fimie  (1/  fame  it  be) 

This  heart,  my  own  dear  mother,  bends. 
With  love's  true  instinct,  back  to  thee! 


LOVE  AND  HYMEN. 

Love  had  a  fever — ne'er  could  close 
His  little  eyes  till  day  was  breaking ; 

And  wild  and  strange  enough,  Heav'n  knows* 
The  things  he  rav'd  about  while  wakug. 

To  let  him  pine  so  were  a  sin ; — 
One,  to  whom  all  the  world's  a  debtor^ 

So  Doctor  Hymen  was  call'd  in. 

And  Love  that  night  slept  rather  better. 

Next  day  the  case  gave  farther  hope  yet, 
Though  still  some  ugly  fever  latent ; — 

"  Dose,  as  before" — a  gentle  opiate, 
For  which  old  Hymen  has  a  patent 

After  a  month  of  daily  call, 
So  fast  the  dose  went  on  restoring. 

That  Love,  who  first  ne'er  slept  at  all. 

Now  took,  the  rogue  I  to  downright  snoring. 


LINES 


ON  THE 

ENTRY  OF  THE  AUSTRIANS  INTO  NAPLES,  1821. 
Carbone  notati. 

At —  down  to  the  dust  with  them,  slaves  as  they 
are. 
From  this  hour,  let  the  blood  in  their  dastardly 
veins. 
That  shrunk  at  the  first  touch  of  Liberty's  war, 
Be  wasted  for  tyrants,  or  stagnate  in  chains. 

On,  on  like  a  cloud,  through  their  beautifid  vales, 
Ye  locusts  of  tyranny,  blasting  them  o'er— 

Fill,  fill  up  their  wide  sunny  waters,  ye  sails 
From  each  sUve-mart  of  Europe,  and  shadow 
their  shore  I 
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Let  their  fate  be  a  mock-word — let  men  of  all  lands 
Laugh  oat,  with  a  scorn  that  shall  ring  to  the 
poles. 
When  each  sword,  that  the  cowards  let  fall  from 
their  hands, 
Shall  be  forg'd  into  fetters  to  enter  their  souls. 

And  deep,  and  more  deep,  as  the  iron  is  driv'n, 
Base  slaves !  let  the  whet  of  their  agony  be. 

To  think — as  the  Doom'd  often  think  of  that  heav'n 
They  had  once  within  reach — that  they  might 
have  been  free. 

Oh  shame !  when  there  was  not  a  bosom,  whose 
heat 

Ever  rose  'hove  the  zero  of  C h*s  heart. 

That  did  not,  like  echo,  your  war-hymn  repeat. 
And  send  all  its  prayers  with  your  Liberty's 
start; 

When  the  world  stood  in  hope — when  a  spirit, 
that  breathed 

The  fresh  air  of  the  olden  time,  whisper*d  about ; 
And  the  swords  of  all  Italy,  half-way  unsheath'd. 

But  waited  one  conquering  cry,  to  flash  out  I 

When  around  you  the  shades  of  your  Mighty  in 
fiime, 
FzucAjAs  and  Petkarchs,  seem*d  bursting  to 
view, 


And  their  words,  and  their  warnings,  like  tongues 
of  bright  flame 
Over  Freedom's  apostles,  fell  kindling  on  yoa  1 

Oh  shame  I  that,  in  such  a  proud  moment  of  life. 
Worth  the  hist'ry  of  ages,  when,  had  yoa  bat 
hurl'd 
One  bolt  at  your  tyrant  invader,  that  strife 

Between  freemen  and  tyrants  had  spread  through 
the  world — 

That  then— oh!  disgrace  upon  manhood— ev'n 
then, 
You  should  falter,  should  cling  to  your  pitiiul 
breath ; 
CoVr  down  into  beasts,  when  you  might  have 
stood  men, 
And  prefer  the  slave's  life  of  prostration  to  death. 

It  is  strange,  it  is  dreadful : — shout,  Tyranny,  shout 

Through  your  dungeons  and  palaces,  **  Freedom 

is  o'er;" — 

If  there  lingers  one  spark  of  her  light,  tread  it  out. 

And  return  to  your  empire  of  darkness  once 

more. 

For,  if  such  are  the  braggarts  that  claim  to  be  fr*ee. 
Come,  Despot  of  Russia,  thy  feet  let  me  kiss ; 

Far  nobler  to  live  the  brute  bondman  of  thee. 
Than  to  sully  ev'n  chains  by  a  struggle  like  this ! 


THE   LOVES   OF  THE   ANGELS. 


PREFACE. 

The  Eastern  story  of  the  angels  Harut  and  Marut  >, 
and  the  Rabbinical  fictions  of  the  loves  of  Uzziel 
and  Shamchazai^  are  the  only  sources  to  which  I 
need  refer,  for  the  origin  of  the  notion  on  which 
this  Romance   is   founded.     In   addition   to  the 


I  S««  note  on  page  468. 

«  Hyde,  de  Rellg.  Vet.  PerMrum,  p.  272. 

*  The  account  which  Macrobiui  givei  •  of  the  downward 
Jouraej  of  the  Soul,  through  that  gate  of  the  lodiac  whirh 
opens  Into  the  lower  sphere*,  is  a  curious  specimen  of  the 
wUd  (kndec  passed  for  philosophy  in  ancient  times. 


fitness  of  the  subject  for  poetry,  it  struck  me  also 
as  capable  of  affording  an  allegorical  medium, 
through  which  might  be  shadowed  out  (as  I  have 
endeavoured  to  do  in  the  following  stories)  the 
fall  of  the  Soul  from  its  original  purity  ^ — the  loss 
of  light  and  happiness  which  it  suffers,  in  the  pur- 
suit of  this  world's  perishable  pleasures  —  and  the 

In  the  system  of  Manes,  the  luminous  or  spiritual  prindpl* 
owps  its  corruption  not  to  any  eril  tendency  of  its  own,  but  to 
a  violent  Inroad  of  the  spirits  of  darkness,  who,  finding  them- 
selves In  the  neighbourhood  of  this  pure  light,  and  becomtng 
passionately  enamoured  of  its  l)«auty,  break  the  boundarica 
between  them,  and  take  forcible  possession  of  It.  ^ 

k  8w  a  TraMlH  **  Da  U  lUliaioa  d«  Pma,"  hj  lb*  AhU  rrafhwi. 
Mimattm  d*  rAnsiUml*,  tana.  uai.  f.  45S. 
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punishments,  toth  from  conscience  and  Divme 
jufiticc,  with  wbich  iniptirity,  pride,  and  prestmip- 
tuQus  inqairy  into  the  tnf  ful  secrets  of  Ileiiven  are 
sure  to  be  visited.  The  beaut  if ui  story  of  Cupid 
and  Psyche  ove»  its  chief  chanu  to  this  sort  of 
»*  veiled  meaning,"  and  Jl  has  been  my  wish  (how' 
ever  I  may  hare  failed  in  the  attempt)  to  ctioa* 
municato  to  the  foUowiiig  fiages  the  same  marai 
interest* 

Among  the  doctnnes^  or  notions,  derived  hy 
Plato  from  the  East,  one  of  the  moet  natural  and 
sublime  is  that  which  inculcates  the  pre-exlstence 
of  the  soul,  and  its  gmdiial  descent  into  this  dark 
material  world,  Irum  that  region  of  spirit  and  light 
which  it  is  supposed  to  have  once  inhabited,  aad 
to  which,  after  a  long  lapse  of  purification  and 
trial,  it  will  return.  This  relief,  under  various 
symbolical  forms,  may  he  traced  through  almost 
all  the  Orienial  theologies.  The  Chaldeans  repre- 
sent the  Soul  as  originally  endowed  with  wings* 
which  fLil!  away  when  it  iinks  from  its  nntive 
element,  and  must  be  reproduced  before  it  can 
hope  to  return.  Sotne  disciples  of  Zoroaster  once 
inquired  of  bim^  **  How  the  wings  of  the  Soul 
might  be  made  to  grow  again  ?  "— "  By  sprinkling 
them,'*  he  replied,  '*  with  the  Waters  of  Life  "— 
**  Bot  where  are  those  Waters  to  be  found?"  they 
asked.  —  "In  the  Garden  of  God,"  replied 
Zoroaster. 

The  mythology  of  the  Persians  has  allegorised 
the  same  doctrine,  in  the  history  of  tbose  genii  of 
Eght  who  strayed  from  their  dwellings  in  the  stars, 
and  obscured  their  original  nature  by  mixture 
with  this  material  sphere ;  while  the  Egyptians, 
connecting  it  with  the  descent  and  asceot  of  the 
sun  in  the  jcodiac,  considered  Autumn  as  emblem- 
atic of  the  Soul's  decline  towards  darkness,  and 
the  re-appearance  of  Spring  as  its  return  to  life 
and  light. 

Besides  the  chief  spirits  of  the  Mahometan 
heaven,  such  as  Gabriel,  the  angel  of  Revelations, 
Israfil^  by  whom  the  last  trumpet  is  to  be  sounded, 
and  Azrael,  the  angel  of  death,  there  were  also  a 
number  of  subaltern  intelligences,  of  which  tra- 
dition has  preserved  the  names,  appointed  to  pre- 
side over  the  diiferent  stages,  or  ascents,  into 
which  the  celestial  world  was  supptiaed  to  be 
divided. '  Thus  Kelail  governs  the  fifth  heaven  j 
while  Sadiel,  the  presiding  spirit  of  the  third,  is 
also  employed  in  steadying  the  motions  of  the 
earth,  which  would  be  in  a  cotutant  state  of 
agitation^  if  tliis  angel  did  not  keep  bis  foot  planted 
apon  its  orb.« 


>  "  We  Adk>rtvt>d  Ihe  \omm  htavcn  wftlii  lighti, 
tlierala  i  guard  of  «iig«lt.'*  —  JC^^ran,  cbap.  %iU 


Among  other  miraculous  interpositions  in  favonr 
of  Mahomet,  we  find  commemorated  in  the  pages 
of  the  Korao  the  appearance  of  5ve  thousand 
angels  on  his  side  ut  the  battle  of  Bedr 

The  ancient  Persians  supposed  that  Orrauzd 
appointed  thirty  angels  to  preside  successively 
OTer  the  days  of  the  month,  and  twelve  greater 
oness  to  assume  the  government  of  the  months 
themselves;  among  whom  Bahnian  (to  whom 
Ormuzd  committed  the  custody  of  all  animals^ 
except  man,)  was  the  greatest.  Mihr,  the  angel 
of  the  ith  month,  was  also  the  spirit  that  watched 
over  tlie  affairs  of  friendship  and  love;  — Chur 
had  the  care  of  the  disk  of  the  sun  ;  —  Mah  was 
agent  for  the  concerns  of  the  moon ;  —  Isphan- 
dirroajf  (whom  Cazvin  calls  the  Spirit  of  the 
Earth)  was  the  tutelar  genius  of  good  and  virtuous 
women,  &c.  &c*  &c.  For  all  this  the  reader  may 
consult  the  1 9  th  and  30th  chapters  of  Hyde  de 
Eelig.  VcL  Persarum,  where  the  names  and  attri- 
butes of  these  daily  and  monthly  angels  are  with 
much  minuteness  and  erudition  explained.  It  ap- 
pears, from  the  Zend-avesta,  that  the  Persians  had 
a  certain  office  or  prayer  for  every  day  of  the 
month  (addressed  to  the  particular  angel  who  pre- 
sided over  it),  which  they  called  the  Sirouae. 

The  Celestial  Hierarchy  of  the  Syrians,  as 
described  by  Kircher,  appears  to  be  the  most  re- 
gularly graduated  of  any  of  these  systems.  In  the 
sphere  of  the  Mood  they  placed  the  angels,  in  thai 
of  Mercury  the  archangels,  Venus  asd  the  Sun 
contained  the  Principalities  and  the  Powers  ;  —  and 
so  on  to  the  summit  of  the  planetary  fy stein, 
where,  in  the  sphere  of  Saturn,  the  Throneti  had 
their  station.  Above  this  was  the  habitation  of 
the  Cherubim  in  the  sphere  of  the  fixed  stars  i  and 
still  higher,  in  the  region  of  those  stars  wlilch  are 
so  distant  as  to  be  imperceptible,  the  Seraphim, 
wo  are  told,  the  most  perfect  of  all  celestial  crea- 
tures, dwelt 

The  Sabeans  also  (as  D'Hcrbcloi  lei  Is  us)  had 
their  classes  of  angels,  to  whom  they  prayed  as 
mediators,  or  intercessors  *,  and  the  Arabians  wor- 
shipped female  angels,  whom  they  called  B^nad 
Hasche,  or,  Daughters  of  God. 


I  S*mIxm»rtmMl,pM»im. 
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TwAS  when  the  world  wm  in  iu  prime. 

When  the  fresh  stars  had  just  begun 
Their  race  of  glorv,  and  young  Time 

Told  his  first  birth-davs  by  the  sun  ; 
When,  in  the  light  of  Nature's  dawn 

Rejoicing,  men  and  angels  met  * 
On  the  high  hill  and  sunny  lawn, — 
Ere  sorrow  came,  or  Sin  had  drawn 

'Twixt  man  and  heav'n  her  curtain  yet ! 
When  earth  lay  nearer  to  the  skies 

Than  in  these  days  of  crime  and  woe. 
And  mortals  saw,  without  surprise, 
In  the  mid-air,  angelic  eyes 

Gazing  upon  this  world  below. 

Alas,  that  Passion  should  profane, 
Ev'n  then,  the  morning  of  the  earth  ! 

That,  sadder  still,  the  fatal  stain 

Should  fall  on  hearts  of  hcav'nly  birth  — 

And  that  from  Woman's  love  should  fall 

So  dark  a  stain,  most  sad  of  all ! 

One  ev'ning,  in  that  primal  hour, 

On  a  hill's  side,  where  bung  the  ray 
Of  sunset,  bright'ning  rill  and  bow'r, 

Three  noble  youths  conversing  lay  ; 
And,  as  they  look'd,  from  time  to  time. 

To  the  far  sky,  where  Daylight  furl'd 
His  radiant  wing,  their  brows  sublim^ 

Bespoke  them  of  that  distant  world  — 
Spirits,  who  once,  in  brotherhood 
Of  faith  and  bliss,  near  Alla  stood. 
And  o'er  whose  cheeks  full  oft  had  blown 
The  wind  that  breathes  from  Alla's  throne,* 
Creatures  uf  light,  such  as  still  play, 

Like  motes  in  sunshine,  round  the  Lord, 
And  through  their  infinite  array 
Transmit  each  moment,  night  and  day, 

The  echo  of  His  luminou!>  word! 

Of  Heaven  they  spoke,  and,  still  more  oft. 
Of  the  bright  eyes  that  charm 'd  them  thence ; 

>  The  Mahometan*  licUeTe,  taysD'Hcrbelot.  that  in  that 
early  period  or  the  world,  "  les  hommof  n'eurentqu'une  ceule 
religion,  etfurent  touTent  visit^s  dea  Anget,  qui  leur  dunnoicnt 
la  main." 

*  "  To  which  will  be  joined  the  sound  of  the  belU  hanging 
on  the  treca,  which  will  be  put  in  motion  by  the  wind  pro- 
c<^ing  from  the  Throne,  »o  often  aa  the  Blessed  wish  for 
music.**    See  Soltys  K<>ran,  Prelim  Dissert. 

s  The  ancient  Persians  supposed  that  this  Throne  was 
placed  In  the  Sun,  and  that  through  the  stars  were  distributed 
the  Tarloiis  classes  of  Angels  that  encircled  it. 


Till,  yidding  gndnl  to  the  soft 
And  balmy  eroimg's  inflneoee — 

The  nknt  brcadung  of  tlie  flcnrVa 
The  melting  light  that  beam'd  abore. 

As  oa  their  fint.  Hood,  erring  hoars 
Each  told  the  itory  of  his  loTe, 

The  history  of  that  hour  nnUest, 

When,  like  a  bird,  from  its  high  nest 

Woo  down  by  fascinating  eyes. 

For  Woman's  smile  he  lost  the  skies. 

The  First  who  qmke  was  one,  with  look 

The  least  celestial  of  the  three — 
A  Spirit  of  light  mould,  that  took 

The  prints  of  earth  most  yieldingly  ; 
Who,  eT*n  in  heav'n,  was  not  of  those 

Nearest  the  Throne ',  but  held  a  place 
Far  off,  among  those  shining  rows 

That  circle  out  through  endless  space. 
And  o'er  whose  wings  the  light  from  Him 
In  HeaTcn's  centre  falls  most  dim. 

Still  fa\r  and  glorious,  he  bnt  shone 
Among  those  youths  the*  onheavenliest  one- 
A  creature,  to  whom  light  remain*d 
From  Eden  stiU,  but  alter*d,  stain'd. 
And  o  er  whose  brow  not  Loye  alone 

A  blight  had,  in  his  transit,  cast. 
But  other,  earthlier  joys  had  gone. 

And  left  their  foot-prints  as  they  pass'd. 
Sighing,  as  back  through  ages  flown. 

Like  a  tomb-searcher,  Mem'ry  ran. 
Lifting  each  shroud  that  Time  had  thrown 

O'er  buried  hopes,  he  thus  began:  — 


FIRST  ANGEL'S  STORY 

"  'TwAS  in  a  land,  that  far  away 

Into  the  golden  orient  lies. 
Where  Nature  knows  not  night's  delay, 
But  springs  to  meet  her  bridegroom.  Day, 

Upon  the  threshold  of  the  skies. 
One  mom,  on  earthly  mission  sent,  ♦ 

And  mid-way  choosing  where  to  light, 

The  Basil  idians  supposed  that  there  were  three  hundred 
and  sixty-five  orders  of  angels.  "  dont  la  perfection  allolt  en 
d€croissant.  k  mesure  qu'ils  s'^loignoicnt  de  la  premiere  clM«e 
d'esprits  places  dans  le  premier  del."  See  Dmpmi$,  Or^.  4a 
CuUes,  torn.  11.  p.  112. 

*  It  appears  that,  in  most  langtiagea,  the  tenn  «mplof«d 
for  an  angel  means  also  a  messenger.  Firlscht^,  the  Persian 
word  for  angel,  is  derived  (says  D'Herbelot)  fWjm  the  Terb 
Firischtin,  to  send.  The  Hebrew  term,  too,  Melak,  hat  the 
same  signification. 
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I  saw,  from  the  blue  element — 

Oh  beaiitifuU  but  fatal  sight  [ 
One  of  earth's  fkirest  womankind^ 
Half  veird  from  view,  or  rartiLr  sbrm*d 
In  tbe  clear  crystal  of  i\  hnmk  ; 

Whit^b,  while  it  hid  no  siDgle  gleam 
Of  her  young  beaulie*,  made  them  look 

More  fipmt-like»  as  thej  might  seem 

Through  ihe  dun  shadowing  of  a  dream. 
Pausing  in  wonder  1  looked  on. 

While,  plaj fully  around  her  breaking 
The  waters,  that  like  diamonds  shone 

She  mov*d  in  light  of  her  own  making. 
At  lengtli,  as  from  that  airy  height 
I  gently  lower'd  my  bn^athless  6tght, 
The  trembk  of  my  wings  all  o'er 

(For  through  each  plume  I  felt  the  thrill) 
Startled  her,  as  she  reached  the  shore 

Of  that  amall  lake — her  mirror  stiU^ 
AboTe  whose  brink  she  stood,  like  snow 
When  rosy  with  ft  sunset  glow. 
NeTer  abdl  I  forget  chose  eyes  !*— 
The  sbame,  the  innocent  surprise 
Of  that  bright  face»  when  in  the  air 
Uplookingj  she  beheld  me  there. 
It  seem'd  as  it  each  thought,  and  look. 

And  motion,  were  that  minute  cbain*d 
Fast  to  the  spot,  such  root  she  took, 
And — like  a  sunfiower  by  a  brook, 

With  face  uptum'd — so  still  rcmain'd  1 

In  pity  to  the  wond'ring  maid. 

Though  loth  from  such  a  vision  Cuming, 
Downward  f  bent»  beneath  the  shade 

Of  my  spread  winga  to  hide  tbe  bumiiig 
Of  glances,  which  —  I  well  could  feel — 

For  me,  for  her*  Uto  waraily  shone ; 
BoU  ere  I  could  again  unseal 
My  restless  eyes,  or  even  steal 

One  sidelong  look,  the  maid  was  gone^ 
Hid  from  me  in  the  forest  leaves, 

Sudden  as  when,  in  all  her  cbarms 
Of  full-blown  light,  some  cloud  receives 

The  Moon  into  his  dtisky  ariDS. 

Tts  not  in  worda  to  ten  the  pow'r, 
The  despotism  that,  from  that  hour, 
Passior  held  o*er  me.     Day  and  night 
I  sought  around  each  neighbouring  spot  j 

»  The  name  girvn  by  the  MrihoiiK'tatt*  to  the  inrertiAl  re- 
flonf,  o*et  which,  ibey  lajr,  the  angel  Tubhek  |ir<»ilde». 

Bf  Ihe  »eiren  g»tM  of  hell,  incution«d  la  the  Koran,  the 
ooronieatati>ri  undcrttjmd  vfrca  dtffereDl  depArtmeiit*  or 
w»ri)«,  tn  which  »(?veo  dilTbroDt  torti  of  ilnafln  are  lo  be 
punUtitd.  The  flrft,  called  Gehennimi,  U  for  tlnfiit  M utaaU 
ihc  iccand«  LmUia,  for  CtirifUan  aJfenden  ;  the  thlid, 


And,  in  the  chase  of  this  sweet  iigbt. 

My  tusk,  and  beav'n,  and  all  forgot ; — 
Atl,  but  the  one,  sole,  haunting  dream 
Of  her  I  saw  in  that  bright  streaiu. 

Nor  was  it  long,  ere  by  ber  Siide 

I  foimd  myself,  whole  happy  dayi, 
Listening  to  words,  whose  music  vied 

With  our  own  Eden*s  seraph  lays, 
When  seraph  lays  are  warmM  by  love, 
But,  wanting  Ihat^  far,  far  above!  — 
And  lix>king  into  eyes  where,  blue 
And  beautiful,  like  skies  seen  through 
The  sleeping  wave,  for  me  there  shone 
A  heaven,  more  worshipped  than  my  own. 
Oh  what,  while  I  could  hear  and  see 
Sueh  words  and  looks,  was  heaven  to  me? 
Though  gross  the  air  on  earth  I  drew, 
*T was  blessed,  while  she  breaih*d  it  loo ; 
Tliough  dark  the  l!!ow'rs,  though  dim  the  sky, 
Lovr  lent  them  light,  while  she  was  nigh. 
Throughout  creation  I  but  knew 
Two  separate  worlds  —  the  one„  that  small, 

BelovM,  and  consecrated  spot 
Where  Lea  tea*— the  other,  all 

The  dull,  wide  waste,  where  she  was  notf 

But  vain  my  suit,  my  miulDess  vain ; 
Though  gladly,  from  her  eye*  to  gain 

One  earthly  look,  one  stray  desire, 
I  would  have  torn  the  wings,  that  hung 

Furl'd  at  piy  back,  and  o*er  the  Fire 
In  G£HiM*si  pit  (heir  fragments  dung;^ — 
'Twns  hopeless  all — pure  and  unmov'd 

She  stood,  as  lilies  iu  the  light 

Of  the  hot  noon  but  look  more  white  ;  — 
And  though  she  lov'd  me,  deeply  lov*d, 
'Twaa  Dot  as  man,  as  mortal  —  no. 
Nothing  of  earth  was  in  that  glow  — 
She  lovM  me  but  as  one,  of  race 
Angelic,  from  that  radiant  place 
She  saw  so  oft  in  dreams  —  that  Heaven, 

To  which  her  prayers  at  mom  were  »eDt, 
And  on  whose  light  she  gaz'd  at  even. 
Wishing  for  wings,  that  she  might  go 
Out  of  this  shadowy  world  below, 

To  that  free,  glorious  clement  I 

Well  I  re  member  by  her  side 
Sitting  at  ro»y  even^tide, 

tlot1iuii«,  t«  ftfitKilntcd  ftM-  Jews ;  and  th«  fburtb  and  ttftk, 
called  SaIf  and  SacAr.  ar«  deittned  to  recrlvo  Ibe  Satyvanf  «iid 
Lhe  worth) ppon  of  Are:  in  the  tixtta.  named  Oeblm,  tlioM 
paganj  and  Motsiler*  who  adinU  a  plur^Uty  of  fod*  art  plaiwd } 
whJle  Into  the  abjM  or  the  »f!'Teiith,  rallfdi  I>erli;  Atlkl,  or 
th«  Dfle|»Mt,  tlie  hypocritical  canteri  of  «U  rellgton*  am 
tbrown* 
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When, — tamuig  to  the  star,  whoie  head 
Look'd  oat,  as  from  a  bridal  bed. 
At  tbat  mote,  blushing  hov, — she  aid, 
*  Oh!  that  it  were  mj  dooai  to  be 

*  The  Spirit  of  700  beauteous  star, 
'  Dwelling  up  there  in  parity, 

'  Alone,  as  all  snch  bright  things  are ; — 
'  M J  sole  emploj  to  praj  and  shine, 

'  To  light  m  J  censer  at  the  son 
'  And  cast  its  fire  towards  the  shrine 

«  Of  Him  in  heaVn,  the*  Eternal  one!* 

So  innocent  the  maid,  so  free 

From  mortal  taint  in  soul  and  frame. 
Whom  *twas  my  crime — my  destiny  — 
To  love,  ay,  bom  for,  with  a  flame. 
To  which  earth*s  wildest  fires  are  tame. 
Had  yoa  bat  seen  her  look,  when  first 
From  my  mad  lips  the*  arowal  borst ; 
Not  anger*d — no  —  the  feeling  came 
From  depths  beyond  mere  anger's  flame  — 
It  was  a  sorrow,  calm  as  deep, 
A  moamfblness  that  coald  not  weep. 
So  fill*d  her  heart  was  to  the  brink. 
So  fix*d  and  frozen  with  grief,  to  think 
That  angel  natures  —  that  ev'n  I, 
Whose  loye  she  clung  to,  as  the  tie 
Between  her  spirit  and  the  sky  — 
Should  fiill  thus  headlong  from  the  height 
Of  all  that  heay*n  hath  pure  and  bright! 

That  very  night — my  heart  had  grown 

Impatient  of  its  inward  burning ; 
The  term,  too,  of  my  stay  was  flown, 
And  the  bright  Watchers  near  the  throne, 
Already,  if  a  meteor  shone 
Between  them  and  this  nether  zone. 

Thought  'twas  their  herald's  wing  returning. 
Oft  did  the  potent  spell-word,  giv'n 

To  Envoys  hither  from  the  skies, 
To  be  pronounc'd,  when  back  to  heav'n 

It  is  their  time  or  wish  to  rise, 
Come  to  my  lips  that  fatal  day ; 

And  once,  too,  was  so  nearly  spoken. 
That  my  spread  plumage  in  the  ray 
And  breeze  of  heav'n  began  to  play; — 

When  my  heart  fail'd — the  spell  was  broken — 
The  word  unfinish'd  died  away, 
And  my  check 'd  plumes,  ready  to  soar. 
Fell  slack  and  lifeless  as  before. 


>  I  bate  already  mentioned  that  some  of  the  circumstances 
of  this  ftorj  were  suggested  to  me  l>7  the  eastern  legend  of 
the  two  angels,  Harut  and  Mariit,  as  giTen  bjr  Mariti,  who 
sajrs  that  the  author  of  the  Taalim  founds  upon  it  the  Ma- 
honetan  prohibition  of  wiiie.*  I  have  since  found  that  Mariti's 


How  coold  I  leare  a  worid  which  die. 

Or  lost  or  woo,  made  all  tome? 

Ko  matter  where  my  wanderings  were. 

So  there  she  looked,  bieath'd,  morT*d  aboot- 
Woe,  rain,  death,  more  sweet  with  her. 

Than  Fsradise  its^  without! 

Bat,  to  return — that  Tery  day 

A  feast  was  held,  where,  fall  of  mirth. 
Came — crowding  thick  as  flowYs  that  plaj 
In  summer  winds — the  young  and  gay 

And  beantifnl  of  this  bright  earth. 
And  she  was  there,  and  Ynid  the  yoang 

And  beantifnl  stood  first,  akme ; 
Though  00  her  gentle  brow  still  hong 

The  shadow  I  that  morn  had  thrown — 
The  first,  that  ever  shame  or  woe 
Had  cast  upon  its  rernal  snow. 
My  heart  was  madden'd; — in  the  flush 

Of  the  wild  revel  I  gave  way 
To  all  that  frantic  mirth — that  rush 

Of  desp'rate  gaiety,  which  they. 
Who  never  felt  how  pain's  excess 
Can  break  out  thus,  think  happiness ! 
Sad  mimicry  of  mirth  and  life. 
Whose  flashes  come  but  from  the  strife 
Of  inward  passions — like  the  light 
Struck  out  by  cUshing  swords  in  fight 

Then,  too,  that  juice  of  earth,  the  bane 
And  blessing  of  man's  heart  and  brain  — 
That  draught  of  sorcery,  which  brings 
Phantoms  of  fair,  forbidden  things — 
Whose  drops,  like  those  of  rainbows,  smile 

Upon  the  mists  that  cirole  man. 
Brightening  not  only  Earth,  the  while. 

But  grasping  Heav'n,  too^  m  their  span ! — 
Then  first  the  fatal  wine-cup  rain'd 

Its  dews  of  darkness  through  my  lips,  1 
Casting  whate'er  of  light  remain'd 

To  my  lost  soul  into  eclipse ; 
And  filling  it  with  such  wild  dreams. 

Such  fantasies  and  wrong  desires. 
As,  in  the  absence  of  heav'n*s  beams. 

Haunt  us  for  ever — like  wild-fires 

That  walk  this  earth,  when  day  retires. 

Now  hear  the  rest ;  —  our  banquet  done, 
I  sought  her  in  the'  accustom'd  bow'r, 


Tersion  of  the  Ulc  (which  differs  also  trmn  that  of  Dr.  Pri- 
deaux,  in  his  Life  of  Mahomet,)  Is  taken  from  the  Freoch 
Bncyciop^die,  in  which  work,  under  the  head  **  Arot  et  Marot, 
the  reader  will  find  it. 

•  Tlw  Bahardaaub  tdU  the  <kbl«  diflhNally. 
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Where  Ute  we  oft,  when  day  was  gone. 
And  the  world  bushed,  bud  met  alone. 

At  tbe  same  silent,  moonlight  hour. 
Iter  eyes,  us  iisinil,  were  nptunrd 
To  her  lov'd  Btar,  whose  bistre  Imrii'd 

Purer  thjin  ever  on  that  night ; 

While  sbe,  in  looking,  grew  more  bright, 

As  tbongb  she  borrow 'd  of  its  light. 

There  was  a  virtue  id  that  scene, 

A  ipell  of  holiness  uround, 
Which,  had  my  burning  bndn  not  liten 

Tbus  raadden'd,  would  have-  held  me  bounds 

Ag  though  I  trtxi  celestial  ground. 
Et^b  as  k  was,  with  sonl  all  flame, 

And  lips  that  bnrn'd  in  their  own  sigbs, 
I  stood  to  gaze,  with  awe  and  shame  — 
The  rocmory  of  Eden  cjune 

Fall  o*cr  toe  when  I  saw  those  eyei ; 
And  though  too  well  each  glance  of  mine 

To  the  pale,  sbrioking  maid  en  proved 
How  far,  alas,  from  aught  divine, 
Angbt  worthy  of  so  pure  a  nbrine, 

Was  tbe  wild  love  with  which  I  lov'd, 
Yet  mn*t  she,  too,  have  seen  —  ob  yes, 

'Tis  sot>lhing  but  lo  thinh  she  saw 
Tbe  deep,  true,  soul-felt  tenderness, 

Tbe  homage  of  an  Angel  s  awe 
To  her,  a  mortal,  whom  pure  love 
Then  ptac'd  above  him -^  far  almve  — 
And  ul  that  itruggle  to  repress 
A  sinful  spirit  s  itiiul  excess, 
Which  work*d  withiii  me  at  that  hour, 

Wheu,  with  a  voice,  where  Passion  shed 
All  the  deep  sadness  of  her  powV, 

Her  melancholy  power —  I  said, 

*  Then  be  it  so  j  if  back  to  heaven 

*  I  must  un lov'd,  unpitied  fly, 

*  Without  one  blest  memorial  giv'o 

*  To  soothe  me  in  that  lonely  sky  ; 

*  One  look,  like  tbo»e  the  young  and  fond 

*  Give  when  they're  parting  —  which  would  be, 

*  Ev'n  in  remembraucet  far  beyond 

*  All  heav'u  b:ith  left  of  bliss  for  me  I 

*  Ob,  but  to  see  Uiat  bead  recline 

*  A  minute  on  this  trembling  arm, 

*  And  those  mild  eyes  look  up  to  mine, 

*  Without  a  dread,  a  thought  of  barm  1 

*  To  meet,  but  once,  the  thrilling  touch 

*  Of  tipK  too  purely  fond  to  fear  roe  — 

*  Or,  if  that  boon  be  all  too  much, 

*  Ev'n  thus  to  bring  tbeir  fragrance  near  me  t 

*  Nay,  shrink  not  so — a  look  —  a  word — 

*  Give  them  but  kindij  and  I  fly  ; 


'  Already,  see,  my  phunes  have  stirr*d, 

*  And  tremble  for  their  home  on  high. 

*  Thus  be  our  parting  —  cheek  to  che*?k  — 

*  One  minutes  lapse  will  be  forgiv'n, 

*  And  thou,  tbe  next,  sbalt  hear  me  8iH*ak 

*  The  spel!  that  plumes  my  wing  for  heaven T 

While  thus  I  spoke,  tbe  fearful  maid, 
Of  me.  and  of  herself  afraid, 
Had  shrinking  stood,  like  flow'rs  benealh 
The  SL'orcbing  of  the  south- wind  «  breath: 
But  when  I  nani'd-~ala»,  too  well, 

I  now  recall,  tbongb  wilder'd  then, — 
[ostautly,  when  I  nam'd  the  spell, 

Her  brow,  her  c}  es  uprose  again, 
And,  with  an  eagerness,  that  spoke 
The  sudden  light  that  o*er  bcr  broke, 

*  The  spell,  tbe  sjiell  I  — ^ob,  speak  it  now, 

*  And  I  will  bless  thee  T  she  exclaioi'd*- 
Unknowing  what  I  did,  inflatn'd, 

And  lost  already,  on  her  brow 

I  stampM  one  burning  kiss,  and  uum'd 
Tbe  mystic  word,  till  then  ne'er  told 
To  living  creature  of  earth's  mould  ! 
Scarce  was  it  said,  when,  quick  as  thought, 
Her  lips  from  mine,  like  echo,  caught 
The  holy  sounds  her  bands  and  eyes 
TiVere  instant  lifted  to  the  skies, 
And  thriee  to  heav'n  she  spoke  it  out 

With  that  triumphant  look  Faith  wears. 
When  not  n  cloud  of  fear  or  doubt, 
A  vapour  from  this  vale  of  tears, 
Between  her  and  her  God  ap]iears  I 

That  very  moment  her  whole  frame 
All  bright  and  glorified  became, 
And  at  her  hack  I  saw  unclose 
Two  wings,  magniieent  as  those 

That  sptirkle  around  Ai^la's  Throne, 
Whose  plumes,  as  buoyantly  iihe  rose 

Above  me,  in  tbe  moon-bi'am  shone 
With  a  pure  light,  which  ^  from  its  hue. 
Unknown  upon  this  earth — I  knew 
Was  light  from  Eden,  gli«t'niug  through  1 
Most  holy  vision  I  ne'er  before 

Did  aught  so  radiant  ^ — since  the  daj 
When  Eni^is,  in  bis  downfal,  boM 

The  third  of  tbe  bright  stars  away  — 
Rise-,  in  earth's  beauty,  to  repair 
That  loss  of  Light  and  glory  there  I 

But  did  I  tamely  view  her  flight  f 

Did  not  /,  too,  proclaim  out  thriee 
The  powerful  words  that  were,  that  nigh^ — 
Oh  ev'n  for  heaven  too  much  delight  I  — 
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Again  to  bring  os,  eyes  to  eyes. 

That  boly  Shame,  which  ne'er  forgets 

And  sool  to  son],  in  Paradise  ? 

The'  onblench'd  renown  it  os'd  to  wear; 

I  did  —  I  spoke  it  o'er  and  o'er — 

Whose  blnsb  remains,  when  Mrtne  sets. 

I  pray*d,  I  wept,  bat  all  in  Tain ; 

To  show  her  sunshine  ha*  been  there. 

For  me  the  spell  bad  pow'r  no  more. 

There  seem'd  around  me  some  dark  chain 

Once  only,  while  the  tale  he  told. 

Which  still,  as  I  essay'd  to  soar. 

Were  his  eyes  lifted  to  beb<dd 

Baffled,  alas,  each  wild  endeaToor : 

That  happy  stainless  star,  where  she 

Dead  lay  my  wings,  as  they  have  lain 

Dwelt  in  ber  bower  of  parity ! 

8ince  that  sad  hour,  and  will  remain — 

One  minute  did  he  look,  and  ther  — 

So  wills  the*  offended  God^for  ever  I 

As  though  he  felt  some  deadly  pain 

From  its  sweet  light  throogh  heart  and  brain— 

It  was  to  yonder  star  I  trac'd 

Shmnk  back,  and  never  look'd  again. 

Her  journey  up  the'  illumin'd  waste — 

That  isle  in  the  b^ae  firmament. 
To  which  so  oft  her  fancy  went 

In  wishes  and  in  dreams  before. 

And  which  was  now — such.  Purity, 

Who  was  the  Second  Spirit?  he 

Thy  blest  reward  —  ordain'd  to  be 

With  the  proud  front  and  piercing  glance — 

Her  home  of  light  for  cTcrmore  ! 

Who  seem'd  when  viewing  heaven's  expanse. 

Once— or  did  I  but  fancy  so? — 

As  though  his  far-sent  eye  could  see 

Ev'n  in  her  flight  to  that  fair  spliere. 

On,  on  into  the'  Immensity 

*Mid  all  her  spirit's  new-felt  glow, 

Behind  Ihe  veils  of  that  blue  sky. 

A  pitying  look  she  tum'd  below 

^Vhere  Allj's  grandes.  secrets  lie  ? — 

On  him  who  stood  in  darkness  here  ; 

His  wings,  the  while,  though  day  was  gone. 

Flashing  with  many  a  various  hue 

Can  dwell  in  heaven,  she  pities  yet ; 

Of  light  they  from  themselves  alone. 

And  oft,  when  looking  to  this  dim 

Instinct  with  Eden's  brightness,  drew. 

And  distant  world,  remembers  him. 

'Twas  iiuBi — once  among  the  prime 

And  flow'r  of  those  bright  creatures,  nam'd 

But  soon  that  passing  dream  was  gone  ; 

Spirits  of  Knowledge  ,  who  o'er  Time 

Farther  and  farther  off  she  shone, 

And  Space  and  Thought  an  empire  claim'd. 

Till  lessen'd  to  a  point,  as  small 

Second  alone  to  Him,  whose  light 

As  are  those  specks  that  yonder  bum,  — 

Was,  ev'n  to  theirs,  as  day  to  night ; 

Those  vivid  drops  of  light,  that  fall 

'Twixt  whom  and  them  was  distance  far 

The  last  from  Day's  exhausted  urn. 

And  wide  as  would  the  journey  be 

And  when  at  length  she  merg'd,  afar, 

To  reach  from  any  island  star 

Into  her  own  immortal  star, 

The  vague  shores  of  Infinity  ! 

And  when  at  length  my  straining  sight 

Had  caught  her  wing's  last  fading  ray, 

'Twas  RuBi,  in  whose  mournful  eye 

That  minute  from  my  soul  the  light 

Slept  the  dim  light  of  days  gone  by ; 

Of  heav'n  and  love  both  pass'd  away  ; 

Whose  voice,  though  sweet,  fell  on  the  ear 

And  I  forgot  my  home,  my  birth, 

Like  echoes,  in  some  silent  place. 

Profan'd  my  spirit,  sunk  my  brow. 

^V^len  first  awak'd  for  many  a  year ; 

And  revell'd  in  gross  joys  of  earth. 

And  when  he  smil'd,  if  o'er  his  face 

Till  I  became  —  what  I  am  now  I " 

Smile  ever  shone,  'twas  like  the  grace 

Of  moonlight  rainbows,  fair,  but  wan. 

The  Spirit  bow'd  his  head  in  shame ; 

The  sunny  life,  the  glory  gone. 

A  shame,  that  of  itself  would  tell  — 

Ev'n  o'er  his  pride,  though  still  the  same, 

Were  there  not  ev'n  those  breaks  of  flame, 

A  soft'ning  shade  from  sorrow  came  ; 

Celestial,  through  his  clouded  frame  — 

And  though  at  times  his  spirit  knew 

How  grand  the  height  from  which  he  fell ! 

The  kindlings  of  disdain  and  ire, 

1  The  Kenibiim.  ai  the  Mussulroani  calls  them,  are  often 

common  name  of  Axaxll,  by  which  ail  iplriU  who  approach 

near  the  throne  of  Alia  are  designated. 

• 
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Short  was  the  fltfii'  glare  they  ihtt'V  — 

Can  you  forget  her  blush,  when  round 

Like  the  la&l  fLajihes,  Berce  but  few. 

Through  Eclen's  loue^  enchanted  ground 

SfMMi  through  some  Doble  pile  on  fire  ! 

She  iook'fJ,  and  saw,  ihe  sea — the  skies 

Such  WAS  the  A^tigel,  who  dow  broke 
The  sitence  that  hwd  come oer  ail, 

When  he,  the  Splrk  that  la^t  spoke, 
CIoK*d  the  sad  hisi'ry  of  h^fall ; 

And  heard  the  rush  of  tnany  n  wing. 
On  high  behests  then  vanishing ; 
And  saw  the  last  few  angel  eyes. 
Still  ling'ring  —  m^ne  among  the  rest,^ 
Reluctant  leaving  scenes  so  blest? 

Aodt  while  a  «acred  imtre,  flown 

From  that  miraculous  hour,  the  fate 

For  nii<nj  a  day  relum'd  hts  check  — 
Beautiful,  as  in  days  of  old  [ 
And  not  those  cl()t|iient  lipi  olooe 

Of  this  new,  glorious  Being  dwell 
For  CTcr.  with  a  spell  like  weight. 
Upon  my  spirit — early,  late, 

Whale'ep  I  did,  or  dream'd,  or  felt. 

But  every  feature  Reem'd  to  speak  — 

Thus  hiA  eventful  story  told  i  — 

The  thought  of  what  might  yet  befall 
That  matchless  creature  raix*d  wtrh  all. — 
Nor  she  alone,  but  her  whole  race 

SECOND  ANGELS    STORY. 

Through  ages  yet  to  come — whatc'er 
Of  feminine,  and  fond,  and  fair, 

**  You  both  remember  well  the  day, 

Should  spring  from  that  pure  mind  and  face, 

When  unto  Eden's  new-made  bowVj, 

All  wak'd  my  soul'i}  tu tensest  care  ; 

Ai«i.A  convoked  the  bright  array 

Thtir  forms,  souls,  feeliagis,  still  to  nie 

Of  his  supreme  augt'iic  powVs, 

Creati<>n*s  stntDgest  mystery  t 

To  witness  the  one  wonder  y€*t. 

Beyond  man^  angel,  star^  or  snn, 

It  was  my  doom~ev*o  from  the  firsts 

He  must  achieve,  ere  he  eould  set 

When  witnessing  the  primal  burst 

His  seal  upon  the  world,  as  done — 

Of  Nature*8  wonders,  I  saw  rise 

To  fee  that  last  perfect  ion  rise, 

Those  bright  creations  id  the  skies, — 

That  crowning  of  creation's  birth. 

Those  worlds  instinct  with  life  and  light, 

Wlieo,  mid  the  worahin  and  surprise 

Which  man,  remote,  but  sees  by  night, — 

Of  circling  an^^els.  Woman's  eyes 

It  was  my  doom  still  to  be  htninted 

First  opened  upon  heaven  and  earth  ; 

By  some  new  wonder,  some  sublime 

And  from  their  lids  a  thrill  was  sent. 

And  matchless  work,  thut,  for  the  time 

That  through  each  Ii\ing  spirit  went. 

Held  all  my  soul,  eneliain'd,  enchanted, 

Like  first  light  through  the  firmament  I 

And  left  me  not  a  thought,  a  dream, 
A  word,  but  on  that  oaly  theme ! 

Cao  you  forget  how  gradual  stole 

The  fresh-aw  akcra'd  breath  of  soul 

The  wish  to  know^thal  endless  thirst. 

Throughout  her  perfect  form  —  which  aecm*d 

Which  ev'n  by  quenching  is  awak'd. 

To  grow  transparent,  as  there  beara'd 

And  which  becomes  or  blest  or  curst. 

That  dawn  of  Mind  within,  and  caught 

As  is  the  fount  whereat  *tis  slak'd  — 

New  lovelioeas  from  each  new  thought  ? 

Still  urg'd  me  onward,  with  desire 

Slow  as  o*er  summer  seas  we  trace 

Insatiale,  to  explore,  iuc(uire  — 

The  progress  of  the  noontide  air, 

W'hatf 'er  llie  wondrous  things  might  be, 

Dimpling  its  bright  aod  silent  faee 

That  wak*d  each  new  itlolatry  — 

Each  mitiute  into  some  new  gmce, 

Their  cause,  aim,  stnirce,  whenoe-ever  sprang — 

And  varying  heav*n*6  refledioni  there — 

Their  inmost  powers,  as  though  for  me 

Or,  like  the  light  of  ev*ning»  stealing 

Existence  on  that  knowledge  hung. 

OVr  some  fair  temple,  which  all  day 

Hath  slept  ill  shadow,  slow  revetilitig 

Oh  what  a  vision  were  the  stars, 

1 

Its  several  beauties,  ray  by  ray, 

\Vhen  first  I  saw  tliem  bum  on  high, 

1 

Till  it  shineir  out,  a  thing  to  bless. 

Rolling  along,  like  living  cars 

1 

All  full  of  light  and  loveliness. 

Of  light,  for  gods  to  journey  by  ! ' 

1 
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■ 

They  were  my  heart*fl  first  posaion — days 

Now  blest  the  humblefit,  meanest  §od 

^H 

And  nights,  unwearied,  in  their  rays 

Of  the  dark  earth  where  Woman  trod  \ 

^B 

Have  I  h ling  floating,  tilt  each  sciise 

In  vain  mj  former  idols  glistened 

^H 

Scetn'd  full  of  their  bright  influeQoe, 

From  thetr  far  thrones  *.  in  vain  these  ears 

^1 

Innocent  joy  1  alas,  how  much 

To  the  once-thrilliiig  music  listened. 

^H 

Of  luiiiery  had  I  shuim^d  below, 

That  hyiim*d  around  my  favourite  spheres^ 

^1 

Conld  I  have  still  liv'd  blest  with  such ; 

To  earth,  to  eagh  each  thought  was  giv'n, 
That  in  this  fiilMost  soul  had  birth  j 

a 

^H 

Nor,  proud  and  restless,  burn'd  to  know 

■ 

^1 

The  knowIiHlge  that  brings  guilt  and  woe. 

Like  some  high  mount,  whose  head's  In  heav'n. 

■ 

^1 

Often — so  much  1  lov^d  to  trace 

IkVhile  its  whole  shadow  rests  on  earth  I 

■ 

^H 

The  secret*  of  ttiis  starry  race  — 

■ 

^H 

Have  I  at  mom  and  evening  rim 

Nor  was  it  Lore^  cv'n  yet,  that  thraird 

■ 

^H 

Along  (he  TmeB  of  radiance  spun 

My  spirit  tn  his  burning  ties  ; 

■ 

^H 

Like  webs,  between  them  and  the  sun, 

And  less,  still  less  could  it  be  call'd 

■ 

^H 

Ijiitwistiog  all  the  taogled  ties 

That  grosser  flame,  ruimd  which  Lore  fiici 

n 

^1 

Ur light  into  their  different  dyes — 

Nearer  and  nearer,  till  he  <lies — 

1 

^H 

Then  fleetly  wing'd  I  off,  in  quest 

Noj  it  was  wonder,  such  as  thriird 

1 

^B 

Of  those,  the  ftirlhest,  loneliest. 

At  all  God's  works  my  dazzled  sense  ; 

_j 

^1 

That  watch,  like  winking  sentinel*,' 

The  same  rapt  wonder,  oidy  fill'd 

^ 

^1 

The  void,  beyond  which  Chaos  dwells', 

Wiih  passion,  more  profound,  intense, — 

■ 

^B 

And  there,  with  noiseless  plume,  pursued 

A  vehement,  but  wand 'ring  fire, 

^ 

^H 

Their  track  through  that  gnmd  solitude. 

Which,  though  nor  love,  nor  yet  desire, — 

1 

^H 

Asking  intently  all  and  each 

Though  through  all  womankind  it  iocik 

1 

^1 

What  soul  within  iheir  radiance  dwelt. 

Its  range,  as  lawless  lightnings  run. 

lJ 

^H 

And  wishing  their  sweet  light  were  speech, 

Yet  wanted  but  a  touch,  a  look. 

■i 

H 

That  they  might  tell  me  all  they  felt. 

To  fii  it  burning  upon  One. 

B 

H 

Nay,  oft,  so  pafflionaie  my  chase 

Then,  too,  the  ercr-restless  «eal. 

^1 

Of  the^e  resplendent  heirs  of  space, 

The*  insatiate  curiosity 

^H 

Oft  did  1  follow  — lest  a  ray 

To  know  how  shapes,  so  fair,  must  fed — 

^H 

Should  'scape  me  m  the  farthest  night  ^ — 

To  look,  but  once,  beneath  the  seal 

^1 

Some  pilgrim  Comet,  on  his  way 

Of  so  much  loveliness,  and  see 

^1 

To  visit  distant  shrines  of  light, 

WTiat  souls  belonged  to  such  bright  eyes— 

■ 

^B 

And  well  remember  how  I  sung 

^^liether,  as  Bun-heams  find  their  way 

H 

^H 

Exultjcigly,  when  on  my  sight 

Into  the  gem  that  hidden  lies. 

^ 

^1 

New  worlds  of  stars,  all  fresh  and  young, 

Those  looks  could  inward  turn  tlieir  ray^ 

_J 

1 

Aa  if  just  bora  of  darkness,  sprung  1 

And  make  the  soul  as  bright  as  they  : 
All  this  impeird  my  anxious  chase. 

■ 

^H 

Such  was  my  pure  ambiiioo  then. 

And  still  the  more  1  saw  and  knew 

1 

^H 

My  sinless  transport,  night  and  mom , 

Of  Woman's  food,  weak,  oooquVing  race» 

^ 

^1 

Ere  yet  this  newer  world  of  men. 

The*  intenser  stiU  my  wonder  grew. 

■ 

^P 

And  that  most  fair  of  stars  was  born 

M 

^B 

Which  I,  in  fatal  hour,  saw  rise 

I  had  beheld  their  First,  their  Eve, 

^B 

Among  the  flow*rs  of  Paradise  I 

Bom  in  that  splendid  Paradise, 

^B 

Thenceforth  my  nature  all  was  changed. 

Which  sprung  there  solely  to  receive 

^H 

My  heart,  soul,  senses  turo'd  below ; 

The  first  tight  of  her  waking  eye«. 

^B 

And  he,  who  but  so  lately  rang  d 

I  had  seen  purest  angels  lean 

^B 

Yon  wonderful  eicpanse,  where  glow 

In  worship  o'er  her  from  above  j 

^B 

Worlds  upon  worlds,  -  yet  found  his  mind 

And  man— oh  yes,  had  envying  seen 

H 

£v'n  in  that  luminous  range  confin'd»'- 

Proud  man  possessed  of  all  ti«  r  Idvi^ 

H 

•pfr'                 1  mott  Ui  all  tM  rclSfloiii  Rod  iMwvilsi  oT  %hm 

heATeni,  tu  Hilt!  li  ovfT  itio  uthi'r  ;'                                '  ttniiffnil 

^^H 

i:  .                       ItJii  given  the  nnmei  Mntl  vtAtloni  oTHwievsn 

tlie  pUiKTtaln  tlu  Ir  fiiifM'.     ]  If                                         Bnttligl 

^H 

mi                    n  «crf»  bj  tl>a  CAbalA  of  the  J«wi  dlftrtbutsd 

•ura  Art*.  *MiiKhfig  to  Uio  rt'Htrri                                 Ut^cMt^ 

^^H 

thruti^h  lii**  |>taiivl». 

S»t«t)«.  ftir  Uif  we»t  \  V«nsnd,  tot  Ui«  ciHJtli  4  oad  llifTwia^L 

^H 

fof  t)i«  tturih. 

B 
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I  law  their  LappiDoss,  so  brief, 

Nor  did  the  marvel  cease  with  her — 

■ 

So  ex^^iiifiiti?,  —  her  error,  too. 

New  Eves  in  all  her  daughters  came, 

■ 

Thjit  easy  trust,  that  prompt  belief 

As  strong  to  charai,  as  weak  to  err. 

■ 

In  what  the  warm  heart  wishes  true ; 

As  sure  of  roan  through  praise  and  blame. 

■ 

That  fiiJth  in  wonJis  when  kindly  said. 

Whttte'er  they  brought  him,  pride  or  shame, 

■ 

By  which  the  whole  fond  sex  is  led — 

lie  still  the'  unreasoning  worshipper, 

■ 

Mioglf?d  with  —  what  I  durst  not  hliuue. 

And  they,  throughout  all  time,  the  &ame. 

■ 

For  'tis  my  own  —  that  2eal  to  Alitor, 

Enchantresses  of  soul  and  frame. 

n 

Sad,  fatal  zeal^  ao  sure  of  woe  ; 

Into  whose  bauds,  froui  first  to  last. 

Which,  though  from  heav'u  ull  pure  it  came, 

This  world  with  all  its  destinies, 

Yet  staii>*dt  misus*d»  brought  sin  and  stiaiue 

Devotedly  by  heav'n  seems  cast. 

On  her,  on  me,  on  ail  heU^w  1 

To  save  or  ruin,  as  they  please  1 
Oh,  *tis  not  to  be  told  bow  long. 

I  had  seen  this  ;  had  seen  ^fan,  arm'd, 

How  restlessly  I  sigh'd  to  find 

1 

Am  his  fionl  is,  with  strength  and  lieuie. 

Some  one^  from  out  that  witching  throng, 

By  her  first  words  to  ruin  e harmed  ; 

Some  abstract  of  the  form  and  mind 

HU  vaunted  reason's  coJd  defence, 

Of  the  whole  matchless  sex,  from  which 

Like  an  ice-barrier  in  the  ray 

In  my  own  arms  beheld,  posses t^ 

Of  melting  snmoier,  smil'd  away* 

I  might  learn  all  the  pow'rs  to  witch. 

f 

Nay,  strani^er  yet,  spite  of  all  this — 

To  warm,  and  (if  my  fate  un blest 

t' 

Though  by  her  counsels  taught  to  eiTt 

WouM  have  it)  ruin,  of  the  rest  I 

Though  dri%'*Q  from  ParadiBe  for  her. 

Into  whose  inward  soul  and  sense 

f  And  tciih  her  — Muf,  at  least,  was  bliss,)             • 

I  might  descend,  as  doth  the  bee 

1 

Had  I  not  heard  him,  ere  he  crosC 

Into  the  flower*s  deep  heart,  and  thence 

The  thresliold  of  that  earthly  hcav'n, 

Ri€e,  in  all  its  purity. 

Which  by  her  wildering  smile  he  lost  — 

The  priuu%  the  quintessence,  the  whole 

So  quickly  was  the  wrong  forgiv'o  I  — 

Of  wondrous  Woman's  frame  and  soul  I 

Had  1  not  heai^  him,  as  he  prest 

The  frail,  fond  trembler  to  a  breast 

At  length,  my  burning  wish,  my  prayer— 

Which  she  had  doomed  to  sin  and  strife, 

(For  such  —  oh  what  will  tongues  not  dare, 

CaU  her— ev'n  then  — his  Life  I  his  Life  !  i 

When  hearts  go  wrong?  —  this  lip  preferr'd)  — 

Yea,  Bttch  the  la  ire- taught  name,  the  first. 

At  length  my  <jminoiis  prayer  wiis  heard  — 

That  riiin'd  Blan  to  Woman  gare. 

But  whether  heard  in  heaven  or  hell, 

Ev'u  in  his  outcaist  hour,  when  curst 

Listen— and  thou  wilt  know  too  well 

By  her  fond  witchery,  with  that  worst 

And  earliest  boon  of  love,  the  grave  I               , 

She,  who  brought  death  into  the  world, 

There  was  a  maid,  of  all  who  move 

There  stood  before  him,  with  the  light 

Like  visions  oVt  this  orb,  most  fit 

Of  their  lost  Paradise  still  bright 

To  be  a  bright  young  angel's  love, 

Upon  those  sunny  locks,  that  curfd 

Herself  so  bright,  so  extjuisite  1 

Down  her  white  shoulders  to  her  feet — 

The  pride,  too,  of  her  step,  as  light 

So  beautiful  in  form,  so  sweet 

Along  the"  unconscious  earth  she  Ment, 

In  heart  and  voice,  as  to  rcdeetn 

Seem'd  that  of  one,  bom  with  a  right 

The  loss,  the  death  of  all  things  dear, 

To  walk  some  heavenlicr  element, 

Except  herself — and  make  it  seem 

And  tread  in  places  where  her  feet 

Life,  endless  Life,  while  she  was  near  I 

A  star  at  ev'rj-  step  should  meet. 

CiHild  I  help  Wond'ring  at  a  creature. 

*Twas  not  alone  that  loveliness 

Thus  circled  round  with  spells  so  strong — 

By  which  the  wilder d  sense  is  caught — 

One,  to  whose  evVy  thought,  word,  feature, 

Of  lips,  whose  very  breath  could  bless  j 

In  joy  and  woe,  through  right  and  wrong, 

Of  playful  blushes,  that  seeuf  d  nought 

Such  Kweet  omni|KJtence  heaven  gave, 

But  luminous  escapes  of  thought  *, 

To  bless  or  ruin,  curse  or  save  ? 

Of  eyes  that,  when  by  anger  stirr'd, 
Were  fire  itself,  but,  at  a  word 
Of  tendemes^ip  all  soft  became 

»  ChSTih,  or,  ^s  U  ii  In  Arnbic.  irjivuh  (the  n«m<^by  which 
Adam  C4.1led  the  wotnan  xftvr  their  lran$greulon >,   mr,:!if 

As  though  they  could,  like  the  sun's  bird, 

"  Lif*." 

Dissolve  away  in  their  own  flame  — 

1 

k 

1 

i 

1 
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1 

1 
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Of  form,  as  pi  hint  as  the  ilioots 

Vagne  wishes,  fond  iroagininga. 

Of  a  young  tree,  m  Tcrnal  flower ; 

Love>dreamft,  as  yet  no  object  knowing — 

Vet  rouni  aod  glowing  qji  the  fruits^ 

Light,  winged  hopes,  that  come  when  hid« 

That  drop  from  it  in  summer's  boar;  — 

And  rainbow  joys  that  end  In  weeping ; 

'Twos  not  alone  this  loTelinefis 

And  passions,  among  pure  thoughts  bid. 

That  i^U  to  loTelie9t  women's  share, 

Like  serpents  under  fiowerets  sleeping  i-* 

Though,  even  here,  her  form  cotild  spare 

*Mong  all  these  feelings — felt  where'er 

From  its  own  beauty  s  rich  excess 

Toung  hearts  are  beating —  l  saw  there 

K 

Enough  to  make  ev'n  them  more  fair- 

Proud  thottghts,  aspirings  higl  — beyond                   1 

■ 

But  'twus  the  Mind,  outsliining  clear 

^Vhate*er  vet  dwelt  \p  soqI  so  fond^-^                          1 

■ 

.  Through  her  whole  frame — the  soul,  still  near, 

Glimpses  of  glory,  far  away                                 j  ^J 

P 

To  light  each  charm,  yet  independent 

Into  the  bright,  vague  ftititre  given  ;              ^^| 

Of  what  it  lighted,  as  the  sun 

And  fancies,  fVee  and  grand,  whose  play,           ^^| 

Tlmt  shines  on  flowers,  would  l)e  resplendent 

Like  that  of  eaglets,  is  near  heaven  !                ^^1 

Were  there  no  flowers  to  shine  upon — 

With  thist  too  — what  a  soul  and  heart 

^n 

*Twas  this,  all  this,  in  one  comhiti'd^ — 

To  fill!  beneath  the  tempter's  art !— 

The'  unnumber'd  lookf  and  arts  that  form 

A  leal  for  knowledge,  such  as  ne*cr 

1 

The  glory  of  yoong  woman -kind, 

Enshrin'd  itself  in  form  so  fiiir. 

• 

Taken,  in  their  fierfection,  warm, 

Since  that  first,  fatal  hour,  when  Evc» 

Ere  time  had  chill'd  a  single  charm, 

With  every  fruit  of  Eden  blest. 

And  stamped  with  such  a  seal  of  Mind, 

Save  one  alone — -rather  than  leave 

As  gave  to  beauties,  that  might  be 

That  oHt  unreach'd,  lost  all  the  rest 

Too  sensual  else,  too  onrefiii'd. 

The  impress  of  Divinity  ! 

It  was  in  dreams  that  first  I  Stole 

With  gentle  mastery  o*er  her  mind'^ 

'  Twas  this — a  quIod,  which  the  baud 

In  that  rich  twilight  of  the  soul, 

Of  Nature  kept  for  her  alone. 

When  rea»on*s  beam,  hal.*  htd  behind 

Of  every  thing  most  playful,  bland, 

The  clouds  of  sleep,  obscurely  gilda 

Volaptuotu,  spiritual,  grand, 

Each  shadowy  shape  the  Fancy  builds  — 

In  angel-natures  and  her  own — 

Twas  then,  by  that  soft  light,  1  b-ougbl 

Oh  this  it  was  that  drew  me  nigh 

Vague,  glimmering  visions  !o  her  view  ; — ► 

One,  who  seem'd  kin  to  heaven  as  I, 

Catches  of  radiance,  lost  when  caught. 

A  bright  twin-sister  from  on  high^ 

Bright  labyrinths,  that  led  to  nought. 

One,  in  whose  love,  1  felt,  were  given 

Aud  vistas,  with  no  pathway  ihroi;tgh|-— 

The  mix'd  delights  of  cither  sphere. 

Dwellings  of  bliss,  that  opening  shone. 

All  that  the  spirit  seeks  io  heaven, 

Then  cloti'd,  dissolved,  and  left  no  trace  *» 

And  all  the  senses  bom  for  here. 

All  that,  in  short,  could  tempt  Hope  on, 
But  give  her  wing  no  resting-place  t    ^ 

Had  we— 'but  hold — hear  every  part 

Myself  the  while,  with  brow,  as  yet. 

Of  onr  sad  tale — spite  of  the  pain 

Pure  as  the  yoijng  moon's  coronet. 

1 

Remembrance  gives,  when  the  fix'd  dart 

Through  every  dream  still  in  her  tight, 

Is  stirr'd  thus  in  the  wound  again -=- 

The*  enchanter  of  each  mocking  scene. 

Hear  every  ste[*,  so  full  of  bliss, 

^Vho  gave  the  hope,  then  brought  the  blighti 

Aod  yet  so  ruinous,  that  led 

Who  said,  *  Behold,  yon  world  of  light,* 

Down  to  the  last,  dark  precipice, 

Then  sudden  dropt  a  veil  between  1 

Where  perish'd  both — the  fallen,  the  dead! 

At  length,  when  I  perceiv'd  each  thought. 

From  the  first  hour  she  caught  my  sight. 

Waking  or  sleeping,  fix*d  on  nought 

■ 

I  never  left  her^day  and  night 

But  these  illusive  scenes,  and  me — 

■ 

HoTering  unseen  around  her  way, 

The  phantom,  who  thus  came  and  went, 

■ 

And  'mid  her  loneliest  musings  near, 

In  half  rpvealments  only  meant 

■ 

I  soon  could  track  each  thought  ihat  lay, 

To  madden  curiosity  — 

■ 

Gleaming  within  her  heart,  as  clear                  ' 

^Vhen  by  such  varions  arts  I  found 

■ 

Aa  pebbles  within  brooks  appear  ; 

Her  fancy  to  its  utmost  wound, 

■ 

And  there,  among  the  couutless  things 

One  night  —  *twas  in  a  holy  spot. 

■ 

That  keep  youug  hearts  for  ever  glowing, 

Which  she  for  prayer  had  choaen — a  gr<yt 

i 

1 

M 

1 

i 

1 
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Of  piutst  marble,  built  below 

'  By  tboae  etliereal  wings,  whoac  way 

Her  garden  beds,  tbnjugh  which  a  glow 

*  La«a  through  an  element,  so  fraught 

From  lamps  in  visible  then  atole, 

*  With  living  Mind,  that,  as  they  play. 

Brighily  pervading  all  the  place — 

*  Their  every  moveroeni  is  a  thought  I . 

Like  that  myaterious  light  the  souU 

It^lf  unaeen,  aheda  through  the  fiiec. 

'  By  that  bright,  wreathed  hair,  between 

There,  at  her  altar,  while  she  knelt, 

*  Whose  sunny  clusters  ibe»«weet  wind 

And  all  that  woman  ever  felt, 

*  Of  Paradiae  »o  late  hath  been, 

When  God  and  man  both  claimed  beriigha — 

'  And  left  its  fragrant  »uul  behind! 

ETery  warm  iho tight,  tlmt  ever  dwelt. 

Like  Rummer  clouds,  'twixt  earth  and  skies. 

*■  By  those  impassion'd  eyes,  that  melt 

Too  pure  to  fall,  too  gross  to  rise. 

*  Their  light  into  the  inmost  heart ; 

Spoke  In  her  gestures,  tones,  and  eyes  — 
Then,  as  the  mystic  light's  soft  ray 

*  Like  fiimi^ct  in  the  watera,  feU 

*  Aa  molten  fire  through  every  part— 

Grew  softer  still,  as  though  its  ray 

Was  breath'd  from  her,  I  heard  her  say  : — 

*  I  do  implore  thee,  oh  roost  bright 
*  And  worshipp'd  Spirit,  shine  but  o'er 

*  Oh  idol  of  my  dreama !  whate'er 

*  My  waking,  wondering  eyes  this  nsght. 

•  Thy  nature  be — human,  divine. 

*  This  one  blest  night — I  ask  no  more  1  * 

'  Or  bar  half  heavenly  — still  loo  fair. 

Ejthanated,  breathless,  as  she  said 

*  Too  heavenly  to  be  ever  mine  I 

tbmt  burning  words,  her  languid  head 
tTpoo  the  altar's  steps  she  cast. 

*  Wonderful  Spirit,  who  do«t  make 

Aa  if  that  brain>tbrob  were  its  last — 

'  Slumber  so  lovely  that  it  aeems 

*  No  longer  life  to  live  awake. 

Till,  Btanled  by  the  breathinj?^,  a>gl»i 

*  Since  heaven  itself  descenda  in  dreaniis, 

Of  lipa,  that  echoed  back  her  sigh. 
Sudden  her  brow  again  she  rais'd  j 

*  Why  do  I  ever  lose  Ihee?  why 

And  there*  juat  lighted  on  the  shrine. 

*  When  on  thy  realms  and  tbee  I  gaze 

Beheld  me  —  not  as  I  had  blaz'd 

*  Still  drops  that  veil,  which  1  could  die. 

Around  her,  full  of  light  divine. 

*  Oh  ghidly,  but  one  hour  to  rmise? 

In  her  late  dreams,  bat  soften'd  down 
Into  more  mortal  grace  ;  — my  crown 

*  Long  ere  such  miracles  as  thou 

Of  flowers,  too  radiant  for  this  world, 

*■  And  ihice  came  o'er  my  thoughts,  a  thint 

Left  hanging  on  jon  starry  steep ; 

*  For  Ught  was  in  this  soul,  which  now 

My  wing*  shut  up,  like  banners  fbrKd, 

*  Thy  looks  have  into  passion  Durs'dL 

WTitrn  Peace  bath  put  their  pomp  to  sleep ; 
Or  like  autumnal  clouds,  thai  kt-ep 

*  There's  nothing  bright  above,  below, 

Their  lightnings  sheathU  rather  than  mar 

*  In  sky— ' earth — ocean,  that  this  breast 

The  dawn'mg  hour  of  some  young  star; 

*  DoLh  not  iniensely  bum  to  know. 

And  nothing  left,  but  what  beseem 'd 

*  And  thee,  thee,  thee,  o*er  all  the  rest  1 

The*  aooessible,  though  glorioua  mate 
Of  mortal  woman — whose  eyes  beam*d 

•  Then  come,  oh  Spirit,  from  l^hind 

Back  upon  hers,  as  passionate  > 

*  The  curtains  of  thy  radiant  home, 

Whose  r^y  heart  brought  Same  for  6aroe, 

*  If  thou  woyldst  be  as  angel  shrin'd, 

Whoae  tm^  whose  madness  was  the  same  ; 

*  Or  lov'd  and  clasp'd  as  mortal,  come  I 

And  whose  soul  lost,  in  that  one  hour. 
For  her  and  for  her  love — ^oh  more 

'  Bring  all  thy  dazzling  wonders  here. 

Of  heaven's  light  than  ev*n  the  power 

*  That  I  may,  waking,  know  and  see  i 

Of  hcav'n  itself  could  now  restore  I 

•  Or  waft  me  hence  to  thy  own  sphere. 

*  Thy  heaven  or^-ay,  even  thai  with  thee  I 

A  nA  irrt    tbnt  hnnr  t  " 

AuU  y"*t  liMl*  uour  i 

*  Demoti  or  God,  who  hold'st  the  book 

The  Spirit  here 

*  Of  knowledge  spread  beneath  thine  eye. 

Stopped  in  his  utterance,  as  if  words 

\ 

*  Give  me,  with  thee,  but  one  bright  look 

Gave  way  beneath  the  wUd  career 

*  Into  its  leaves,  and  let  me  diet 

Of  bis  then  rushing  thoughts^  like  chorda, 

i 

i 

1 

1 

1 
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MldwAy  in  Rome  entbuBiast's  song. 

Her  love,  at  times,  gave  way — of  knowing 

Breaking  beneath  a  touuli  too  &troiig  -, 

Every  thing  strange  in  earth  and  heaven ; 

While  the  clenched  hand  aptm  the  brow 

Not  only  all  that«  full  reveal'd. 

■ 

Told  how  remembrance  throbh'd  there  now ! 

The'  eternal  Alla  loves  to  show. 

■ 

But  soon  *twas  oVr- — that  casual  blaze 

But  all  that  He  hath  wisely  seal'd 

I 

From  the  sunk  fire  of  other  days — 

in  diirkness,  for  man  not  to  know*— 

■ 

Thai  relic  of  a  flame,  whose  burning 

Ev'n  this  desire,  alas,  ill -starred 

Had  been  too  fierce  to  he  relum*d 

And  fatal  its  it  was,  I  sought 

Soon  pas«'d  away,  and  the  youth,  turning 

To  feed  eaeh  minute,  and  nnbarr*d 

To  his  bright  listeners,  thm  resura*d:^ — 

Such  realnui  of  wonder  on  her  thought, 
As  ne'er,  till  then^  had  Eet  their  light 

' 

i 

"  Daye,  months  elaps'd,  and,  though  what  most 

Escape  on  any  mortal's  sight  f 

■ 

On  earth  I  sigb'd  for  was  mine,  all  — 

In  the  deep  earth — beneath  the  sea- 

1 

Yet — was  I  happy  ?     God,  thou  kuow'st. 

Through  caves  of  fire — through  wild«  of  air- 

I  low  e'er  they  smile^  and  ftji^,  and  boast, 

Wherever  sleeping  Mystery 

J 

What  happiness  is  ihcnrs,  who  fall  \ 

Had  spread  her  curtain,  we  were  there — 

1 

*Twaa  bitterest  anguish— made  more  keen 

Love  still  beside  us,  as  we  went. 

j 

Ev*D  by  the  love,  the  blks,  between 

At  home  in  each  new  element^ 

j 

Whose  throbs  it  came,  like  gleams  of  hell 

And  sure  of  worship  every  where! 

In  agonizing?  cross-light  given 

Athwart  the  glimpses,  thoy  who  dwell 

Then  first  was  Natnre  taught  to  ky 

lo  purgatory  '  catch  of  heuveu  t 

The  wealth  of  all  her  kingdoms  down 

The  only  feeling  that  to  mc 

At  woman's  worshipped  feet,  and  say. 

Seem'd  joy— or  nither  my  sole  rest 

•  Bright  creature,  this  is  all  thine  own  I  * 

From  aching  misery — vra&  to  see 

Then  first  were  diamonds,  from  the  night,* 

5Iy  young,  proud,  blooming  Lil.is  blest 

Of  earth's  deep  centre  brought  to  light. 

She,  the  fair  fountain  of  all  ill 

And  made  lo  grace  the  conquering  way 

To  my  lost  soul — whom  yet  it«  thirst 

Of  proud  young  beauty  with  their  ray. 

Fervidly  panted  after  still, 

And  found  the  charm  fVesh  as  at  first--* 

Then»  too,  the  pearl  from  out  its  shell 

To  see  her  happy — to  reflect 

Unsightly^  in  the  sunless  sea, 

^Tiatever  beams  still  round  rae  play'd 

(As  'twere  a  spirit,  forc'd  to  dwell 

Of  former  pride,  of  glory  wreck*d, 

In  fonn  unlovely )  was  set  free. 

On  her,  my  ^looo,  whose  light  [  made. 

And  roand  the  neck  of  woman  threw 

And  whose  soul  worshipped  even  my  shade — 

A  light  it  lent  and  borrowed  too. 

This  was,  I  own,  enjoyment — this 

For  never  did  this  maid  —  whateVr 

' 

My  sole,  last  lingering  glimpse  of  bliKS. 

The'  ambition  of  the  hour-^forget 

,1 

And  proud  she  was,  fair  creature!^ proud, 

Her  sex's  pride  in  being  fair ; 

» 

Beyond  what  ev'n  most  queenly  stirs 

Nor  that  adornment,  tasteful,  rare. 

1 

In  woman**  heart,  nor  would  have  Iww^d 

Which  makes  the  mighty  magnet,  set 

That  beautiful  young  brow  of  hers 

In  Woman  s  form,  more  mighty  yet 

To  aught  beneath  the  First  above. 

Nor  was  there  atjght  within  the  range 

So  high  she  deem'd  her  Cherub's  love  1 

Of  my  swift  wing  in  aca  or  air. 
Of  beautiful,  or  grand,  or  strange; 

\ 

Then,  too,  that  passion,  hourly  growing 

That,  quickly  as  her  wish  could  change, 

Stronger  and  stronger — to  which  even 

I  did  not  seek,  with  such  fond  i^are, 

1 

'  Calkd  ttftbe  Mui«u1m«nt  AI  Araf—a  lort  of  wati  or 

■pport^  de*  plerrerle*  dont  111  tool  gardlen*  uaturela :  wt  cm 

parti  lion  which,  according  to  the  7th  cliaptfr  ot  the  Koraa, 

iuteuri  ontcru.  »*appujani  lurle  llvn!d*EmN:hiii«I-«nl'Qdu. 

M'pAralei  hifU  (rmn  paradlte,  ftJid  where  tbey^  wbo  liAf«  not 

merlu   ititficicnt  to  gain  them   Immpdlaru  admittance  into 

Cffmie  tU  Qabaii», 

hMVMti,  9ttt  iiippoAvfl  u»  itond  Un  a  etfrtnin  period,  allernnteljr 

tnaUltted  aod  tair^«titcd  by  the  ikghia  that  are  on  ^-Uher  skit 

to  the  fandful  world  of  iylph«  and  ^^cmm,  lo  ««  owe  to  it 

pmroted  to  tlicm. 

alio  the  Intentkm  of  ihm«-  tieautlful  Genll  and  Ferii.  wlilrb 

Manet,  who  b'lrroircd  tn  innnj  Initanrci  from  the  Ftatonlita, 

roibetrtth  i,r>  much  thn  mftholof^j  of  the  East ;  for  tn  lb*  falm- 

1 

plaerd  hi*  purgatorltMi.ot  (ilact^i  of  |Hirl  float  Ion,  iti  the  Sim  and 

luui  hjrtorlrf  of  Caltiimarath,  of  Thamurath.  Ae..  tli<«e«pirt. 

Wwm.  —  fftamobrf,  lit.  IIL  rhati.  a. 

tuai  crealurei  are  alwafi  repreAonted  ai  the  detceodaati  of 

Seth,  and  called  ihe  Banf  Alglnn.  or  chUdren  of  OlaoD. 

■ 

vouln  gagner  l««  botioe*  grace*  dc«  no*  filler,  ct  tear  avoleot 

m 
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That  -when  Fve  seen  her  look  abore 

At  some  bright  star  admtringlj, 
Tye  said,  *  Nay,  look  not  there,  my  lore,  • 

*■  Alas,  I  cannot  give  it  thee ! ' 

Hot  not  alone  the  wonders  found 

Through  Nature*s  realm — the*  unreil'd,  material. 
Visible  glories,  that  abound. 
Through  all  her  yast,  enchanted  ground — 

But  whatsoe'er  unseen,  ethereal. 
Dwells  &r  away  from  human  sense, 
Wrapp*d  in  its  own  intelligence — 
The  mystery  of  that  Fountain-head, 

From  which  all  vital  spirit  runs. 
All  breath  of  Life,  where'er  *tis  spread 

Through  men  or  angels,  flowers  or  suns  — 
The  workings  of  the*  Almighty  Mind, 
When  first  o'er  Chaos  he  design*d 
The  outlines  of  this  world  ;  and  through 

That  depth  of  darkness — like  the  bow, 
Caird  out  of  rain-clouds,  hue  by  hue — « 

Saw  the  grand,  gradual  picture  grow  ; — 
The  covenant  with  human  kind 

By  Alla  made^ — the  chains  of  Fate 
He  round  himself  and  them  hath  twin*d. 

Till  his  high  task  he  consummate  ; — 

Till  good  from  evil,  love  from  hate. 
Shall  be  worked  out  through  sin  and  pain. 
And  Fate  shall  loose  her  iron  chain. 
And  all  be  free,  be  bright  again  ! 

Such  were  the  deep-drawn  mysteries. 

And  some,  ev*n  more  obscure,  profound. 
And  wildering  to  the  mind  than  these. 

Which  —  fiir  as  woman's  thought  could  sound, 
Or  a  fall'n,  outlawed  spirit  reach  — 
She  dar'd  to  learn,  and  I  to  teach. 
Till — fill'd  with  such  unearthly  lore, 

And  mingling  the  pure  light  it  brings 
With  much  that  fancy  had,  before. 

Shed  in  false,  tinted  glimmerings — 
The*  enthusiast  girl  spoke  out,  as  one 

Inspir'd,  among  her  own  dark  race, 
yrho  from  their  ancient  shrines  would  run. 
Leaving  their  holy  rites  undone. 

To  gaze  upon  her  holier  face. 
And,  though  but  wild  the  things  she  spoke. 
Yet,  *mid  that  play  of  error's  smoke 

Into  fair  sliapes  by  fancy  curFd, 

•  I  am  aware  that  thii  happy  laying  of  Lord  AllMMnarle'i 
loMt  much  of  its  grace  and  playfulneis,  by  l>eing  put  into  the 
mouth  of  any  but  a  human  lover. 

«  According  to  Whitchurtt's  theory,  the  mention  of  rain- 
bows by  an  antediluvian  angel  is  an  anachronism  ;  as  he  says, 
"  There  was  no  rain  before  the  flood,  and  consequently  no 
rainbow,  which  accounU  for  the  novelty  of  this  tight  after  the 
Deluge.** 


Some  gleams  of  pure  religion  broke — 
Glimpses;  that  have  not  yet  awoke. 

But  startled  the  still  dreaming  world ! 
Oh.  many  a  truth,  remote,  sublime, 

WTiich  Heav'n  would  from  the  minds  of  men 
Have  kept  conceal'd,  till  its  own  time. 

Stole  out  in  theae  revealments  then  — 
Revealments  dim,  that  have  fore-run. 
By  ages,  the  great.  Sealing  One  1  -» 
Like  that  imperfect  dawn,  or  light  * 

Escaping  from  the  Zodiac's  signs. 
Which  makes  the  doubtful  east  half  bright. 

Before  the  real  morning  shines ! 

Thus  did  some  moons  of  bliss  go  by  — 

Of  bliss  to  her,  who  saw  but  love 
.\nd  knowledge  throughout  earth  and  sky  ; 
To  whose  enamourd  soul  and  eye, 
I  seem'd — as  is  the  sun  on  high  — 

The  light  of  all  below,  above. 
The  spirit  of  sea,  and  land,  and  air. 
Whose  influence,  felt  every  where. 
Spread  from  its  centre,  her  own  heart, 
Ev'n  to  the  world's  extremest  part ; 
While  through  that  world  her  reinli»ss  mind 

Had  now  career*d  so  fnst  and  far. 
That  earth  itself  soem'd  left  bi-hind. 
And  her  proud  fancy,  unconfin'd. 

Already  saw  Heaven's  gates  ^ar  I 

Happy  enthusiast !  still,  oh,  still 
Spite  of  my  own  heart's  mortal  chill. 
Spite  of  that  double-frontinl  8t>rn>w, 

Which  looks  at  once  In^fon*  and  l<iok. 
Beholds  the  yestenlay,  the  morn^w. 

And  sees  both  comfortless,  both  black  — 
Spite  of  all  this,  I  could  have  still 
In  her  delight  forgi>t  all  ill ; 
Or,  if  pain  trouU  not  Ik'  forgot. 
At  least  have  borne  and  munnur'd  not, 
^^^len  thoughts  of  an  ofli»nde*l  heaven. 

Of  sinfulness,  which  I      ev'n  1, 
While  down  its  steep  most  headlong  driven  — 
Well  knew  could  never  ha  forgiven. 

Came  o'er  me  with  an  agony 
Beyond  all  reach  of  mortal  wm*  — 
A  torture  kept  for  those  who  know. 
Know  every  thing,  and — worst  of  all  — 
Know  and  love  Virtue  while  they  fall  I 

3  For  the  terms  of  this  comi»art.  of  which  the  angels  wew* 
supposed  to  be  witnesses,  see  the  chapter  of  the  Koran,  entitled 
Al  Araf.  and  the  article  "  Adam  *'  in  D'llerbelot. 

<  In  acknowledging  the  authority  of  the  great  Prophets 
who  had  preceded  him,  Mahomet  reprcsentwl  his  own  mission 
as  the  final  "  Sro/,**  or  consummation  of  them  all. 

»  The  Zodiacal  Light. 
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Even  then,  her  presenee  hM  the  po^i^r 

Worshipped  as  only  God  should  be. 

To  soothe,  to  warm— nay,  CTcn  to  bless — 

And  lov*d  as  never  man  waa  yet  I 

If  ever  bliss  could  gnft  its  flower^ 

In  that  same  garden  were  we  now,                       ' 

Oo  stem  80  fiill  of  bitterness — 

Thoughtfully  side  by  side  reclining. 

Even  then  her  glorious  sraile  to  me 

Her  eyes  tum'd  upward,  and  her  brow 

Brought  warmth  and  radiimce,  if  not  bahn ; 

With  its  own  silent  fancies  shining. 

Like  iiioon light  o*er  a  troubled  sefti 

Drighteuing  the  storm  it  cannot  cdm. 

It  WAS  an  evening  bright  and  still                         ' 
As  ever  blush'd  on  wave  or  bower. 

Oft,  too,  when  that  disheartenitig  fear. 

Smiling  from  heaven,  as  if  nought  ill 

Which  all  who  love,  beneath  yon  sky. 

Could  happen  in  so  sweet  an  hour. 

Feel,  whi'n  they  graze  on  what  is  dear— 

Yetj  I  remember,  both  grew  sad 

The  dreadful  thought  that  H  mtii^t  die ! 

In  looking  at  that  light  —  even  she. 

That  desolating  thought,  whi^h  comes 

Of  heart  so  fresh,  and  brow  so  glad, 

Into  ineo*8  happiest  hour*  and  homes  ; 

Felt  the  still  hour's  solemnity, 

1 

Whose  melttncholj  boding  flings 

And  thought  she  saw,  in  that  repose. 

Death  s  shadow  o*er  the  brightest  things, 

The  death-hour  not  alone  of  light, 

Sicklit-s  the  infant's  bloom^  and  spreads 

But  of  this  whole  fair  world — the  close 

The  grave  beneath  joung  lovera'  heads  ! 

Of  all  things  beautiful  and  bright — 

ThU  fear,  so  sad  to  all— to  me 

The  last,  grand  sunset,  in  whose  ray 

Most  full  of  sadness,  from  the  thought 

Nature  herself  died  calm  away  I 

That  I  must  stlU  live  on  <,  when  she 

Wouldp  like  the  snow  that  on  the  sea 

At  length,  as  though  some  livelier  thought 

Fell  ye55terday»  in  vain  be  sought  j 

Had  suddenly  her  fancy  caught, 

That  heaven  to  me  »his  final  seal 

She  turn'd  upon  me  her  dark  eyes, 

Of  a!  I  earih*s  sorrow  would  deny. 

Dilated  into  that  full  shape 

And  1  eternally  must  feel 

They  took  in  joy,  reproach,  surprise, 

The  death-pangt  without  power  to  die  1 

As  *twere  to  let  more  soul  escJipe, 

Ev'n  this,  her  fond  endearments —  fond 

And,  playfully  as  on  my  head 

As  ever  cherished  the  sweet  bond 

Her  white  hand  rested,  smiFd  and  said  :  — 

*Twixt  heart  and  hearts  could  charm  away; 

Before  her  look  no  clouds  would  stay, 

*  I  had,  lost  tilght,  a  dream  of  thee. 

Or,  if  they  did,  their  gloom  was  gone, 

*  Resembling  those  divine  ones,  given. 

Their  darkness  put  a  glory  on  ! 

*  Like  preludes  to  sweet  minstrelsy. 

i 

But  'tis  notj  *ti*i  not  for  the  wrongs 

*■  Before  thoQ  earnest,  thyself  from  hearen. 

1 

The  guilty,  to  be  happy  long  j 

And  she,  too,  now,  had  sunk  within 

*  The  same  rich  wreath  was  on  thy  brow, 

The  shadow  of  her  tempters  sin. 

*  Dazzling  as  if  of  starlight  mode  -, 

Too  deep  for  ev'n  Omnipotence 

*  And  these  wings,  lying  darkly  now. 

To  Anateh  the  futed  victim  thence  i 

*■  Like  meteors  round  thee  flosh'd  and  play'd. 

1 

Listen,  aud,  if  a  tear  there  he 

*  Thon  stood'st  all  bright,  as  in  those  dreams. 

Lefl  in  your  hearts,  weep  it  for  me. 

*  As  if  just  wafted  from  ahofve  j 
*  Mingling  earth's  warmth  with  lieaTeii*a  beami. 

'Twas  on  the  evening  of  a  day, 

»  A  creature  to  adore  and  Iotc 

Which  we  in  love  had  dreamt  away  ; 

In  that  Slime  garden,  where  — the  pride 

*  Sudden  I  felt  thee  draw  tne  near 

Of  seraph  splendour  laid  aside, 

*  To  thy  pnre  heart,  where,  fondly  plac'd, 

And  tho&e  wings  furl'd,  whose  open  light 

*  I  8eem*d  within  the  atioosphere 

For  mortal  gaze  were  else  too  bright — 

*  Of  that  exhaling  light  embrac*d ; 

I  first  had  stood  before  her  sight, 

And  found  myseir— -oh,  ecstasy. 

'  And  felt,  methotight,  the"  ethereal  flune 

Which  even  in  pain  I  ne'er  forget — 

*  Pass  !^m  thy  purer  soul  to  mine  ; 

1  Pocockc^  howevcf ,  uitc*  it  m  the  oplntira  of  the  Mabo- 

IMng  either  an  Lmiil  or  in  the  tea,  but^t  th«  ■ngelt  bIca,  muit 

nctui  doctdti.  lli«t  alt  twiU,  not  only  of  men  •ndofanlniBlt, 

jeceiMiily  toAte  of  d«Jtth. 

1 

^ 
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*  Till^ — oh,  t<xj  blissful — I  became, 

*  Like  thee,  all  spirit,  all  divine  I 

*  Say*  whj  did  dream  so  blest  come  o'er  me, 

*  If,  now  I  wake,  'tis  faded^  gone  ? 

*  Wben  will  my  Chemb  shine  before  me 

'  Thus  radiant^  as  id  heareo  be  shone  ? 

*  When  shall  f,  waking,  be  allow'd 

*  To  gfl3fe  opon  those  perfect  charms, 

*  And  clasp  thee  once,  without  a  cloud, 

*  A  chill  of  earth,  within  these  arms  ? 

*  Oh  what  a  pride  to  say,  this,  this 

*  Is  my  own  Angel  ^ — all  divine, 

*  And  ptire,  and  daziling  as  he  is, 

*  .ind  fresh  from  heaven —  he*i  mine,  he's  mi  ne  I 

*  Think'at  thou,  were  Lilis  m  thy  pkce, 

*  A  creature  of  yon  lofty  skies, 

*  She  would  have  hid  one  single  grace, 

'  One  glory  from  htt  lover's  eyes  ? 

*  No,  no^ — then,  if  thou  lov'st  like  me, 

*  Shine  out,  young  Spirit,  in  the  blase 

*  Of  thy  most  proud  divinity, 

*■  Nor  think  tboii'lt  wound  this  mortal  gaze. 

*  Too  long  and  oft  Tve  look'd  upon 

*  Those  ardtfnt  eyes,  intense  ev'n  thus— 

*  Too  near  the  stars  themselves  have  gone, 

*  To  fear  aught  grand  or  luminous. 

'  Then  doubt  me  not  — oh,  who  can  say 

*  But  that  this  dream  may  yet  come  true, 

*  And  my  blest  spirit  drink  thy  ray, 

*  Till  it  becomes  all  heavenly  too  ? 

*  Let  me  this  once  but  feel  the  flame 

*  Of  those  spread  wipgs,  the  very  pride 

*  Will  change  my  nature,  and  this  frame 

*  By  the  mere  touch  be  deified  I ' 

Thus  spoke  the  maid,  as  one,  not  us'd 
To  be  by  earth  or  heaven  refoa'd^ — 
As  one,  who  knew  her  influence  o'er 

All  creatures,  whatsoe'er  they  were, 
And,  though  to  heaven  she  could  not  soar. 

At  least  would  bring  down  heaven  to  her. 


1  The  Dov«,  or  ptgeoo  which  Mrcaded  1fsli«iDet  ai  hli 
Familiar,  and  wu  rnqnratly  iocn  Ut  whlifwr  Into  bit  esr,  wai. 
If  I  r«col1cct  rl|fhl,  *iti«  of  that  aelect  number  of  anfmali  (Jo- 
dtidlaff  alio  thp  ant  of  Solomun,  the  dog  of  the  Sfven 
Sleeper t,  Ac.)  which  were  thought  bf  the  ProphK  wortbjr  of 
odmUihin  intu  VnroAitB. 

"  lliie  Moilctni  hate  a  Irodlilcm  that  Hahonivt  wai  Mved 


Little  did  she,  ake,  or  I — 

Even  I,  whose  soul,  hot  half* way  yet 
Immerg'd  in  sin  "a  obscurity 
Was  OS  the  earth  whereon  we  lie. 

O'er  half  whose  disk  the  sun  is  set«-. 
Little  did  we  foresee  the  fate, 

The  dreadful  —  now  can  it  be  told? 
Such  pain,  such  anguish  to  relate 

Is  o'er  again  to  'eel,  behold  ! 
But,  charg'd  as  'tis,  my  heart  must  speak 
Its  sorrow  out,  or  it  will  break  ! 
Some  dark  misgivings  had,  I  own, 

Pass'd  for  a  moment  through  my  breasts- 
Fears  of  some  daDger^  vogue,  unknown, 

To  one,  or  both  — some  thing  unblett 

To  happen  from  this  proud  re(|uegt* 
But  soon  these  boding  fancies  fled  \ 

Nor  saw  I  aught  that  cotiid  forbid 
My  fuM  revealment,  save  the  dread 

Of  thut  first  dazzle,  when,  unhid. 

Such  light  should  burst  upon  a  lid 
Ne*er  tried  in  heaven  i^and  even  this  glare 
She  might,  by  love*s  own  nursing  care. 
Be,  like  young  eagles,  taught  to  bear. 
For  well  '  knew,  the  lustre  shed 
From  cherub  wings,  when  proudtiest  spread. 
Was,  in  its  nature,  lambent,  pure. 

And  innocent  as  is  the  light 
The  glow-worm  hangs  out  to  allure 

Her  mate  to  her  green  bower  at  night. 
Ofl  had  f,  in  the  mid  air,  swept 
Through  clouds  in  which  the  lightning  slept, 
As  in  its  lair,  ready  to  spring, 
Yet  wak'd  it  not — though  from  my  wing 
A  thou-sand  i^parka  fell  glittering  I 
Oft  too  when  round  me  from  above 

The  feathered  snow,  in  all  its  whiteness, 
FelK  like  the  moultings  of  heaven's  Dove, — ^ 

So  harmless,  though  so  full  of  brightness, 
Was  my  browns  wreath,  that  it  would  shake 
From  off  its  flowers  each  downy  flake 
As  delicate,  unmelted,  fair. 
And  cool  as  they  had  lighted  there. 

Nay  ev'n  with  Lilts  — had  I  not 
Around  her  sleep  all  radiimt  beam'd« 

Hung  o'er  her  slumbers,  nor  forgot 
To  kisa  her  eyc'lida,  as  she  dream*d? 


(whoa  fa«  hid  hlmic'iriti  a  carF  In  Mount  Shur)  bj  hla  pur. 
'  fueri  flfidlof  tho  mouth  of  that  cave  cowwnd  bjr  aiplder*i  web, 
I  and  a  nett  IhiIU  bj  two  [»lgf  ooi  at  th«  entrance,  with  two  efRi 
unhroki'D  in  It,  which  made  them  think  do  one  could  hatr 
Kiitarcd  It.  Id  caoi'eqtiDnrf)  ot  thti,  thejr  ia]r,  Mahomet  va* 
Joined  bii  folltiwert  to  took  upon  pigeoni  aa  Mcr»d,  aod  n«r«r 
to  ktU  a  iplder."—  Modern  Ummert^tU  Hiitoty,  rql,  I. 
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And  jeC,  at  moin,  from  that  repose. 
Had  she  not  wak*d,  onscath'd  and  bright. 

As  doth  the  pare,  onconscioos  rose. 
Though  bj  the  fire-flj  kiss'd  all  night? 

Thus  having — as,  alas,  deceiv'd 
B7  mj  8in*8  blindness,  I  believ'd — 
No  cause  for  dread,  and  those  dark  eyes 

Now  fix'd  upon  me,  eagerly 
As  though  the'  unlocking  of  the  skies 

Then  waited  but  a  sign  from  me — 
How  could  I  pause?  how  ev'n  let  fall 

A  word,  a  whisper  that  could  stir 
In  her  proud  heart  a  doubt,  that  all 

I  brought  from  heaven  belonged  to  her. 
Slow  from  her  side  I  rose,  while  she 
Arose,  too,  mutely,  tremblingly, 
But  not  with  fear — all  hope,  and  pride. 

She  waited  for  the  awful  boon. 
Like  priestesses,  at  eventide. 

Watching  the  rise  of  the  full  moon. 
Whose  light,  when  once  its  orb  hath  shone, 
'Twill  madden  them  to  look  upon ! 

Of  all  my  glories,  the  bright  crown, 

Which,  when  I  last  from  heaven  came  down. 

Was  left  behind  me,  in  yon  star 

That  shines  from  out  those  clouds  afar, — 

Where,  relic  sad,  'tis  treasur'd  yet. 

The  downfallen  angel's  coronet  I  — 

Of  all  my  glories,  this  alone 

Was  wanting : — but  the'  illumin'd  brow. 

The  sun-bright  locks,  the  eyes  that  now 
Hod  love's  spell  added  to  their  own. 
And  pour'd  a  light  till  then  unknown  ;  — 

The'  unfolded  wings,  that,  in  their  play. 
Shed  sparkles  bright  as  Alla's  throne  ; 

All  I  could  bring  of  heaven's  array, 

Of  that  rich  panoply  of  charms 
A  Cherub  moves  in,  on  the  day 
Of  his  best  pomp,  I  now  put  on  ; 
And,  proud  that  in  her  eyes  I  shone 

Thus  glorious,  glided  to  her  arms  ; 
Which  still  (though,  at  a  sight  so  splendid. 

Her  dazzled  brow  had,  instantly. 
Sunk  on  her  breast,)  were  wide  extended 

To  clasp  the  form  she  durst  not  see !  ^ 
Great  Heaven  !  how  could  thy  vengeance  light 
So  bitterly  on  one  so  bright  ? 
How  could  the  hand,  that  gave  such  charms. 
Blast  them  again,  in  love's  own  arms? 
Scarce  had  I  touch'd  her  shrinking  fhune 

When — oh  most  horrible! — I  felt 

>  "  Mohimmed  (uyi  Sale),  though  a  prophet,  wac  not  able 
to  bear  the  sight  of  Gabriel,  when  he  appeared  in  hit  proper 
form,  much  leM  would  others  be  able  to  support  It.** 


That  every  spark  of  that  pore  flame — 

Pore,  while  among  the  stars  I  dweh — 
Was  now,  by  my  transgression,  tum'd 
Into  gross,  earthly  fire,  which  bom'd, 
Bam*d  all  it  tooch'd,  as  fast  as  eye 

Could  follow  the  fierce,  ravening  flashes ; 
TiU  there  — oh  God,  I  stiU  ask  why 
Such  doom  was  hers  ?  —  I  saw  her  lie 

Blackening  within  my  arms  to  ashes ! 
That  brow,  a  glory  but  to  see — 

Those  lips,  whose  touch  was  what  the  fint 
Fresh  cup  of  immortality  I 

Is  to  a  new-made  angel's  thirst ! 
Those  clasping  arms,  within  whose  round  — 
My  heart's  horizon — the  whole  bound 
Of  its  hope,  prospect,  heaven  was  found  ! 
Which,  even  in  this  dread  moment,  fond 

As  when  they  first  were  round  me  cast, 
Loos'd  not  in  death  the  fatal  bond. 

But,  burning,  held  me  to  the  last ! 
All,  all,  that,  but  that  mom,  had  seem'd 
As  if  Love's  self  there  breath'd  and  beamed. 
Now,  parch'd  and  black,  before  me  lay. 
Withering  in  agony  away ; 
And  mine,  oh  misery  1  mine  the  flame. 
From  which  this  desolation  came  ; — 
I,  the  curst  spirit,  whose  caress 
Had  blasted  all  that  loveliness  I 

'Twas  maddening! — ^butnow  hear  even  worse — 

Had  death,  death  only,  been  the  curse 

I  brought  upon  her—  had  the  doom 

But  ended  here,  when  her  young  bloom 

Lay  in  the  dust — and  did  the  spirit 

No  part  of  that  fell  curse  inherit, 

'Twere  not  so  dreadful — but,  come  near — 

Too  shocking  'tis  for  earth  to  hear — 

Just  when  her  eyes,  in  Aiding,  took 

Their  last,  keen,  agoniz'd  fiirewell; 
And  look'd  in  mine  with  —  oh,  that  look! 

Great  vengeful  Power,  whate'cr  the  hell 
Thou  mayst  to  human  souls  assign. 
The  memory  of  that  look  is  mine  I — 

In  her  last  struggle,  on  my  brow 

Her  ashy  lips  a  kiss  imprest, 
So  withering! — I  feel  it  now — 

'Twas  fire — but  fire,  ev'n  more  lublett 
Than  was  my  own,  and  like  that  flame. 
The  angels  shudder  but  to  name. 
Hell's  everlasting  element ! 

Deep,  deep  it  piero'd  into  my  brain, 
Madd'ning  and  torturing  as  it  went ; 

And  here — mark  here,  the  brand,  the  atain 
It  left  upon  my  front — burnt  in 
By  that  last  kiss  of  lore  and  sin— 
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A  brand,  which  all  the  pomp  and  pride 
Of  a  falJen  SpirU  cannot  bide  I 

But  in  it  tbuB,  dread  Providence  — 

Can  it,  indeed,  be  ihu*,  that  she. 
Who,  (but  for  ane  proudt  fond  offence,) 

Had  honoured  heaven  it»elf,  i^hould  be 
Now  dooui*d  —  I  cannot  speak  it — no, 
Merciful  Alla  !  V«  not  so  — 
Nevi^r  could  lip$  divine  have  ftaid 
The  fiat  of  a  fate  so  dread. 
And  yot,  that  look ^^ so  deeply  fought 

With  more  than  anguish,  with  despair— i- 
That  new,  fierce  fire,  resembling  nought 

In  heaven  or  earth ^ — this  scorch  I  hear!  — 
Oh  -for  the  first  time  that  these  knees 

Hare  bent  before  thee  since  mj  fall. 
Great  Power,  if  ever  thy  decrees 

Thou  could^  for  prayer  like  mine  recall, 
Pardon  that  spirit,  and  on  nie^ 

On  me,  who  laugbt  her  pride  to  err. 
Shed  out  each  drop  of  agony 

Thy  burning  phial  keeps  for  her  ! 
See,  too,  where  low  betide  me  kneel 

Two  other  ontcasfs,  who,  though  gone 
And  lost  tlicmselves,  yet  dare  to  feel 

And  pray  for  that  poor  mortal  one. 
Alas,  loo  well,  too  well  they  know 
The  pain,  the  penitence,  the  woo 
That  Pulsion  brings  upon  the  best. 
The  wisest,  and  the  loveliest.  — 
Oh,  who  is  to  be  sav'd,  tf  such 

Bright,  erring  souls  are  not  forgiven ; 
So  loth  they  wander,  and  so  mach 

Their  very  wandVings  lean  towards  heaven  1 
Again,  I  cry,  Just  Power,  transfer 

That  creatnre*s  sufierings  all  to  nie^ 

Mine,  mine  the  guilf,  the  torment  be. 
To  aav»one  minute's  pain  to  her, 

Let  mme  last  all  eternity  !" 

He  paused,  and  to  the  earth  bent  down 

His  throbbing  head  t  while  they,  who  felt 
That  agony  as  'twere  their  own. 

Those  angel  youths,  beside  him  knelt. 
And,  in  the  night's  still  silence  there. 
While  moamfuUy  each  wand'riug  air 
Play'd  in  those  plumes,  that  never  more 
To  their  lost  home  in  heaven  must  soar, 
Brent h'd  inwardly  the  voiceless  prayer, 
Unheard  by  all  bat  Mercy*i  ear— 
And  which  if  Mercy  did  moi  bear. 
Oh,  God  would  J«>r  be  what  this  bright 

And  glorious  universe  of  His, 
This  world  of  beauty,  goodness,  tight. 

And  endless  love,  proeUioit  He  i«  / 


Not  long  they  knelt,  when,  from  a  wood 
That  crowu*d  tliat  airy  solitude. 
They  heard  a  low,  tmcertain  sound, 
As  from  a  lute,  that  Just  had  found 
Some  happy  theme,  and  murnmr'd  round 
The  new-bom  fancy,  with  fond  tone, 
Scarce  thinking  aught  so  sweet  its  own  ! 
Till  soon  a  voice,  that  matched  as  well 

That  gentle  instrument,  as  suits 
The  sea-air  to  an  ocean- shell 

(So  kin  its  spirit  to  the  lule*s). 
Tremblingly  followed  the  soft  strain. 
Interpreting  iu  joy,  its  pain, 

And  tending  the  light  wings  of  words 
To  miuiy  a  thought,  that  else  had  lain 

Unfletig'd  and  mute  among  the  chords. 

All  started  at  the  sound  — hut  chief 

The  third  young  Angel,  in  whose  f;ice, 
Though  faded  like  the  others,  grief 

Had  Icf^  a  gentler,  holier  trace  i 
As  if,  even  yet,  through  pain  nod  ill, 
Hope  had  not  fled  him  — as  if  still 
Her  precious  pearl,  in  sorrow's  cap, 

Unmelted  at  the  bottom  lay, 
To  shine  again,  when,  aii  drunk  up^ 

The  bitterness  should  pass  away. 
Chietly  did  he,  though  in  his  eyes 
There  shone  more  pleasure  than  lorprtae, 
Turn  to  the  wood,  from  whence  that  sound 

Of  solitary  sweetness  broke  ; 
Then,  listening,  look  delighted  round 

To  his  bright  peers,  while  thos  it  spoke  :— 
**  Come,  pray  with  me,  my  seraph  love, 

"  My  angel-lord,  come  pray  with  me ; 
"  In  vain  to-night  my  lip  hath  strove 
^  To  send  one  holy  prayer  above  — 
"  The  knee  may  bend,  the  lip  may  more, 

**  But  pray  t  cannot,  without  thee  I 
••  Pve  fed  the  altar  in  my  bower 

"  With  droppings  tram  the  incense  tree  s 
**  Tve  sheltered  it  IVom  wind  and  shower, 
"  But  dim  it  bums  the  livelong  hour, 
**  As  if,  like  me,  it  had  no  power 

*'  Of  life  or  lustre,  without  thee  ! 

^  A  boat  at  midnight  sent  alone 
"  To  drift  upon  the  moonless  sea, 

**  A  lute,  wh«»e  leading  chord  is  gone, 

"  A  woonded  bird,  that  hath  b<it  one 

**  Impcribct  wing  to  soar  upon, 
**  Are  like  what  I  am,  without  tliee  t 

"  Then  n«*er,  my  spirii'love^  divide, 
**  In  life  or  death,  thyself  from  me  $ 


•*  But  when  again,  in  snnny  pride, 
•♦  Thou  wiiUt'st  through  Eden,  let  me  glide, 
•*  A  prostrate  shadow,  hy  thy  side^ — 
"  Oh  happier  thus  than  without  thee  1" 

Tlie  song  had  ceas'd,  when,  from  the  wood 

Whieli,  sweeping  down  that  airj-  height, 
Reach'd  the  loue  spot  whereon  they  Btood  — 

There  suddenly  shone  out  a  light 
From  a  elear  lamp,  which,  as  it  blax'd 
Across  the  brow  of  one,  who  rais'd 
Its  flttnie  aloft  (as  if  to  throw 
The  light  upon  that  group  below), 
iJihplayM  two  eyes,  Rparkling  between 
The  dusky  leaves,  such  115  are  seen 
By  fiiijcy  only,  in  those  faces, 

That  ho u tit  a  jK3et's  walk  at  even, 
I^xjkiog  from  out  their  leafy  places 

Upon  his  dreams  of  love  and  heaven- 
'Twaa  hut  a  moment — the  blush,  brought 
O'er  nil  her  features  at  the  thought 

Of  being  seen  thus,  late,  alone, 
By  any  but  the  eyes  she  sought, 

Had  scarcity  for  an  instant  shone 

Through  the  dark  leaves,  when  shewn*  gone — 
Gont%  like  a  meteor  that  oVrhead 
Suddenly  fihines,  and,  ere  we've  said, 
**  Behold^  how  beautiful !" — ^*tis  fled. 

Yet,  ere  she  went,  the  words,  '*  I  come, 
"  I  come,  my  Nam  a,"  reached  lier  ear, 
In  that  kind  voice,  faroiliar,  dear, 

Which  tells  of  confidence,  of  home,  ^ 
Of  habit,  that  hath  drawn  hcarU  near, 

Till  they  grr>w  one, — of  fjiith  sineere, 

And  all  tliat  I^ove  most  loves  to  hear; 

A  iiuisie,  brealhing  of  thL^  past, 

The  present,  and  the  time  t<»  be,  * 

Where  \Iq[w  and  Memory,  to  the  last, 
I-,engthen  out  life's  true  harmony  I 

I  Smih  it  3.  fhvouHte  penonage  Among  tb«  OrieaUli*  nnd 
ACtt  B  «oiuplcuoiu  part  )a  many  of  iheir  moct  ettniTafniit 
rumMtic*^'  Thp  Syrlxni  prct«mJed  to  hate  a  Twitiunnjt  of 
thii  Patrlardi  Id  their  |K»i*oiiiian,  in  vhiub  wa>  fitplidneflthe 
whale  theology  of  angteli,  their dlHiTont  ortli?r«,  Ste,  &c.  The 
Ciird«.  loo  (as  I4>dc  mrnliona  in  hii  Ajipcndiit),  have  a  book, 
wbicti  contams  nil  the  rit***  nt  thfir  rrl^lon,  moA  which  ihtf 
call  Sobuph  Shcit,  or  the  Book  ^f  Spili, 

In  the  vmaiiB  roaimer  that  Seth  and  Cham  nro  luppofced  to 
batr^  pn^erred  tlutie  imrmoriaU  of  UTitttdEtuvUn  knowlrdirc^ 
XlntiEhni*  1i  tnld  in  Chaldjcan  rabla  to  have  Hepntlti^d  in. 
Sipnrli,  the  elty  of  th*?!  San,  tho*e  monQfitteDU  of  cdcnce 
which  hn  had  Mtnl  out  of  the  water*  of  a  dclufe.  —  See 
JaliliMi&ki'f  learned  remarks  upoti  thoi«  eolumnt  or  labletf  of 
S«th,  which  he  mpfKMM  lo  b«  the  wpm  with  the  pniart  of 
lt«rcur).  cr  the  EffpClan  Thoth.  — J»«pif*ro*i.  Egypt.  Jib.  t. 
np.  A. 

■  The  Muitulmanv^  Myi  D*lferb«lrit,  apply  the  feo^ral 
narnB,  Mocarre^xKin,  to  all  th&t«  Spirit*  "qui  approcbent  le> 
plua  prdt  le  TrAno.**     or  thii  Dumber  are  Mtkall  and  l>bralL 


Nor  long  did  he,  whom  cftll  so  kind 
Sumnion'tl  away,  remAia  bchiod ; 
Nor  did  there  need  much  lime  to  tell 

What  they — das,  more  fuU'n  than  tie 
From  happiness  and  heaven — knew  well. 

His  gentler  love*f  short  history ! 

Thus  did  it  ruo  —  not  as  he  told 

The  tale  himself,  hut  as  Vis  graved 
Upfm  the  tahletE  that,  of  old. 

By  Setu  '  were  fr<im  the  deluge  aaVd, 
All  written  over  with  sublime 

And  Gadd'nin^  legends  of  the*  UQhlest, 
But  glorious  Spirits  of  that  time, 

And  this  young  Angel's  *mo(Dg  the  ] 


I 


THIRD  ANGEL'S  STORY. 

Among  the  SpirlU,  i>f  pure  flame, 

Thut  in  the"  eternal  heavens  abide  — 
Circles  of  light,  that  from  the  same 

Unclouded  centre  sweeping  wide. 

Carry  its  beams  on  every  side  — 
Like  spheres  of  air  that  waft  around 
The  undulations  of  rich  sound, 
Till  the  fiir -circling  radiiinoc  he 
Diffiis'd  into  infinity  ! 
First  and  immediate  near  the  Throne 
Of  Alla*,  as  if  most  his  own, 
The  Seraphs  stand  ^^  —  this  hunting  sign 
Trac'd  on  their  Imnner,  **  I^vc  divine  1  * 
Their  rank,  their  honours,  far  above 

Ev'n  those  to  high-brow "d  Cherubs  giTeii, 
Though  knowing  all ; — so  much  doth  love 

Transcend  all  Knowledge,  ev*n  in  heaven! 

^  The  Seraphim,  or  SpiHti  of  Divine  Lwe, 

Therr  appcari  tt>  be.  anifing  ti'Ht«>r»  un  tht*  Fait,  A*  wctt  at 
among  ttii!  OrleiUali  thcTDaflvct,  conitiUrable  Itidrdkiutt  witli 
regard  to  the  rciif>f^ti*e  elaimi  of  Spraphini  anU  i  lierutam 
to  the  hig^lieit  rank  In  the  rf^leillul  liifrarchjr.  The  d^ri*a. 
tlon  which  Hyde  aiiiiii^ns  to  Che  word  CAerutt  tM>m%  ta  dfKrr* 
mine  the  pret?p*lface  lo  Titvour  of  that  ord»r  u(  iplrilj:  — 
"  Cherubim^  i.  r.  ProplrKjul  AurvU,  qui  •«:»  Thut  pruprlua 
quajn  aMI  acred unt  t  nam  Charah  «st  4,^.  Karab,  npprcpiiii. 
quare/'  (P.  2G3.)  All  Beidawi,  too,  out  of  the  commcntalor* 
or  th«  Koran,  no  tbat  iiakutfr^,  "  the  angc-li,,  who  l>e«r  the 
throne,  and  ihovo  who  stand  about  it,"  (cbap.  xh)  *Af%, 
"  The«e  are  Ihri  Chnrulilm,  tho  hligbe«t  order  of  anK«l«." 
On  the  other  h>iitd,  <i«e  have  teen.  In  a  priNri^ilnf  note,  that 
thi!  Sjriant  place  the  ipherc  In  which  th«  Seraphs  dureU  at 
the  very  ruth m it  of  atl  thoc«l(»tla1  arateiDt;  and  even*  am«cif 
Mahometartf,  th«  word  AiaiU  and  Mooirroboun  (wbtcli 
mean  the  »piriti  that  ttaod  nearrit  to  ttia  thmoe  of  Alia)  ftr* 
IndlJffrtraJnatelj  appUiMl  to  bath  Seraphim  and  Churublm, 
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'Along  these  was  Za&ap&  oucq — and  ooiie 

Ajid  voice  of  ber  he  lov*d  steal  oVr 

E  er  felt  affectioa'a  liolj  fire, 

The  silver  waters,  that  lay  mute, 

Or  yearii'd  towards  the*  Eternal  One, 

As  loth,  by  even  a  breath,  to  stay 

Willi  half  such  longing,  deep  desire. 

The  pilgrimage  of  that  sweet  lay, 

Love  was  to  his  impassion'd  soul 

Whose  echoes  still  went  on  and  on, 

Not,  as  with  others,  a  mere  part 

Till  lost  among  the  tight  that  shone 

Of  iui  eitislence,  but  the  whole — 

Far  off,  beyond  the  ocean's  brim-^ 

■ 

The  Yery  life-hreath  of  bis  heart ! 

There,  where  the  rich  eoscade  of  day 

I 

Oft,  when  from  Alto's  lifted  brow 

Had,  o'er  the'  horizon's  golden  rim. 

M 

A  lustre  eauie,  too  bright  to  hear. 

Into  Elysium  roll'd  away  I 

■ 

And  all  the  seraph  raaks  would  bow* 

Of  God  she  sung,  aud  of  the  mild 

To  shade  their  daizled  sight,  nor  dare 

Attendant  Merey,  that  btside 

To  look  upon  the*  eflPuIgence  there  — 

His  awful  throne  for  ever  smird. 

Thj5  Spirit's  eyes  would  court  the  hlaz^ 

Ready,  with  her  white  bund,  to  guide 

{Such  pride  be  in  adoriug  took)^ 

Hii  bolts  of  vengeance  to  their  prey  — 

And  mther  lose,  in  that  <}ne  gaze. 

That  she  might  quench  them  on  the  way  1 

The  power  of  looking,  than  not  look  1 

Of  Peace— of  that  Atoning  Love, 

Then,  too,  when  angel  voices  sung 

Upon  whose  star,  shining  above 

The  mercy  of  their  God,  and  strung 

This  twilight  world  of  hope  and  fear. 

■ 

Thfir  harps  to  hall,  with  welcome  sweet, 

The  weeping  eyes  of  Faith  are  fijt'd 

■ 

That  moment,  watch*d  for  by  all  eyes, 

So  fond,  that  with  her  every  tear 

■ 

\\nhen  some  repentant  sinner's  fe<ft 

Thf  light  of  that  love-star  is  mix'd  I — . 

■ 

First  touch 'd  the  threshold  of  the  skies. 

All  this  she  sung,  and  such  a  soul 

Oh  then  how  clearly  did  the  voice 

Of  piety  was  in  that  song, 

Of  Zaraph  above  all  rejoice  ! 

That  the  ebarm'd  Angel,  as  it  stole 

■ 

Love  was  in  evVy  buoyant  tone  — 

Tenderly  to  hb  ear,  along 

■ 

Snch  love,  as  only  eotdd  belong 

Those  lulling  waters  where  he  lay, 

■ 

To  the  blest  angels,  and  ubiie 

Watching  the  daylight's  dying  ray, 

1 

Could,  ev*n  from  angek,  bring  such  song  I 

Thought  'twas  a  voice  ft-om  out  the  wave, 
An  eeho,  that  some  st  a -nymph  gave 

Alas^  that  it  should  c*er  have  been 

To  Eiden's  distant  harmony, 

In  heav'n  as  ^tis  too  often  here, 

Heard  Samt  and  sweet  beneath  the  sea  1 

Where  nothing  fond  or  bright  Is  seen. 

But  it  hath  pain  and  peril  near  ;  — 

Quickly,  however,  to  its  soorce, 

Where  right  and  wrong  so  close  resemble, 

Tracing  that  music's  melting  course. 

That  what  we  take  for  virtue's  thrill 

He  saw,  upon  the  golden  sand 

la  often  the  first  downward  tremble 

Of  Ihe  sen^shore,  a  maiden  stand. 

Of  the  heart's  balance  unto  ill ; 

Before  whose  feet  the'  expiring  waves 

Where  Love  bath  not  a  shrine  so  pure. 

Flung  their  last  offering  with  a  sigh — 

So  holy,  hut  the  serpent.  Sin, 

As,  in  the  East,  exhausted  slaves 

In  moments,  ev*n  the  most  secure. 

Lay  down  the  far-brought  gift,  and  die  — 

Beneath  his  altar  niuy  glide  in ! 

And,  while  her  lute  hung  by  her,  hush'd. 
As  if  uue(]ual  to  the  tide 

So  WAS  it  with  that  Angel ^sncb 

Of  song,  tbut  from  her  lips  still  gush'd. 

Tlie  charm,  that  stop'd  bis  fall  along. 

She  rais'd,  like  one  beatified. 

From  good  to  ill,  from  loving  mncb. 

Those  eyes,  whose  light  seem'd  rather  given 

Too  easy  lapsv,  to  loving  wrong*  — 

To  be  ador'd  than  to  adore  — 

Ev'n  so  that  amorons  Spirit  hound 

Such  eyes,  as  may  have  I<xik'd/raPii  hcaveo, 

By  beauty's  spell ^  where'er  'twas  found. 

But  ne'er  were  rais'd  to  it  before? 

From  the  bright  things  above  the  muuD 

Down  to  earth's  beaming  eyes  descended. 

Oh  I^ve,  Religion,  Music  '  — alt 

Till  tove  for  ibe  Creator  soon 

That's  left  of  Eden  upon  earth— 

In  passion  for  the  crenture  ended. 

'Twa«  first  at  twilight,  on  the  shore 

t  *•  L«i  ¥.gfX>iirm  dt»cnt  qua  \a  Mtiiiqua  «•«  Santr  de  la 

Of  the  smooth  sea,  he  heard  Ihe  lute 

IM^toi/'  —  Fo^gt9  <te  /^l*«vt>r#,  torn.  1.  p.  4312. 
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The  only  blessings,  since  the  fttU 

That  was  not  theirs  by  holy  law  — 

Of  our  weak  souls,  that  still  recall 

Whose  beauty  with  remorse  they  saw,                       1 

A  trace  of  their  high,  glorious  birth  — 

And  o'er  whose  preciousaess  thej  wept                 1 

How  kindred  are  the  dreams  you  bring  I 

Humility,  that  low,  sweet  root,                                         | 

How  Ltjve,  though  unto  earth  so  prone^ 

From  which  all  heavenly  virtues  shoot. 

Delights  to  take  religiou*8  wing, 

Was  in  the  hearts  of  both  —  but  most 

When  time  or  grief  hath  stain'd  his  owul 

In  Na3IA*s  heart,  by  whom  alone                         ^ 

How  netur  to  Loire^s  beguiling  brink, 

Thojse  charms  for  which  a  hea%'eii  was  lost,           1 

Too  oft,  entranc'd  Religion  lies  1 

Seem'd  all  unvalued  and  unknown  ;                    l^| 

While  Music,  Mujsie  is  the  link 

And  w^hen  her  seraph's  eyes  she  caught,              ^| 

They  hotft  still  hold  by  to  the  skies. 

Ajid  hid  hers  glow  ing  on  his  breast,                  |^| 

The  language  of  their  native  sphere, 

Even  bliss  was  humbled  by  the  thought —           |^| 

Which  they  had  else  forgotten  here* 

"  What  claim  have  I  to  be  so  blest  ?**                i^| 
Btill  less  could  maid,  so  meek,  ba^e  qolts'i]             fl 

How  then  could  Zarjiph  fail  to  feci 

I>esire  of  knowledge — that  vain  thirst,                 l^| 

That  momeijt's  witcheries  ?  —  one»  so  fair, 

With  which  the  sex  hath  all  been  curved,             ^| 

Breathing  out  music,  that  might  steal 

From  luckless  Eye  to  her,  who  near                     l^| 

Heaven  from  itself*  and  rapt  in  prayer 

The  Tabernacle  stole  to  hear                                     1 1 

That  seraphs  might  be  proud  to  share  I 

The  secrets  of  the  angels^ :  no — 

nr 

Oh*  he  tiid  feel  it,  all  Um  well  — 

To  love  as  her  own  Seraph  lov'd. 

With  warmth,  that  far  Ion  dearly  cost — 

With  Faith,  the  same  through  bliss  ami  woe 

Nor  knew  he,  when  at  last  he  fell, 

Faith,  that,  were  even  its  light  Tein&v*4^ 

To  which  attraction,  to  which  spell, 

Could,  like  the  dial,  fix'd  remain, 

LoTC,  Music,  or  Devotion,  most 

Aud  wait  till  it  shone  oat  again  ;  — 

II 

His  soul  in  that  sweet  hour  was  lost 

With  Patience  that,  though  often  bow'd 
By  the  rude  storm,  can  rise  ancw^ ; 

i 

Sweet  was  the  hour,  though  dearly  won. 

And  Hope  that,  even  from  EviPa  cloud,                 '"H 

And  pure,  as  aught  of  earth  could  be, 

Sees  sunny  Good  half  breaking  through  !             | 

For  Ihen  first  did  the  glorious  sun 

This  deep,  relying  Love,  worth  more 

■ 

Before  religion's  altar  see 

In  heaven  than  all  a  Cherub's  lore  — 

fl 

Two  hearts  in  wedlock's  golden  im 

This  Faith,  meire  sure  than  aught  l>eside, 

■ 

Self-pledg*d,  in  love  to  live  and  die. 

Was  the  sole  joy,  ambition,  pride 

■ 

Blest  uuion  I  by  that  Angel  wove, 

Of  her  fond  heart — the'  unreasoning  scope 

1 

And  worthy  from  such  hands  to  come  ; 

Of  all  its  views,  above,  beluw  — 

■ 

Safe,  sole  asylum,  lu  which  Love» 

So  troe  she  felt  it  that  to  /w^. 

Tl 

When  fall'n  or  exil'il  from  above, 

To  trusty  is  happier  than  to  Jintfw. 

11 

In  this  dark  world  can  End  a  home. 

And  thus  in  humbleness  they  trod. 
Abashed,  but  pure  before  iheir  God  ; 

i 

And,  though  the  Spirit  had  traDSgress'd, 

Nor  e'er  did  earth  behold  a  sight 

Had,  from  his  station  *mong  the  blest 

So  meekly  beautiful  as  they. 

Won  down  by  woman's  emile,  ajlow'd 

When,  with  the  altarV  holy  light 

Terrestrial  passion  to  hrcaihc  o'er 

Full  on  their  brows,  they  knelt  to  pnv. 

The  mirror  of  his  heart,  and  cloud 

Hand  within  hand,  and  side  by  side, 

m 

God's  irnoge,  there  so  bright  before^ 

Two  links  of  love,  awhile  untied 

I 

Yet  never  did  that  Power  look  down 

From  the  great  chain  above,  but  fast 

■ 

On  error  with  a  brow  so  mild ; 

Holding  together  to  the  last  I  — 

■ 

Never  did  Justice  wear  a  frown. 

Two  fallen  Splendors  s,  from  that  tree. 

Through  which  so  gently  Mercy  smil'd. 

Which  buds  with  such  eternallv,* 

For  humble  was  their  love  — with  awe 

Shaken  to  earth,  yet  keeping  all 

And  trembling  like  some  treasure  kept. 

Their  light  and  ff^shnets  tn  the  Ikli 

^ 

(  Sara. 

Csbbala.    Tli*f  irc  rqtlM  by  rarlotit  niiini»i,  ffi^,  laalf. 

1 

ftc.   ac.  ;    «ld  UiHi                                                            r..  ^1  tiwM^^ 

CAbrtaln,  r^p^^'■l^^ted  u  a  tree,  of  wt^lch  God  It  the  crown  or 

ewtslti  canal •,  i^  hk  i                                             i  hmr. 

•timmU 

»  THe  reader  m*)  ,^..,.    ..                  ^,  a(  thta  J«W|gii 

u 

TH«  ftpphlrothi  arc  ttiis  hljrh<^r  Drden  or«mAiudf«  t>elnfi 

m 

Id  IK*  ttroAfcr  to*]  inco(n)>r«beDiibtv  t^item  of  th«  Je«(ih 

1 

1 
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Their  only  punishmeiit,  (na  wrong:, 

Such  are  their  joys^ — and,  crowning  all. 

However  swt-cl,  must  bear  its  brand,) 

That  blessed  hope  of  the  bright  hour. 

Their  only  doom  was  this — that,  lyug 

When,  happy  and  no  more  to  fall, 

1 

As  the  green  eurlh  and  oceaa  standi 

Their  spirits  shall,  with  fresh  en 'd  power, 

They  both  shall  wander  here  — the  same. 

Rise  up  rewarded  for  their  trust 

Throughout  all  lime^  in  hearl  and  frame — 

In  Him,  from  whom  all  goodness  springs. 

Still  ItKjking  to  that  goal  stibtime^ 

And  J  shaking  off  earth's  soiling  dust 

/ 

Whose  light  remote,  but  sure,  they  sec  j 

From  their  emaneipatcd  wings, 

Pilgrims  of  I>ove,  whcjse  way  is  Time, 

Wander  for  ever  through  those  skies 

Whose  home  is  in  Eternity! 

Of  radiance,  where  Love  never  dies  I 

Snbject,  the  while,  to  all  the  Btrife» 

True  Ijove  encounters  in  this  life  — 

In  what  lone  region  of  the  earth 

The  wishes,  hopes,  he  breathet  in  vainj 

These  Pilgrims  now  may  roam  or  dwell, 

1 

The  chill,  that  tarns  his  warm^sl  tighi 

God  and  the  Angels,  who  look  forth                      | 

To  earthly  vapour,  ere  they  rise  ; 

To  watch  their  step^  alone  can  telL 

The  doubt  he  feeds  on,  and  the  pain 

But  should  we,  in  our  wanderings. 

That  in  his  very  sweetness  lies:  — 

Meet  a  young  pair,  whose  beauty  wants 

Still  worse^  the*  illusioni  that  betray 

But  the  adornment  of  bright  wings, 

His  footsteps  to  their  shining  brink ; 

To  look  like  heaven's  inhabilants — 

That  tempt  him,  on  his  desert  way 

Who  shine  wherc*er  they  tread,  and  yet 

Through  the  bleak  world,  to  bend  and  drink, 

Are  humble  in  their  earthly  lot, 

Where  nothing  meets  his  lips,  aIa.H,^- 

A«  is  the  way-side  violet, 

Bnt  he  again  must  isighing  pass 

That  shines  unseen,  and  were  it  not 

On  to  that  far-off  home  of  peace. 

For  its  sweet  breath  wottld  be  forgot  — 

In  which  alone  bis  thirst  will  cea^. 

Whose  hearts,  m  every  thought,  arc  one, 
Whcwe  voices  utter  the  same  wills — 

All  this  they  henr,  but,  not  the  less. 

Answering,  as  Echo  doth  some  tone 

Have  moments  rich  in  happiness  — 

Of  fairy  mtisic  *inong  the  htlls, 

Blest  meetings,  after  many  a  day 

So  like  itself,  we  seek  in  vain 

Of  widowhood  past  far  away^ 

Which  is  the  echo,  which  the  strain  — 

When  the  (ov*d  face  again  is  seen 

Whose  piety  is  love,  whose  love, 

^lose,  close,  with  not  a  tear  between  — 

Though  close  as  Iwere  their  souls"  embrace, 

Confidings  frank,  without  control. 

Is  not  of  earth,  but  from  above ^ 

Ponr'd  mutually  from  soul  to  soul ; 

Like  two  fair  mirrors,  face  to  face, 

As  free  from  any  fear  or  doubt 

Whose  light,  from  one  to  the*  other  thrown. 

As  is  that  light  from  chill  or  stain, 

Is  heaven's  reflection,  not  their  own  — 

The  sun  into  the  stars  sheds  out. 

Should  we  e*er  meet  with  aught  so  pure, 

To  be  by  them  shed  back  again  I  — 

So  perfect  here,  we  may  he  sure 

That  happy  mingkment  of  hearts. 

Tis  Zabaph  and  his  bride  we  see  j 

Where,  cbaugd  as  ehymic  compounds  are, 

And  call  young  lovers  round,  to  Tiew 

Each  with  it*  own  existence  parts, 

The  pilgnm  pair,  as  they  pursue 

To  find  a  new  one,  happier  fhr  J 

Their  pathway  towards  eternity. 

■ 

«t  (jol  Tontaboutif  I  lii  BfAiitC\tOTit  charg&i  d'an  pfrpmd,  nenn- 

•'  On  lei  repr£imte  quelqiif-foU  tons  la  figure  d*iin  arbra 

bre  A*At}gv9.    11  jr  cii  a  ircntc-tinq  iur  Ic  caniU  dt'  Ta  Mlierl- 

»  .  .  .  l''BiiBO|j)i  qu''on  met  au-driitu  dc  I'arbre  Scfihtrotiqua 

ou  del  Sptcculeuri  dlrln>,  v»t  L'  lalkti."  —  VhUt&irc  dti  Juift, 

Saint*,"  Ac.  tke,  -^  For  a  conciir  account  of  the  CahnHftUc 

UvJx.  11. 

1 

PMlotophjr,  ic«  Enfield'i  tery  uicruli;usnpeDdmrti  ofBruclier.  , 

1 

1 

1 

1 

^^^^^ 

^^^^^ 

m 
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1 

But  soon  the  nibj  tide  mns  tbort. 

He  sent  such  hints  through  Viiicottnt  77im, 

Tsoch  minute  rndtes  tbe  sad  truth  plainer, 

To  Marquis  That,  as  clench'd  the  thing* 

^H 

Till  life,  like  old  and  cniaty  port. 

^H 

When  Dear  its  closet  requires  a  strainer. 

The  same  it  was  in  science,  arts, 

Tbe  Drums,  Books,  MS.  and  printed  — 

■ 

TJttM  frtendahip  can  atone  confer. 

Kean  team'd  from  Ned  his  cleverest  parts. 

^H 

Alone  can  teach  the  drops  to  pa&s. 

Atid  Seotl's  last  work  by  him  was  hinted. 

^H 

If  not  as  bright  as  once  they  were. 

^H 

At  least  unclouded,  through  the  glan^ 

Childe  Harold  in  the  proofs  he  read. 

And,  here  and  there,  infus'd  some  soul  in't— ^ 

I 

Nor,  Corry,  could  a  boon  be  mine. 

Nay,  Davy's  Lamp,  till  seen  by  Ned, 

^1 

Of  Tthich  this  heart  were  fonder,  vainer, 

Had — odd  enough — an  awkward  hole  inX 

^H 

Than  thus,  if  life  grow  like  old  wine, 

^H 

To  haTe  ihg  frieudship  for  its  strainer. 

*Twas  thus,  all-doing  and  all*knowing. 

Wit,  statesman,  boxer,  chymist,  finger. 
Whatever  was  the  best  pye  going. 

1 

In  that  Ned — trust  him — had  his  finger. 

1 

1 

FRAGMENT  OP  A  CHARACTER. 
Hebk  lies  Factotum  Ned  al  hist  5 

1 

I^ng  as  he  breath 'd  the  tjuI  air. 

^1 

Nothing  (hmughimt  all  Europe  psaa'd. 

WHAT  SHALL  I  SING  THEE? 

^H 

■ 

In  which  Ned  hadn't  some  small  share.            1 

TO  . 

H 

I 

Whoe'er  wat  la,  whoe'er  was  cmt. 

H 

k 

L        Whatever  statesmen  did  or  said. 

Wbat  shall  I  sing  thee  ?  Shall  t  tell 

^H 

F 

■     If  not  exactly  brought  about. 

Of  that  bright  hour,  remembered  well 

^^^1 

'Twas  all,  at  hsasit  contrived  by  Ned. 

As  ihotigh  it  shone  but  yesterday. 
When  J  loitering  idly  in  the  ray 

^H 

With  Nap,  if  Ruwta  went  to  war» 

Of  a  spring-sun,  I  heard,  oVrhead, 

^^^B 

Twas  owing,  under  Frotidenoc» 

My  name  as  by  some  spirit  said. 

^1 

To  certmn  hints  Ned  gave  the  Caar — 

And,  looking  up,  saw  two  bright  eyes 

^1 

(Vide  his  pamplilet— price,  sixpence.) 

Above  me  firom  a  casement  shine. 

^1 

If  France  was  beat  al  Waterloo  — 

As  ail  but  Frenchmen  think  she  was-- 

Daaaling  my  mind  with  such  surfirise 
As  they,  who  sail  beyond  tlie  Line, 
Feel  when  new  stars  above  them  rise  s  — 

■ 

To  Ned,  OS  WeLlbgton  well  knew, 

And  it  was  thine,  the  voice  that  spoke. 

^^H 

Was  owing  half  thai  day  V  applause. 

Like  Ariera,  in  the  mid- air  tlien  ; 

^^H 

Then  for  his  news  ^  no  envoy's  bag 
E*cr  pass'd  so  many  secrets  through  it ; 

And  thine  the  eye,  whose  lustra  broke — 
Never  to  be  forgot  again ! 

^ 

Scarcely  a  telegraph  could  wag 

Its  wooden  Unger,  but  Ned  knew  it. 

M1)at  shall  I  sing  thee  ?  Sbdl  I  weave 
A  song  oi  that  sweet  summern^ve. 

1 

Such  tales  be  had  of  fbreign  plotB» 

(Slimmer,  of  which  the  sunniest  part 

H 

With  foreign  nam««,  one's  ear  to  buxa  in  ! 
f^om  Russia,  cA</>  and  qft  in  lotSi 

Waa  that  we,  each,  had  in  the  heart,) 

^H 

When  thou  and  I,  and  one  hke  thee. 

^1 

From  PciUmd,  owsAtM  by  the  doacn. 

In  life  and  beauty,  to  the  found                      1 
Of  our  own  breathless  minstfielay. 

B 

1 

When  George,  alarm'd  far  Frigland^s  creed. 

OatieM  tilt  ilie  sunlight  faded  roiiad* 

^^^^ 

Tuni'd  out  the  last  Whig  niiotstry, 

Ounelvei  the  whole  ideal  Ball, 

^^^H 

And  men  aak'd^who  advis'd  the  deed  If 

Lights,  music,  cimituiuy,  and  all  I 

^^^^1 

Ned  inodctcly  eonft«s*d  'twaa  he. 

Oh,  *tis  not  in  the  Unguid  strain 
Of  lute  like  mine,  whose  day  ia  post, 

^U 

1 

For  though,  by  ioiim  tmlneky  misa. 

To  call  up  even  a  drcain  wgua 

^1 

1 

He  biMi  not  4ow»wf%ti|  atfn  ib«  King« 

■ 

1 

I 
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SCEPTICISM. 

Ere  Psyche  drank  the  cup,  that  shed 

Immortal  Life  into  her  soul. 
Some  evil  spirit  pour'd,  'tis  said. 

One  drop  of  Doubt  into  the  bowl — 

Which,  mingling  darkly  with  the  stream. 
To  Psyche's  lips — she  knew  not  why — 

Made  even  that  blessed  nectar  seem 
As  though  its  sweetness  soon  would  die. 

Oft,  in  the  very  arms  of  Love, 

A  chill  came  o'er  her  heart — a  fear 

That  Death  might,  even  yet,  remove 
Her  spirit  from  that  happy  sphere. 

"  Those  sunny  ringlets,"  she  exclaim'd, 
"  Twining  them  round  her  snowy  fingers  ; 

**  That  forehead,  where  a  light,  unnam'd, 
"  Unknown  on  earth,  for  ever  lingers  ; 

"  Those  lips,  through  which  I  feel  the  breatli 
"  Of  Heaven  itself,  whene'er  they  sever — 

"  Say,  are  they  mine,  beyond  all  death, 
"  My  own,  hereafter,  and  for  ever  ? 

"  Smile  not  —  I  know  that  starry  brow, 
"  Those  ringlets,  and  bright  lips  of  thine, 

"  Will  always  shine,  as  they  do  now  — 
"  But  shall  /  live  to  see  tliem  shine  ?  '* 

In  vain  did  I-.ove  say,  "  Turn  thine  eyes 
"  On  all  that  sparkles  round  thee  here  — 

"  Thou'rt  now  in  heaven,  where  nothing  dies, 
"  And  in  these  arms — w  hat  can,«r  thou  fear?' 

In  vain — the  fatal  drop,  that  stole 
Into  that  cup's  immortal  treasure. 

Had  lodg'd  its  bitter  near  her  soul. 
And  gave  a  tinge  to  every  pleasure. 

And,  though  there  ne'er  was  transport  given 
Like  Psyche's  with  that  radiant  boy. 

Hers  is  the  only  face  in  heaven, 
That  wears  a  cloud  amid  its  joy 


A  JOKE  VERSIFIED. 

*  Come,  come,**  said  Tom's  father,  **  at  your  time 

of  life, 
"  There's  no  longer  excuse  for  thus  playing  the 
rake — 

*  Itistime  youshouldthink,boy,of  takinga  wife  ** — 

**  Why,  so  it  is, fother— whose  wife  shall  I  take?" 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A  FRIEND. 

Pure  as  the  mantle,  which,  o*er  him  who  stood 

By  Jordan's  stream,  descended  from  the  sky. 
Is  that  remembrance,  which  the  wise  and  good 

Leave  in  the  hearts  that  love  them,  when  they 
die. 
So  pure,  so  precious  shall  the  memory  be, 
Bequeath'd,  in  dying,  to  our  souls  by  thee — 
So  shall  the  love  we  bore  thee,  cherish'd  warm 

Within  our  souls  through  grief,  and  pain,  and 
strife. 
Be,  like  Elisha's  cruise,  a  holy  charm, 

Wherewith  to  "  heal  the  waters  **  of  this  life  ! 


TO  JAMES  CORRY,  ESQ. 

ON   HIS  MAKING   MB  A   PRBilBNT  OP  A   WINS  STRAINER. 

Brighton,  June,  IS25. 
This  life,  dear  Corry,  who  can  doubt? — 

Resembles  much  friend  Ewart's '  wine, 
Vf  hen  first  the  rosy  drops  come  out. 

How  beautiful,  how  clear  they  shine ! 

And  thus  awhile  they  keep  their  tint. 
So  free  from  even  a  shade  with  some, 

That  they  would  smile,  did  you  but  hint. 
That  darker  drops  would  ever  come. 

1  A  wine-merchant. 
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But  mon  the  ruby  tide  runs  gfiort, 

Eacli  minute  makes  the  sad  truth  plainer, 

Till  life,  like  old  and  crusty  fiort, 

When  near  its  closer  requires  a  stramer. 

TTiis  friendship  can  alone  confer, 
Alone  can  teach  the  drops  to  pass. 

If  not  (IS  bright  as  once  they  were, 
Al  leafit  uuclouded,  through  the  glastf. 

Nor,  Corry»  could  a  boon  be  mine, 

Of  which  this  heart  were  fonder,  Yaiucr, 

Than  thus,  if  life  grow  like  old  wine. 
To  have  fAy  friendship  for  its  strainer. 


FRAG3IENT  OF  A  CHARACTER. 

Here  liea  Factotum  Ned  at  last ; 

Long  as  be  breathed  the  vital  ziir, 
Nothing  throughout  all  Europe  piiss*d. 

In  which  Ned  hadn't  eome  »mall  share 

Whoever  was  in,  whoe'er  was  o«/» 
Whatever  stuteamen  did  or  said^ 

If  not  exactly  brought  about, 

'Twas  all,  al  least,  contrived  by  Ned« 

With  Nap,  if  Russia  went  to  war, 
'Twaa  owing,  under  Prnvidence, 

To  certain  hints  Ned  ga%^e  the  Cxar  — 
(Vide  his  pamphlet— price,  sixpence.) 

If  France  wb»  beat  at  Waterloo  — 

As  all  but  Frenchmen  think  she  wai — 

To  Ned,  a»  Wellington  well  kntw. 
Was  owing  half  that  day*s  applause. 

Then  for  hij»  news  —  no  envoy's  bag 
E'er  pu&s'd  so  many  secrets  through  it ; 

Scarcely  a  telegraph  could  wag 

Its  wooden  finger,  but  Ned  knew  it. 

Such  tales  he  had  of  foreign  plots, 

With  foreign  namts,  one^s  ear  to  buzz  In  ! 

From  Russia,  cfujls  and  o/3»  in  lots. 
From  Polandi,  ownkU  by  the  dozen. 

When  George,  alarm'd  for  England's  creed, 
Tiirn'd  out  the  last  Whig  ministry, 

And  men  a«k'd  —  who  advis'd  the  deed  ? 
Ned  mfMlestly  confes&'d  'twas  he. 

For  though,  by  some  nnlncky  luiss. 
He  had  not  dowuwright  smn  the  King, 


He  sent  such  hint?  through  Viscount  T/ij>, 
To  Mar<iiiis  Tiiai^  as  clenched  the  thing. 

The  same  it  was  in  science,  arts. 

The  I>rama,  Books,  MS.  and  printed^ 

Kean  learo'd  from  Ned  his  clevereiit  parts. 
And  Scott^s  last  work  by  hini  was  hinted. 

Childe  Harold  in  the  proofs  he  read. 

And,  here  and  there,  infused  some  soul  io't  — 

Nay,  Davy's  Lanip,  till  seen  by  Ned, 
Had — odd  enough — an  awkward  hole  in*L 

'Twas  thus,  alMoing  and  all-knowing. 
Wit,,  statesman,  boxer,  chymist,  singer, 

Whatever  was  the  best  pye  going, 
In  that  Ned — trust  him — had  his  finger. 


I 


WHAT  SHALL  I  SING  THEE? 


Wb4«  dlin  I  sing  thee  ?  Shall  I  tell 
Of  ib&t  Inight  hour,  reoiember'd  well 
As  though  it  shone  but  yesterday, 
When,  loitering  idly  in  the  ray 
Of  a  spring-sun,  I  heard,  o'erhesd. 
My  name  as  by  some  spirit  laid. 
And,  looking  up,  saw  two  bright  eyes 

Above  me  from  a  casement  shine, 
DaizliDg  my  mind  with  such  surprise 

As  they,  who  sail  beyond  the  Line, 
Feel  when  new  stars  above  them  rise  i  — 
And  it  was  thine,  the  voice  that  spoke, 

Like  Ariel's,  iu  the  mid-air  then  ; 
And  thine  the  eye,  whose  lustre  broke  — 

Never  to  be  forgot  again  I 

\Miat  shall  I  sing  thee  ?  Shall  I  weave 
A  song  of  that  sweet  sumraer-evf, 
(Summer,  of  which  the  sunniest  part 
Was  that  we,  each,  had  in  the  heart,) 
When  thou  and  1,  and  one  like  thee. 

In  life  and  beauty,  to  the  sound 
Of  our  own  breathless  minstrelsy, 

I>anc''d  till  the  sunlight  faded  round, 
Ourselves  the  whok*  ideal  Bull, 
Lights,  music,  company,  and  alt ! 
Oh,  'tis  not  in  the  languid  itrain 

Of  lute  like  mine,  whose  day  irpsst. 
To  call  up  even  a  dream  sgaio 

Of  ihe  ftteh  light  those  moments  cast 


I 
I 

I 
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COUNTRY  DANCE  AND  QUADRILLE. 

One  night  the  njmph  caird  Country  Dance — 
(Whom  folks,  of  late,  have  used  so  ill. 

Preferring  a  coquette  from  France, 

That  mincing  thing,  Mamselle  Quadrille) — 

Having  been  chas*d  from  London  down 

To  that  most  humble  haunt  of  all 
She  used  to  grace — a  Country  Town — 

Went  smiling  to  the  New-Year's  Ball. 

"  Here,  here,  at  least,"  she  cried,  **  though  driven 
*•  From  London's  gay  and  shining  tracks — 

"  Though,  like  a  Peri  cast  from  heaven, 
"  I've  lost,  for  ever  lost,  Almack's — 

"  Though  not  a  London  Miss  alive 

"  Would  now  for  her  acquaintance  own  me  ; 

••  And  spinsters,  even,  of  forty -five, 
**  Upon  their  honours  ne'er  have  known  me ; 

"  Here,  here,  at  least,  I  triumph  still, 

**  And — spite  of  some  few  dandy  Lancers, 

"  Who  vainly  try  to  preach  Quadrille — 
"  See  nought  but  true-blue  Country  Dancers. 

**  Here  still  I  reign,  and,  fresh  in  charms, 
**  My  throne,  like  Magna  Charta,  raise 

"  'Mong  sturdy,  freeborn  legs  and  arms, 

"  That  scorn  the  threaten'd  chaine  Anglaise." 

'Twas  thus  she  said,  as  'mid  the  din 

Of  footmen,  and  the  town  sedan, 
She  lighted  at  the  King's  Head  Inn, 

And  up  the  stairs  triumphant  ran. 

The  Squires  and  their  Squiresses  all, 
With  young  Squirinas,  just  come  out^ 

And  my  Lord's  daughters  from  the  Hall, 
(Quadrillers,  in  their  hearts,  no  doubt,)  — 

All  these,  as  light  she  tripp'd  up  stairs, 
Were  in  the  cloak-room  seen  assembling — 

When,  hark  I  some  new,  outlandish  airs, 
From  the  First  Fiddle,  set  her  trembling. 

She  stops — she  listens — can  it  be? 

Alas,  in  vain  her  ears  would  'scape  it — 
It  la  "Di  tanti  palpiti" 

As  plain  as  English  bow  can  scrape  it. 

**  Courage  !"  however — in  she  goes. 
With  her  best,  sweeping  country  grace  ; 

When,  ah  too  true,  her  worst  of  foes. 
Quadrille,  there  meets  her,  face  to  face. 


Oh  for  the  lyre,  or  violin, 

Or  kit  of  that  gay  Muse,  Terpsichore* 
To  sing  the  rage  these  nymphs  were  in. 

Their  looks  and  language,  airs  and  trickery. 

There  stood  Quadrille,  with  cat-like  fiskce 
(The  beau-ideal  of  French  beanty), 

A  band-box  thing,  all  art  and  lace 
Down  from  her  nose-tip  to  her  shoe-tye. 

Her  flounces,  fresh  from  Victorine — 
From  Hippciyte,  her  rouge  and  hair  — 

Her  poetry,  from  Lanuwtine — 
Her  morals,  from — the  Lord  knows  where. 

And,  when  she  danc'd — so  slidingly, 
So  near  the  ground  she  plied  her  art. 

You'd  swear  her  mother-earth  and  she 
Had  made  a  compact  ne'er  to  part. 

Her  face  too,  all  the  while,  sedate, 
No  signs  of  life  or  motion  showing. 

Like  a  bright  pendule's  dial-plate — 
So  still,  you'd  hardly  think  'twas  ffoing. 

Full  fronting  her  stood  Country  Dance — 

A  fresh,  frank  nymph,  whom  you  would  know 

For  English,  at  a  single  glance — 
English  all  o'er,  from  top  to  toe. 

A  little  gauche,  'tis  fair  to  own. 

And  rather  given  to  skips  and  bounces  ; 

Endangering  thereby  many  a  gown. 

And  playing,  oft,  the  devil  with  flounces. 

Unlike  Mamselle — who  would  prefer 

(As  morally  a  lesser  ill) 
A  thousand  flaws  of  character. 

To  one  vile  rumple  of  a  frill. 

No  rouge  did  She  of  Albion  wear ; 

Let  her  but  run  that  two-heat  race 
She  calls  a  Set,  not  Dian  e'er 

Came  rosier  from  the  woodland  chase. 

Such  was  the  nymph,  whose  soul  had  in't 
Such  anger  now — whose  eyes  of  blue 

(Eyes  of  that  bright,  victorious  tint. 

Which  English  maids  caU  "  TFa/^rfoo*)— 

Like  summer  lightnings,  in  the  dusk 

Of  a  warm  evening,  flashing  broke. 
While — to  the  tune  of  "  Money  Musk,*  > 

Which  struck  up  now — she  proudly  spoke  : — 

1  An  old  English  Country  Dance. 
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"  Heard  yon  that  Btfain — Umt  joyooff  ttnun  ? 

*'  *T WW  Buch  Es  Eogland  lov'd  Co  hear, 
**  Ere  thou,  and  all  thy  frippery  train, 

"  Corrupted  both  her  foot  and  ear — 

**  Ere  Walt2,  tlmt  rake  from  foreign  lands, 
"  Pre«imi'd^  in  fiightof  aJl  beboldera, 

"  To  lay  his  rude,  licentioas  handa 
**  On  Tirtuoas  English  backi  and  ahoulders — 

^^  Ere  times  and  morali  bcitb  grew  bad, 

**  And,  yet  unflcec'd  by  fun  ding  blockheads, 

*^  Happy  John  Bull  not  oraly  had^ 

"  But  dane'd  to,  *  Money  in  both  pockets.' 

"  Alas,  the  change  t— Oh,  L — d— y, 

"  Where  is  the  land  could  'scape  disasters, 

**  With  iuch  a  Foreign  Secretary ^ 

"  Aided  by  Foreign  Dancing  Masters  ? 

**  Woe  to  ye,  men  of  ships  and  shops  I 
*  **  Rulers  of  day-books  and  of  waTcs  I 
**  Qnadrill'd,  on  one-side,  into  fops, 
**  And  driird,  on  f other,  into  staves  1 

**  Ye,  too,  ye  lovely  victims,  seen, 
**  Like  pigeons,  truss'd  for  exhibition, 

"With  elbows,  a  la  rrapaudine^ 

**  And  feet  in  —  Gr^  knows  what  position  \ 

**  Hemm*d  in  by  watchful  chaperons, 
"  Inspectors  of  yonr  airs  and  graces, 

"  \Vho  intercept  all  wbispcr'd  tones, 
"  And  read  your  telegraphic  faces  \ 

**  Unable  with  the  youth  ador'd, 
"  In  that  grim  cordon  of  Mammas, 

"  To  interchange  one  tender  word^ 

**  Though  whispcr'd  but  in  queue  de  chatM, 

"  Ah  did  you  know  how  blest  we  rang*d, 
"  Ere  Tile  Quadrille  usiirp'd  the  fiddle-* 

"  What  looks  in  Mctdntj  were  exchang'd, 
**  What  tender  words  iu  down  the  middli; 

"  How  many  a  coople,  like  the  wind^ 
**  A^Tiich  nothing  io  its  course  controls, 

"  Left  time  and  chaperons  far  behind, 
**  And  gave  a  loo«e  to  legs  and  souU ; 

"  How  niatrtmony  throve  — ere  stopped 
"  Hy  this  cold,  silent,  foot-coquetting ^ — 

"  How  channingly  one's  partner  popp'd 
"  The'  important  qnestion  in  pmumetiing. 


'*  WbOe  now,  aba — no  sly  advances — 
"  No  marriage  hmtB>-^alL  goes  on  badly  — 

"  'Twixt  Parson  Malthus  and  French  Dances, 
"  Wt",  girls,  are  at  a  discount  sadly. 

"  Sir  William  Scott  (now  Baron  Stowell) 
**  Declares  not  half  so  much  is  made 

"  By  Licences — and  he  must  know  well  — 
'*  Since  vile  Qnadrtlling  spoird  the  trade.** 

She  ceas*d^ — tears  fell  from  every  Miss — 
She  now  had  totich'd  the  tnie  pathetic  : — 

One  such  authentic  fact  as  ihis 
Is  worth  whole  volumes  theoretic. 

Instant  the  ery  was  "  Country  dance  !  * 
And  the  maid  saw,  with  brightening  face, 

The  Steward  of  the  night  advance. 
And  lead  her  to  her  birthright  place. 

The  fiddles,  which  awhile  had  ceas'd. 
Now  tun'd  again  their  summons  sweet. 

And,  for  one  happy  night,  at  least. 
Old  England's  triumph  was  complete. 


GAZEL. 


Haste,  Maami,  the  spring  is  nigh  \ 
Already,  in  the'  unopened  flowers 

That  sleep  aronnd  as,  Fancy's  eye 
Can  see  the  blush  of  future  bowers  j 

And  joy  it  brings  to  thee  and  me. 

My  own  beloved  Maami  I 

The  streamlet  frozen  on  its  way, 
To  feed  the  marble  Founts  of  Kings, 

Now,  loosen'd  by  the  vema!  ray, 
Upon  its  path  exulting  springs — 

As  doth  this  bounding  heart  to  thee, 

My  ever  blissful  Maami ! 

Such  bright  hours  were  not  made  to  stay  i 
Enough  if  they  a  while  i-emajn. 

Like  Irem's  bowers,  that  fade  away. 
From  time  to  time,  and  come  again. 

And  life  shall  all  one  Irem  he 

For  tLS,  my  gentle  Maami. 

O  haste,  for  Ihis  impatient  heart. 
Is  like  the  rose  in  Yemen's  vale. 

That  rends  its  inmost  leaves  apart 
With  passion  for  the  nightingale  ; 

So  languishes  this  soul  for  thee. 

My  bright  and  blushing  Maami  i 


I 
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LINES 

ON   THE   DEATH  OF 
JOSEPH  ATKIXSON,  ESQ.  OF  DUBLIN. 

If  ever  life  was  prosperously  cast. 

If  ever  life  was  like  the  lengthened  flow 

Of  some  sweet  music,  sweetness  to  the  last, 
*Twas  his  who,  moum*d  by  many,  sleeps  below. 

The  sunny  temper,  bright  where  all  is  strife, 
The  simple  heart  above  all  worldly  wiles ; 

Light  wit  that  plays  along  the  calm  of  life. 
And  stirs  its  languid  surface  into  smiles  ; 

Pure  charity,  that  comes  not  in  a  shower. 
Sudden  and  loud,  oppressing  what  it  feeds. 

But,  like  the  dew,  with  gradual  silent  power, 
Felt  in  the  bloom  it  leaves  along  the  meads  *, 

The  happy  gratefid  spirit,  that  improves 
And  brightens  every  gift  by  fortune  given  ; 

That,  wander  where  it  will  with  those  it  loves. 
Makes  every  place  a  home,  and  home  a  heaven : 

All  these  were  his.  —  Oh,  thou  who  read*st  this 
stone. 

When  for  thyself^  thy  children,  to  the  sky 
Thou  humbly  praycst,  ask  this  boon  alone. 

That  ye  like  him  may  live,  like  him  may  die  ! 


GENIUS  AND  CRITICISM. 

Scripsit  quidem  Tata,  sed  sequitur. 

Seneca. 

Or  old,  the  Sultan  Genius  reign'd. 
As  Nature  meant,  supreme,  alone  ; 

With  mind  uncheck'd,  and  hands  unchain'd, 
His  views,  his  conquests  were  his  own. 

But  power  like  his,  that  digs  its  grave 
With  its  own  sceptre,  could  not  last ; 

So  Genius'  self  became  the  slave 
Of  laws  that  Geniuri*  self  had  pass'd. 

As  Jove,  who  forg'd  the  chain  of  Fate, 
Was,  ever  after,  doomed  to  wear  it ; 

His  nods,  his  struggles  all  too  late — 
"  Qui  »emeljus8itj  semper  gfaret.** 


To  check  yoimg  Genius'  prood  csreer. 
The  sUves,  who  now  his  throne  mTsded, 

Made  Criticism  his  prime  Yixir, 
And  from  that  hour  his  glories  fiided. 

Tied  down  in  L^islation*B  sdiool. 

Afraid  of  even  his  own  ambition. 
His  very  victories  were  by  rale. 

And  he  was  great  but  by  permission. 

His  most  heroic  deeds — the  same. 
That  dazzled,  when  spontaneons  actions — 

Now,  done  by  law,  seem'd  cold  and  tame. 
And  shorn  of  all  their  first  attractioiis. 

If  he  but  stirr'd  to  take  the  air. 
Instant,  the  Vizir's  Council  sat — 

"  Good  Lord,  your  Highness  can*t  go  there — 
^  Bless  me,  your  Highness  can*t  do  that." 

If,  loving  pomp,  he  chose  to  buy 

Rich  jewels  for  his  diadem, 
**  The  taste  was  bad,  the  price  was  high — 

**  A  flower  were  simpler  than  a  gem." 

To  please  them  if  he  took  to  flowers — 
"  What  trifling,  what  unmeaning  things ! 

**  Fit  for  a  woman's  toilet  hours, 
"  But  not  at  all  the  style  for  Kings." 

If,  fond  of  his  domestic  sphere. 

He  play'd  no  more  the  rambling  comet — 
"  A  dull,  good  sort  of  man,  'twas  clear, 

"  But,  as  for  great  or  brave,  far  from  it" 

Did  he  then  look  o'er  distant  oceans. 

For  realms  more  worthy  to  enthrone  him  ? 

"  Saint  Aristotle,  what  wild  notions ! 
"  Serve  a  *  ne  exeat  regno'  on  him." 

At  length,  their  last  and  worst  to  do, 
They  round  him  plac'd  a  guard  of  watchmen. 

Reviewers,  knaves  in  brown,  or  blue 
Tum'd  up  with  yellow — chiefly  Scotchmen ; 

To  dog  his  footsteps  all  about. 

Like  those  in  Longwood's  prison  grounds, 
Who  at  Napoleon's  heels  rode  out. 

For  fear  the  Conqueror  should  break  bouids. 

Oh  for  some  Champion  of  his  power, 

Some  Uitra  spirit,  to  set  free. 
As  erst  in  Shakspeare's  sovereign  hour, 

The  thunders  of  his  Royalty! — 
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To  viDdicate  his  ancient  line, 
The  first,  the  true,  the  only  one, 

Of  Right  eternal  and  divine. 
That  rules  beneath  the  blessed  snn. 

So  might  I  shun  the  shame  and  pain. 
That  o*er  me  at  this  instant  come, 
When  Beauty,  seeking  Wit  in  vain. 
Knocks  at  the  portal  of  my  brain. 
And  gets,  for  answer,  "  Not  at  home  !" 

November,  1828. 

TO  LADY  J  •  R  •  •  Y, 

ON  BBINO   ASKED  TO  WRITS  tOllBTHINO  IN  BBR  ALBUM. 

Written  at  Middleton. 
Oh  albums,  albums,  how  I  dread. 

Your  everlasting  scrap  and  scrawl  I 
How  often  wish  that  from  the  dead. 
Old  Omar  would  pop  forth  his  head. 

And  make  a  bonfire  of  you  all ! 

So  might  I  *scape  the  spinster  band. 

The  blushless  blues,  who,  day  and  night. 
Like  duns  in  doorways,  take  their  stand. 
To  waylay  bards,  with  book  in  hand, 
Crying  for  ever,  "  Write,  sir,  write  !" 

TO  THE  SAME. 

ON  LOOKING   THROUGH   HER  ALBUM. 

No  wonder  bards,  both  high  and  low. 
From  Byron  down  to  •  •  •  •  •  and  me, 

Should  seek  the  fame,  which  all  bestow 
On  him  whose  task  is  praising  thee. 

Let  but  the  theme  be  J  •  r  •  •  y's  eyes, 
At  once  all  errors  are  forgiven  ; 

As  ev'n  old  Stemhold  still  we  prize, 
Becaose,  though  dull,  he  sings  of  heaven. 

SATIRICATi  AND   HUMOROUS  POEMS. 

The  following  trifles,  having  enjoyed,  in  their 
circulation  through  the  newspapers,  all  the  ce- 
lebrity and  length  of  life  to  which  they  were  en- 
titled, would  have  been  suffered  to  pass  quietly 
into  oblivion  without  pretending  to  any  further 
distinction,  had  they  not  already  been  published, 
in  a  collective  form,  both  in  London  and  Paris, 
and,  in  each  case,  been  mixed  up  with  a  number  of 
other  productions,  to  which,  whatever  may  be  their 
merit,  the  author  of  the  following  pages  has  no 
claim.     A  natural  desire  to  separate  his  own  pro- 
perty, worthless  as  it  is,  from  that  of  others,  is,  he 
begs  to  say,  the  chief  motive  of  the  publication  of 
this  volume. 

SATIRIC  AT.  AND  HUMOROUS 
POEMS. 

TO  SIR  HUDSON  LOWE. 

Utrumne  norei  hoc  tul 

SecuU  morum  regult.                AutONict. 

1816. 

Sir  Hudson  Lowe,  Sir  Hudson  Lowj 
(By  name,  and  ah!  by  nature  so) 

As  thoa  art  fond  of  persecutions, 
Perhaps  thoa^st  read,  or  heard  repeated. 
How  Captain  Gulliver  was  treated. 

When  thrown  among  the  Lilliputians. 
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Thej  tied  him  down — tbeae  little  men  did — 
And  baring  Taliantl  j  ascended 

Upon  the  3iigfatj  Man's  protuberance, 
Tbej  did  so  stmt! — npon  my-  soul. 
It  most  bare  been  extremdj  droU 

To  see  their  pigmy  pride's  eraberance ! 

And  how  the  dougfatr  mamiikins 
Amns'd  themseWes  with  sticking  pins. 

And  needles  in  the  great  man's  breeches : 
And  how  some  very  little  things, 
That  pass'd  for  Lords,  on  scaffoldings 

Got  op,  and  worried  him  with  speeches. 

Alas,  alas  !  that  it  should  happen 

To  mighty  men  to  be  caught  napping ! — 

Though  different,  too,  these  persecutions ; 
For  Gullirer,  there,  took  the  nap. 
While,  here  the  Aap,  oh  sad  mishap. 

Is  taken  by  the  Lilliputians ! 


PrrnigsrinB  in  Teaaon  —  a  onall  diild  or  two  — 
Etcb  Reverend  Mahhiis  himself  ia  m  friend  to; 
i  The  kne  of  some  folks  is  moderate  and  few  — 
But  omrs,  my  dear  eorporate  Bank,  there's  no  end 
to! 

So — hard  though  it  be  on  a  pair,  who*Te  already 
Di^os'd  of  so  many  pounds,  shillings,  and  pence; 

And,  in  spite  of  that  pink  of  prosperity,  Freddy,' 
Solarishof  cashandso  ^taring  of  sense  — 

The  day  is  at  hand,  my  Papyria'*  Venus, 
When — hi^  as  we  onee  nsed  to  carry  our 
capers — 

Those  soft  MZef-dbvx  we're  now  passing  between  us, 
Will  serre  but  to  keep  Mrs.Coutt8  in  cnrl-ps^ieri : 

And  when — if  we  stU  must  continue  our  lore, 
(  After  all  that  has  pass'd) — our  amour,  it  is  clear, 

Like  that  which  Miss  Danae  manag'd  with  Jore, 
Must  all  be  transacted  in  bmOiom,  my  dear ! 


AMATORY  COLLOQUY  BETWEEN  BANK 
ANT)  GOVERNMENT. 

1896. 

Bank. 

Is  all  then  forgotten  ?  those  amorous  pranks 
You  and  I,  in  our  youth,  my  dear  Government, 
play'd ; 

When  youcall'd  me  the  fondest,  the  truest  of  Banks, 
And  eigoy'd  the  endearing  advances  I  made  ! 

When  left  to  ourselves,  unmolested  and  free. 
To  do  all  that  a  dashing  young  couple  should  do, 

A  law  against  paying  was  laid  upon  me, 

But  none  against  owing,  dear  helpmate,  on  you. 

And  is  it  then  vanished  ?  — that  "  hour  (as  Othello 
So  happily  calls  it)  of  Love  and  Direction  9  "  » 

And  must  we,  like  other  fond  doves,  ray  dear  fellow, 
Grow  good  in  our  old  age,  and  cut  the  connexion  ? 

Government. 
Even  so,  my  belov'd  Mrs.  Bank,  it  must  be ; 

This  paying  in  cash  plays  the  devil  with  wooing :  * 
We've  both  had  our  swing,  but  I  plainly  foresee 
There  must  soon  be  a  stop  to  our  biU-'mg  and 
cooing. 


*  Ao  hour 


Of  lore,  of  worldly  matter  and  direction." 

*  It  appean,  howerer.  that  Ovid  was  a  friend  to  the  re< 
sumption  of  pa|rment  in  specie  :  — 


DIALOGUE    BETWEEN    A    SOVEREIGN 
AND  A  ONE  POUND  NOTE. 

**  O  ego  Don  fdix,  qoam  tu  fbgis,  oi  paveC  acre* 
Agna  lopos,  c^>re«qae  leooea."  Hor. 

Said  a  Sov'reign  to  a  Note, 

In  the  pocket  of  my  coat. 
Where  they  met  in  a  neat  purse  of  leather, 

**  How  happens  it,  I  prithee, 

*'  That,  though  I*m  wedded  with  thee, 
**  Fair  Pocmd,  we  can  never  live  together  ? 

**  Like  your  sex,  fond  of  change, 

"  With  silver  you  can  range, 
"  And  of  lots  of  yocmg  sixpences  be  mother  ; 

"  While  with  me — upon  my  word, 

"  Not  my  Lady  and  my  Lord 
«  Of  W— -stm— th  see  so  little  of  each  other  !- 

The  indignant  Note  replied 

(Lying  crumpled  by  his  side), 
"  Shame,  shame,  it  is  yourself  thai  roam.  Sir — 

"  One  cannot  look  askance, 

*'  But,  whip !  you're  off  to  France, 
*'  Leaving  nothing  but  old  rags  at  home,  Sir. 


"  finem,  spea'e  caleite  ivjiwwtf. 


Luctibus  imposuit,  renltque  lalutifer  art»l.** 

Afotl.XT.T.ra. 

*  Honourable  Frederick  R  -b-na— a. 

*  So  called,  to  distinguUhhtr  from  the  **Atti«a**  or  a«MdB 
Venus. 
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"  Toot  tcampering  began 

**  From  the  moment  Panon  Van, 
**  Poor  man«  made  as  one  in  Love's  fetter ; 

«*  •  For  better  or  forjrorse' 

**  Is  the  usual  marriage  curse, 
••  But  ours  is  all  *  worse  *  and  no  •  better.' 

« In  vain  are  laws  pass'd, 

**  There's  nothing  holds  you  fast, 

"  Tho'you  know,  sweet  Sovereign,  I  adore  you— 
**  At  the  smallest  hint  in  life, 
**  You  forsake  your  lawful  wife, 

"  As  oUter  Sovereigns  did  before  you. 

••  I  flirt  with  Silver,  true  — 

**  But  what  can  ladies  do, 
**  When  disown'd  by  their  natural  protectors  ? 

*•  And  as  to  falsehood,  stuff  I 

**  I  shall  soon  he  false  enough, 
**  When  I  get  among  those  wicked  Bank  Di- 
rectors." 

The  Sovereign,  smiling  on  her. 

Now  swore,  upon  his  honour, 
To  be  henceforth  domestic  and  loyal ; 

But,  within  an  hour  or  two. 

Why —  I  sold  him  to  a  Jew, 
And  he's  now  at  No.  10.  Palais  RoyaL 


AN  EXPOSTULATION  TO  LORD  KING. 

**  Qoem  dai  flnem.  Rex  magne,  laborum  ?"       Viroil. 

1826. 

How  can  you,  my  Lord,  thus  delight  to  torment  all 

The  Peers  of  the  realm  about  cheapening  their 

com, » 

When  you  know,  if  one  hasn't  a  very  high  rental, 

'Tis  hardly  worth  while  being  very  high  bom? 

Why  bore  them  so  mdely,  each  night  of  your  life, 
Chi  a  question,  my  Lord,  there's  so  much  to 
abhor  in  ? 
A  question — like  asking  one,   **  How  is  your 
wife?"— 
At  once  so  confounded  domestic  vm^  foreign. 


1  See  tbe  proceedings  of  the  Lords,  Wednesday,  March  1. 
ISK,  when  Lord  King  was  sererelj  reproTed  by  several  of  the 
noble  Peers,  for  making  so  many  speeches  against  the  Com 
Laws. 

s  This  noble  Earl  said,  that  "  when  he  heard  the  peUtlon 
eeme  (h»  ladles*  boot  and  shoemakers,  he  thought  It  must 
be  againat  the  *  corns '  whkh  th^  Inflicted  on  the  (Ur  sex.** 


As  to  weavers,  no  matter  how  poorly  they  feast ; 

But  Peers,  and  such  animals,  fed  up  for  show, 
(Like  the  well-physick'd  elephant,  lately  deceased,) 

Take  a  wonderful  quantum  of  crammiogi  yon 
know. 

You  might  see,  my  dear  Baron,  how  bor'd  and 
distrest 
Were  their  high  noble  hearts  by  your  merciless 
tale. 
When  the  force  of  the  agony  wrung  even  a  jest 
From    the    fhigal    Scotch    wit    of  my    Lord 
L-d-d-leI« 

Bright  peer  I  to  whom  Nature  and  Berwickshire 
gave 
A  humour,  endow'd  with  effects  so  provoking. 
That,  when  the  whole  House  looks  unusually  grave. 
You  may  always  conclude  that  Lord  L-d-d-le's 
joking! 

And  then,  those  unfortunate  weavers  of  Perth — 
Not  to  know  the  vast  difference  Providence 
dooms 
Between  weavers  of  Perth  and  Peers  of  high  birth, 
'Twixt  those  who  have  /^tr-looms,  and  those 
who've  but  looms ! 

**To  talk  now  of  starving!" — as  great  Ath— 1 
said—* 
(And  the  nobles  all  cheer'd,  and  the  bishops  all 
wonder'd,) 
"  When,  some  years  ago,  he  and  others  had  fed 
**  Of  these  same  hungry  devils  about  fifteen 
hundred!" 

It  follows  from  hence — and  the  Duke's  very  words 
Should  be  publish'd  wherever  poor  rogues  of 
this  craft  are  — 

That  weavers,  once  rescued  from  starving  by  Lords, 
Are  bound  to  be  starved  by  said  Lords  ever  after. 

When  Rome  was  uproarious,  her  knowmg  patri- 
cians 
Made  **  Bread  and  the  Circus  "  a  cure  for  each 
row; 
But  not  so  the  plan  of  our  noble  physicians, 
**  No  Bread  and  the  Tread-mill's  "  the  regimen 
now. 


s  The  Duke  of  Athol  said,  that "  at  a  former  period,  when 
these  wearers  were  In  great  distress,  the  landed  interest  of 
Perth  had  supported  1500  of  them.  It  was  a  poor  return  for 
these  rery  men  now  to  petition  against  the  persons  who  had 
fed  them." 
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So  cease,  my  dear  Baron  of  Ockham,  your  prose, 
As  I  shall  my  poetry — neither  convinces  ; 

And  all  we  have  spoken  and  written  but  shows, 
When  you  tread  on  a  nobleman's  com  i,  how  he 
winces. 


THE  SINKING  FUND  CRIED. 

"Now  what,  we  ask,  is  become  of  thU  Sinking  Fund  — 
tlieie  eight  millions  of  surplus  above  expenditure,  which  were 
to  reduce  the  interest  of  the  national  debt  by  the  amount  of 
four  hundred  thousand  pounds  annually  ?  Where,  indeed,  it 
the  Sinking  Fund  iUelf  ?"—  The  Timet. 

Tare  your  bell,  take  your  bell. 

Good  Crier,  and  tell 
To  the  Bulls  and  the  Bears,  till  their  ears  are 
stunn'd. 

That,  lost  or  stolen, 

Or  fall'n  through  a  hole  in 
The  Treasury  floor,  is  the  Sinking  Fund  I 

O  yes  I  O  yes  I 
Can  any  body  guess 
What   the   deuce   has  become  of  this  Treasury 
wonder  ? 
It  has  Pitt's  name  on't. 
All  brass,  in  the  front. 
And  R — b — ns — ^n's,  scrawl'd  with  a  goose-quill, 
under. 

Folks  well  knew  what 

Would  soon  be  its  lot. 
When  Frederick  and  Jenky  set  hob-nobbing,  2 

And  said  to  each  other, 

"  Suppose,  dear  brother, 
**  We  make  this  funny  old  Fund  worth  robbing." 

We  are  come,  alas  ! 

To  a  very  pretty  pass  — 
Eight  Hundred  Millions  of  score,  to  pay. 

With  but  Five  in  the  till. 

To  discharge  the  bill. 
And  even  that  Five,  too,  whipp'd  away  I 

Stop  thief!  stop  thief!— 

From  the  Sub  to  the  Chief, 
These  Gemmen  of  Finance  are  plundering  cattle — 

Call  the  watch — call  Brougham, 

Tell  Joseph  Hume, 
That  best  of  Charleys,  to  spring  his  rattle. 

)  An  improvement,  we  flatter  ourselves,  on  Lord  L.*s  Joke. 
*  In  J  824,  when  the  Sinking  Fund  was  raised  by  the  Impo- 
sition of  new  taxes  to  the  sum  of  five  millions. 


Whoerer  will  bring 

This  aforesaid  thing 
To  the  well-known  house  of  Bobinson  and  Jenkin, 

Shall  be  paM,  with  thanks. 

In  the  notes  of  banks. 
Whose  Funds  have  all  leam*d  **  the  Art  of  Sinking." 

O  yes !  O  yes  ! 
Can  any  body  guess 
What  the  devil  has  become  of  this  Treasury 
wonder  ? 
It  has  Pitt*s  name  on*t. 
All  brass,  in  the  Aront, 
And  R — ^b — ns — ^n's,  scrawl'd  with  a  goose^oill, 
under. 


ODE  TO  THE  GODDESS  CEREa 


BY   SIR  TH — ^M- 


'  Legiferae  Cererl  Phoeboqae.' 


Virgil. 


Dear  Goddess  of  Com,  whom  the  ancients,  we 
know, 
(Among  other  odd  whims  of  those  comical  bo- 
dies,) 
Adom'd  with  somniferous  poppies,  to  show 
Thou  wert  always  a  true  Country-gentIeman*s 
Goddess. 

Behold,  in  his  best  shooting-jacket,  before  thee. 

An  eloquent  'Squire,  who  most  humbly  beseeches. 
Great  Queen  of  Mark-lane  (if  the  thing  doesnt 
bore  thee), 
Thou'lt  read  o'er  the  last  of  his  —  n^rer-last 
speeches. 

Ah  I  Ceres,  thou  know'st  not  the  slander  and  scorn 
Now  heap'd  upon  England's  'Squirearchy,  so 
boasted ; 
Improving  on  Hunt  3,  'tis  no  longer  the  Com, 
'Tis  the  growers  of  Com  that  are  now,  alas! 
roasted. 

In  speeches,  in  books,  in  all  shapes  they  attack  us — 
Reviewers,  economists — fellows,  no  doubt, 

That  you,  my  dear  Ceres,  and  Venus,  and  Bacchus, 
And  Gods  of  high  fashion  know  little  aboat 

'  A  sort  of  "  breakfast-powder,**  compoiad  of  roMt«d  com, 
was  about  this  time  introduced  by  Mr.  Himt,  m  a 
for 
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Tlieri^*s  B — Dth^ — ni,  whoM  English  is  all  hia  own 
making, -*• 
Who  thinks  just  as  little  of  settling  a  nation 
Am  be  would  of  smoking  his  pipe,  or  of  taking 
(What  he,   himself,  call*)    bis   **  post- prandial 
vibrmtion."  i 

There  are  two  Mr.  M III,  too,  whom  thowj  thnt 

love  reading 
Through  all  that*s  unreadahle,  call  very  clever ;  — 

AMdf  wherea5  M 11  Seal  or  makes  war  on  good 

breeding, 
M 11  Junior  makes  war  on  all  hrtfJing  what- 
ever I 

In  short,  my  dear  Goddess,  Old  Enj^IandV  divided 

Between  ultra  blockheads  and  suj^erfine  sages ; — 

With  which  of  tbes4!  classes  we,  laodlord*,  have 

sided 

Thou'H  find  in  my  Speech,  if  ihou'lt  read  a  few 

pages. 

For  therein  IVe  prov*d,  to  my  own  satisfaction, 
And  that  of  all  'Squires  Tve  the  honour   of 
meeting. 
That  *ti8  the  most  senseless  and  foul-moiith'd  de- 
traction 
To  say  that  poor  people  are  food  of  cheap  eating. 

On  the  contrary,  sueh  the  "  cha*te  notions  ^"  of  food 
That  dwell  in  each  pale  nianufactarer's  heart. 

They  would  *corn  any  law,,  be  it  ever  §o  good, 
That  would  make  thee»  dear  Goddess,  less  dear 
than  thou  art  I 

And,  oh  I  for  Monopoly  what  a  blest  day. 

When  the  Land  and  the  Silk  ^  shall,  in  fond 
combination, 
(Like  .SWijy  and  Stthf^  that  pair  in  the  play,^) 
Cry  out,  with  one  voice,  fnr  High  Uents  and 
Starvation  I 

Long  life  to  the  Minister  \  —  no  matter  who. 
Or  bow  dull  he  may  be,  if,  with  dignified  spirit, 
he 
Keeps  the  ports  shut— and  the  people's  mouths^ 
i<x>, — 
We  shall  all  have  a  long  run  of  Freddy's  pros- 
perity* 

'  The  TfncTal)tf»  Jwrfiriy'i  phra«e  for  liLi  afler-dlnncr  walk. 

*  A  phrAM!  In  t>ne  of  i*lr  T— in — •'•  laft  apcwhe*. 

^  Great  efluiti  were,  At  that  time.  tniikiDg  for  the  eyctu«lon 
of  tort^gn  tllk, 

*  RMd  to  ftutfi,'* 

*  This  li  mftuit  not  lo  iiitt«h  for  ■  pna,  m  in  aJltiiion  totlie 
n«luriil  hlftorj-  of  the  UnJcom,  iirbk1»  l»  fuppacfd  to  bf  iom«^ 
tblnK  between  the  Bo*  And  ihtf  Afiiiut,  and,  tu  Ret*'t  Cfclo- 


And,  81  for  myself,  whoVe,  like  Hannthal,  sworn 

To  hate  the  whole  erew  who  wotdd  take  our 

rents  from  us. 

Had  England  but  One  to  stand  by  thee,  Bear  Com, 

Tbat    last,   honest    Uni-Com*  would    be    8ir 

Th^m^fl! 


A  HYMN  OF  WELCOME  AFTER  THE 
RECESS, 

*'  Animsi  da|deotlorta  fieri  qulefoendo.'* 

And  now — cross-buns  and  pancakes  o'er — 
Hail,  Lords  and  Gentlemen,  once  more  t 

Thriee  bail  and  welcome,  Hottses  Twain  I 
The  short  eclipse  of  April- Day 
Having  (God  grant  it !)  passed  away, 

ColleetiTe  Wisdom,  shine  again  I 

Come,  Ayes  and  >foes,  IhrougK  thick  and  thin, — 
With  Faddy  H-^lmes  for  whipper-in, ^ — 

WhateVr  the  job,  prepard  to  back  it; 
Come,  voters  of  Supplies — bestowers 
Of  jackets  npon  trumpet* blowers. 

At  eighty  mortal  pounds  the  jacket  I  * 

Come — free,  at  length,  Arom  Jolot -Stock  cares — 
Ye  Senators  of  many  Shares, 

Whose  dreums  of  premium  knew  no  boundary; 
So  fond  of  aught  like  Company, 
That  yon  would  even  have  taken  tea 

(Had  you  been  ask'd)  with  Mr.  Goandry.' 

Come,  matchless  country-gentlemen ; 
Come,  wise  Sir  Thomas  —  wisest  then. 

When  creeds  and  corn-laws  arc  debated  *, 
Come,  rival  even  the  Harlot  Red, 
And  show  how  wholly  into  bread 

A  ^S([nire  is  transuhnlanttateti* 

Come,  h — defd — e,  and  tell  the  world, 
That — surely  as  thy  scratch  is  curi'd. 

As  never  scratch  was  curVd  before — 
Cheap  eating  does  more  barm  than  good, 
And  working-people,  spoird  by  food, 

The  less  they  eat,  will  work  the  more. 

pxrdU  luiurc*  ut,  hat  a  pArttculor  liking  for  every  thing 
■*  rhaite." 

«  An  Item  of  etpeaie  wblcb  Mr.  Hunie  tra  vain  endeatimred 
to  Bi*t  rtil  of :  —  trumpelen,  U  appears,  ttk.e  the  men  of  AH- 
SnuN,  raiiit  tn?  "  b^ne  vtititi.'* 

'  The  gf^nth'Tnan,  lately  before  the  public,  urbo  1ie|4  bfi 
Jorn/'.Htork  Tea  Company  all  lo  hiiiucir,  finging  "  Tt  mlo 
adaro/' 
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Come,  G — ^Ib — ^rn,  ^ith  thy  glib  defence 
(Which  thou'dst  have  made  for  Peter's  Pence) 

Of  Church-Rates,  worthy  of  a  halter ; 
Two  pipes  of  port  (old  port,  'twas  said 
By  honest  iVetrport  ^  hoaght  and  paid 

By  Papists  for  the  Orange  Altar  I « 

Come,  H — ^rt^ — ^n,  with  thy  plan,  so  merry, 
For  peopling  Canada  from  Kerry — 

Not  so  much  rendering  Ireland  qaiet, 
As  grafting  on  the  dull  Canadians 
'  That  liveliest  of  earth's  contagions. 
The  6ii//-pock  of  Hibernian  riot  I 

Come  all,  in  short,  ye  wondrous  men 
Of  wit  and  wisdom,  come  again  ; 

Though  short  your  absence,  all  deplore  it — 
Oh,  come -and  show,  whatever  men  say, 
That  you  can,  after  April-Day, 

Be  just  as — sapient  as  before  it 


MEMORABILIA  OF  LAST  WEEK. 

UONDAT,   MARCH    13.    1826. 

The   Budget  —  quite  charming  and  witty  —  no 
hearing, 
For  plaudits  and  laughs,  the  good  things  that 
were  in  it ; — 
Great  comfort  to  find,  though  the  Speech  isn't 
cheering. 
That  all  its  gay  auditors  were,  every  minute. 

What,  ttiU  more  prosperity!— mercy  upon  us, 
"This  boyll  be  the  death  of  me" — oft  as, 
already, 

Such  smooth  Budgeteers  have  genteelly  undone  us, 
For  Bum  made  easy  there's  no  one  like  Freddy. 

TUESDAT. 

Much  grave  apprehension  express'd  by  the  Peers, 
Lest  —  calling  to  life  the  old  Peachums  and 
Lockitts— 
The  large  stock  of  gold  we're  to  have  in  three 
years, 
Should    all    find  its  way  into  highwaymen's 
pockets ! ' 


»  sir  John  Newport. 

*  This  charge  of  two  pipes  of  port  for  the  sacramental  wtne 
is  a  precious  specimen  of  the  sort  of  rates  levied  upon  their 
Catholic  fellow-parishioners  by  the  Irish  Protestants. 
**  The  thirst  that  firom  the  soul  doth  rise 
Doth  ask  a  drink  divine." 


WEDNE6DAT.  * 

Little  doing — for  sacred,  oh  Wednesday,  thoa  ait 
To  the  seven-o'-dock  joys  of  full  many  m  table— ^  , 

When  the  Members  all  meet,  to  make  mach  of  that 
part. 
With  which  they  so  rashly  fell  out,  in  the  FaUe. 

It  appeared,  though,  to-night,  that — as  chnroh- 

wardens,  yearly. 
Eat  up  a  small  baby — those  oorinoTBnt  sinners. 
The  Bankrupt-Commissioners,  bolt  very  nearly 
A  moderate-siz'd  bankrupt,  tout  chttud,  for  their 
dinners  I  * 
Nota  bene — a  rumour  to-day,  in  the  City, 
"Mr. R — ^b — ns — n  just  has  resign'd" — -what  a 

pity! 
The  Bulls  and  the  Bears  all  fell  a  sobbing. 
When  they  heard  of  the  fate  of  poor  Cock  BMn ; 
While  thus,  to  the  nursery  tune,  so  pretty, 
A  murmuring  iStocA-dove  breath'd  her  ditty  : — 

Alas,  poor  Robin,  he  crow'd  as  long 

And  as  sweet  as  a  prosperous  Cock  oonld  crow ; 
But  his  note  was  small,  and  the  jpoU-finch's  song 

Was  a  pitch  too  high  for  Robin  to  go. 

Who'll  make  his  shroud  ? 

"  I,"  said  the  Bank, "  though  he  play 'd  me  a  prank, 
"  While  I  have  a  rag,  poor  Rob  shall  be  roU'd 
in't, 

"  With  many  a  pound  I'll  paper  him  round, 
"  Like  a  plump  rouleau  -^without  the  gold  in't" 


ALL  IN  THE  FAMILY  WAY. 

A   NEW   PASTORAL  BALLAD. 
(SUNO  IN  THl  CHARACTIR  OF  BaiTAMinA.) 

"  The  Public  Debt  is  due  from  ourselves  to  ourselves,  and 
resolves  itself  Into  a  Family  Account."  —  Sir  Robert  FetFa 
LeUer. 

Tune  —  My  banks  are  aUfumi$k''d  with  hcet. 

Mt  banks  are  all  fumish'd  with  rags. 
So  thick,  even  Freddy  can't  thin  'em ; 

Fve  torn  up  my  old  money-bags. 
Having  little  or  nought  to  put  in  *em. 

*  "  Another  ot^lection  to  a  metallic  currency  was,  that  it 
produced  a  greater  number  of  highway  robberies.**  —  Debate 
in  the  Lord*. 

4  Mr.  Abercromby's  statement  of  the  enormous  tarem  bills 
of  the  Commistloiiers  of  Bankrupts. 
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My  tradeBineii  are  amashmg  hy  dozeiu, 

But  this  in  all  nothing,  they  say  j 

BALLAD  FOR  THE  CAMBRIDGE 

For  baDkrupts,  since  Adam,  are  cousins, — 

ELECTION. 

So»  it's  all  ID  the  family  way. 

"1  AutborliMt  my  Committer  to  taie  (be  step  which  thfjr 

•• 

"%  W           T^      1i    A                A                                              d       1                  J*' 

did,  of  propojiiDg  a  Tiir  comparlMJii  of  itrcngth,  upon  Lh»  tin- 

My  Debt  not  a  penny  (akes  from  me, 

derttasdlog  thMt  whickcrrr  <^  tkt  twg  thomfd  prvve  to  ke  tk£ 

A»  sages  the  naatter  exptaia  ;  — 

weak  fit,  ihould  gite  way  to  Umi   oth^r,*' —  £ttraet  from 

Bob  owe*  it  to  Tom,  and  then  Tommy 

Mr.  W,  J.  B-ke»t  Letttr  to  Mr.  Q-Ot^^, 

Just  owe»  it  to  Bob  bjck  again* 

B— KE8  is  weak,  and  G~lb — n  too, 

■ 

Since  all  have  thus  taken  to  owtng^ 

No  one  e'er  the  fact  denied  j  — 

There's  nobody  left  ihat  can  pay  ; 

Which  is  **  u^euliext  '*  of  the  two, 

And  this  ia  the  way  to  keep  going, — 

Cambridge  can  alone  decide. 

Ail  quite  in  the  family  way. 

Choose  between  them,  Cambridge,  pra,y, 
Which  is  weakest,  Cambridge,  say. 

My  eeaators  rote  away  millions, 

To  put  in  Prosperity's  budget ; 

G— It— n  of  the  Pope  afraid  is, 

And  though  it  were  billions  or  trillions. 

B^kes,  as  much  afraid  as  he  j 

■ 

The  generous  rogues  wouldn't  grudge  it. 

Never  yet  did  two  old  ladies 

■ 

Tis  all  but  a  family  /<*>/>, 

On  this  point  so  well  agree. 

1 

'Twos  Pitt  began  dancing  the  hay  ; 

Choose  between  them,  Cambridge,  pnty, 

■ 

Hands  round  1 — why  the  deuce  should  we  stop? 

Which  is  weakest,  Cambridgei  say. 

'Tis  all  iQ  the  family  way. 

Each  a  different  mode  pursues, 

1 

Each  the  same  conclusion  reaches  ; 

As  aay  great  man  of  the  State  doe§  i 

B— kes  is  foolish  in  Reviews, 

And  now  the  poor  devils  are  put  on 

G — lb — n^  foolish  in  his  speeches. 

Small  rations  of  lea  and  potatoes. 

Choose  between  them,  Cambridge,  pray, 

But  cheer  up,  John,  Sawney,  and  Paddy, 

Which  is  weakest,  Cambridge,  say. 

The  King  is  your  father,  tliey  say  ; 

Each  a  different  foe  doth  damn. 

'   1 

So,  ev'n  if  you  starve  Tor  your  Daddy, 

When  his  own  affairs  have  gone  ill  j 

■ 

Tis  all  in  the  family  way. 

B^^^kes  he  damncth  Buckingham, 
G^b — Q  damnelh  Dan  O'Connell. 

1 

My  rich  manufacturers  tumble^ 

Choose  between  them,  Canibridge,  pray. 

My  poor  ones  have  nothing  to  chew  j 

Which  is  weakest,  Cambridge,  say. 

And,  even  if  themselves  do  not  grumble,              , 

Their  stomachs  undoubtedly  do. 

Onc^i  we  know,  a  horse's  neigh 

But  coolly  to  fast  en/amilU, 

Fix'd  the*  election  to  a  throne. 

Is  as  good  for  the  soul  as  to  pray  ; 

So,  which  ever  first  shall  Amy, 

* 

And  famine  itself  is  genteeU 

Choose  him,  Cambridge,  for  thy  own. 

When  one  itarrcs  in  a  fiimily  way. 

Choose  him,  choose  him  by  his  bray, 
ThuA  elect  him,  Cambridge,  pray. 

I  have  found  out  a  secret  for  Freddy, 

June,  1B26. 

A  secret  for  next  Budget  day  ^ 
Though,  perhaps,  he  may  know  it  already, 

As  fu,  too,  's  a  sage  in  his  way. 

Wlien  next  for  the  Treasury  scene  he 

MR.  ROGER  DODSWORTH. 

Aonoun<ieB  **  the  Devil  to  pay,* 

1S3W. 

Let  !itm  write  on  the  bills,  "  Noia  beruy 

TO  THE   EDITOB  OP   THE  TIlCBt* 

1 

*'  'Tis  all  in  the  family  way." 

Mr.  Rog-er  Dudtworth  fram  under  an  apcr/oncJlr.  whrrr  ht 

litil  remAiiic^d.  inm/rappt^  It  *«trm>,  for  the  lait  IGG  yean,  I 

luuttsu  to  Impart  t^  you  a  few  rt'flcctiocii  on  the  lubjifct.  — 

Yourf,  Ac,                              Ljiej>AT*a  TBMroaia  Act». 
What  a  lucky  turn  up! — just  as  Eld — ^n*s  with- 

1 

1 

drawing. 

To  find  thus  a  gentleman,  froi*n  la  the  year 

p 
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Sixteen  hondred  and  sixty,  vrho  onlj  wants  thaw- 
ing. 
To  serve  for  our  times  qnite  as  well  as  the 
Peer; — 

To  bring  thus  to  light,  not  the  Wisdom  alone 
Of  onr  Ancestors,  such  as  *tis  found  on  our 
shelves, 

Bat,  in  perfect  condition,  full-wigg'd  andfiill-grown. 
To  shovel  up  one  of  those  wise  bucks  themselves! 

Oh  thaw  Mr.  I>odsworth,and  send  him  safe  home — 
Let  him  learn  nothing  useful  or  new  on  the 
-way ; 
With  his  wisdom  kept  snug  from  the  light  let  him 
come. 
And  our  Tories  will  hail  him  with  **  Hear  I"  and 
"Hurra  I" 

What  a  God-send  to  themi — a  good,  obsolete  man. 
Who  has  never  of  Locke  or  Voltaire  been  a 
reader; — 
Oh  thaw  Mr.  Dodsworth  as  fast  as  you  can. 
And  the  L— nsd — les  and  H— rtf— rds  shall 
choose  him  for  leader. 

Tes,  sleeper  of  ages,  thou  shalt  be  their  chosen ; 

And  deeply  with  thee  will  they  sorrow,  good 
men. 
To  think  that  all  Europe  has,  since  thou  wert  frozen, 

So  altered,  thou  hardly  wilt  know  it  again. 

And  Eld — n  will  weep  o'er  each  sad  innovation 
Such  oceans  of  tears,  thou  wilt  fancy  that  he 

Has  been  also  laid  up  in  a  long  congelation. 
And  is  only  now  thawing,  dear  Roger,  like  thee. 


COPY  OF  AN  INTERCEPTED  DESPATCH. 

FROM  HIS  EXCELLENCY  DON  STREPIT080  DIABOLO, 
ENVOY  EXTRAORDINARY  TO  BIS  SATANIC  MA- 
JESTY. 

St.  Jaincs*!  Street,  July  1.  1826. 
Great  Sir,  having  just  had  the  good  luck  to  catch 

An  official  young  Demon,  preparing  to  go, 
Ready  booted  and  spurr'd,  with  a  black-leg  despatch 
From  the  Hell  here,  at  Cr— ckf— rd*8  to  our 
HeU,  below  — 

I  write  these  few  lines  to  your  Highness  Satanic, 
To  say  that,  first  having  obey'd  your  directions, 

And  done  all  the  mischief  I  could  in  **  the  Panic," 
My  next  special  care  was  to  help  the  Ejections. 


Well  knowing  how  dear  were  those  times  to  thy 
soul, 
When  every  good  Christian  tormented  hia  bro- 
ther, 
And  caus*d,  in  thy  realm,  such  a  saving  of  coal. 
From  all  coming  down,  ready  grill'd  by  each 
other; 

Remembering,  besides,  how  it  pain*d  thee  to  part 
With  the  Old  Penal  OAe—lhatche/'d'iKuvre  of 
Law, 
In  which  (though  to  own  it  too  modest  thou  art) 
We  could  plainly  perceive  the  fine  touch  of  thy 
claw ; 

I  thought,  as  we  ne'er  can  those  good  times  revive, 
(Though  Eld — n,  with  help  from  your  Highness 
would  try,) 

*Twould  still  keep  a  taste  for  Hell's  music  alive, 
Could  we  get  up  a  thund'ring  No-Popery  cry ; — 

That  yell  which,  when  chorus'd  by  laics  and  clerics. 
So  like  is  to  ours,  in  its  spirit  and  tone. 

That  I  often  nigh  laugh  myself  into  hysterics. 
To  think  that  Religion  diould  make  it  her  own. 

So,  having  sent  down  for  the'  original  notes 
Of  the  chorus,  as  sung  by  your  Migesty*8  choir. 

With  a  few  pints  of  lava,  to  gargle  the  throats 
Of  myself  and  some  others,  who  sing  it  **  with 
fire," » 

Thought  I,  "if  the  Marseillois  Hymn  could  com- 
mand 
"  Such  audience,  though  yell'd  by  a  Sans-culotte 
crew, 
"  What  wonders  shall  we  do,  who've  men  in  our 
band, 
"  That  not  only  wear  breeches,  but  petticoats 
too." 

Such  then  were  my  hopes ;  but,  with  sorrow,  your 
Highness, 
Fm  forced  to  confess  — be  the  cause  what  it  will, 
WhetUer  fewness  of  voices,  or  hoarseness,  or  shy- 
ness,— 
Our  Beelzebub  chorus  has  gone  off  but  ilL 

The  truth  is,  no  placeman  now  knows  his  right  key, 
The  Treasury  pitch-pipe  of  late  is  so  various ; 

And  certain  base  voices,  that  look'd  for  a  fee 
At  the  York  music-meeting,  now  think  it  pre- 
carious. 


I  Cm/teMo  — amuitc-bookdirecckm. 


p 

1 

SATIEICATi  AND  HUMOROUS  POEMS.                          499 

■ 

Even  some  of  our  Reverends  mtght  have  been 

Thanks,  reverend  expounder  of  rap (nres  Ehsian,^ 

warmer,  —                                                       i 

Divine  Siinintifobus,  who,  plae'd  within  reach 

Though  one  or  two  capital  roarers  we*ve  had ; 

Of  two  opposite  worlds,  by  a  twist  of  your  viEion, 

Doctor  Wise '   is,  for  inetance,  a  charming  ptr- 

Can  cast,  at  the  same  time,  a  sly  look  at  each  ;  — 

former, 

1 

And  Huntingdon  Mah^rley's  yell  was  not  bod  I 

Thanks,  thanks  for  the  hope  thou  affordest,  that  wc 

May,  ev'n  in  our  own  times,  a  Jubilee  share, 

Altogether,  however,  the  thing  was  not  hearty  j — 

Which  so  long  has  been  promis'd  by  prophets  like 

Even  Eld^n  allows  we  got  on  but  so  so  j 

thee, 

• 

And  when  next  we  attempt  ft  No- Popery  party, 

And  so  often  postpon'd,  we  began  to  despair. 

\Vc  mujst,  please  yonr  Highness,   recruit /rom 

itehw. 

There  was  Whiston*,  who  learnedly  took  Prince 
Engene 

Bat,  hark,  the  young  Black-leg  is  cracking  hi» 

For  the  man  who  must  bring  the  ]^Iillenniiim 

whip  — 

about ; 

Excuse  tne.  Great  Sir  —  there's  no  time  to  be 

There's  Faber,  whose  pious  productions  have  been 

civil  J  — » 

AU  belied,  ere  his  book^a  first  edition  was  out ;  — 

1 

The  oext  opportunity  shan't  be  let  slip, 

■ 

Bat,  till  then. 

There  was  Counsellor  Dobbs,  too,  an  Irish  M.  P., 

■ 

I'm^  m  haste,  your  moct  dutiful 

TiVbo  disconrs'd  on  the  Bubject  with  signal  eV/fi/, 

■ 

Devh* 

And,  each  day  of  bis  life,  sat  expecting  to  see 

JmJg,  I8a&. 

A  Millennium  break  out  in  the  town  of  Ar- 
1              magh  t  ^ 

There  was  also — but  why  should  I  burden  ray  lay 

THE  MILLENNIUM. 

With  your  Broiherses,  SotLthcotes,  and  names 
less  deserving, 

tlTOQESTED     BT     THE     LATE      WOHK      OF     THE 

When  all  past  Millenniums  henceforth  must  give 

REVEREND   HR.  IRV— NO    **  ON    PROPHECT." 

way 

IB2^ 

To  the  last  new  Millennium  of  Orator  Irv — ng. 

A  Millennium  at  hand  1  —  I'm  delighted  to  hear 

Go  00,  mighty  man, — doom  them  all  to  the  shelf^ — 

it— 

And  when  next  thou  with  Prupbecy  troublcst  thy 

As  toatters,  both  pubUc  and  private,  now  go, 

seonce, 

With  nwltitudes  round  ua  all  starving,  or  near  it, 

Oh  forget  not,  I  pray  tliee,  to  prove  that  thyself 

A  gotid  rich  Milleonium  will  come  a  propoa. 

Art  the  Beast  (Chapter  iv.)  that  sees  nine  ways  at 

Only  tbink.  Master  Fred,  what  delight  to  behold. 

once. 

i 

Instead  of  thy  bankrupt  old  City  of  Hags, 
A  bran-new  Jerusalem,  built  all  of  gold, 

■ 

1 

Sound  bullion  throughout,  from  the  roof  to  iho 
flags  — 

THE  THEEE  DOCTOTIS. 

1 

A  City,  where  wine  and  cheap  corn  ^^  simll  abound — 

DoctorlbUJ  LctoDQUX  tribui. 

A  celestial  Cocaigne,  on  whose  buttery  shelves 

IS23. 

We  may  swear  the  best  things  of  this  world  will 

Tboitoii  many  great  Doctors  there  bo. 

be  found. 

Tlurc  are  three  that  all  Doctors  out-top, 

Ai  your  Soinu  seldom  Ml  to  take  care  of  them- 

Doctor Eady,  that  famous  M.  D., 

i 

selves  I 

Doctor  S— tb — y,  and  dear  Doctor  Slop*' 

1 

>  T\\\%  revn-eod  (pnUeman  (UitlnguUb«d  Jilmceir  at  tii« 

wkh  K«Tdatlon.  the  Prlnre  ta  said  tn  baYa  replied,  tbat  '*  he 

RrAding  elfctloQ. 

waa  not  aware  ho  had  ever  bad  the  bonour  of  being  knoviTi 

H 

*  "  A  tntiajiure  of  urbettt  Tor  a  penny,  and  thriw  mowurm  oF 

to  St  Jolm  '♦ 

H 

tMrl<>y  |5c»T  «  p^ony/"  —  R^.  v1. 

>  Mr.  EKoibba  was  a  member  of  the  IH»b  ParHam«nt,  and* 

1 

on  all  otlwr  anl4«ctf  but  the   MiUcnnSum.  a  very  wnfibl*? 

B 

doiCTlljct  \h«  connublAl  Joyi  of  FarAdli««  and  palnti  the 

p«>ricni:  hm  cfaote  ArrnAgh  «■  the  M^ne  of  hit  MlUeootum, 

H 

angch  hnv(>rlni;  nMtad  "web  happy  fair," 

trn  a<-c«Hint  of  the  name  Armageddon,  mentioned  in  Ileir«- 

H 

Ifltlon,** 

1 

wblcrh  be  aiteititit«d  to  eonttect  bii  tictorici  orer  tbe  Turki 

*  The  editor  of  tbe  Momlnif  Herald,  lo  ntclt-iuined. 

1 

It  Jt2 

1 

■ 

^^^^H 

1 
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1 

The  purger  — the  prtjser  — the  hard — 

AH  qoacks  io  a  differifQt  style; 

EPITAPH  ON  A  TUFT-HUNTER. 

1 

Doctor  S — Ui — ^y  write*  hook*  by  the  yard. 

■ 

Doctor  Eady  writes  poffis  by  the  mile  I  ^ 

Lamckt,  lament.  Sir  Isaac  Heard, 

1 

DoolorSlofs  in  no  merit  ootdone 

Put  mourning  round  thy  page,  Debrctt, 

1 

By  hii  scrthhling  or  physicking  brother, 
Can  dose  m  with  staff  like  the  one. 

For  here  lies  one,  who  ne'er  preferred 
A  Yiscoimt  to  a  Jtlarquis  yet. 

Ay,  and  doze  us  with  stuff  like  the  other. 

Beside  him  pkce  the  God  of  Wit, 

Doctor  Eady  good  company  keeps 

Before  him  Beauty's  rosiest  girls, 

■ 

With  **  No  Popery  "  acribes  on  the  walls ; 

Apollo  for  a  siar  he'd  quit, 

Doctor  S — th — ^y  as  gloriousty  sleeps 

And  Love's  own  sister  for  an  Earl's^ 

With  "  No  Popery"  scribes,  on  the  stjills. 

^^■il 

Did  niggard  fate  no  peers  afford^ 

^m 

^^^^Hf  Doctor  Slop,  upon  sabjects  diTine, 

He  took,  of  course,  to  peers'  relations ; 

m 

^^■^ 

Such  hecliamite  elnver  kns  drt»p. 

And,  rather  than  not  sport  a  Lord, 

m 

That,  if  Endy  should  take  the  mad  line, 

Pot  up  with  even  the  last  creations. 

■ 

Hell  be  sure  of  a  patii^ut  in  Slop. 

Even  Irish  names,  could  he  but  tag  *em 

Seven  millions  of  Papists,  no  less, 

With  ^^I^ftl"  and  "  Duke,"  were  sweet  to  call  j 

^ 

Doctor  S_th— y  attacks,  like  a  Turk  ;  « 

And,  at  a  pinch »  Lord  Ballyraggum 

■ 

Doctor  Kadyi  k*ss  bold»  1  confess. 

Was  better  than  no  Lord  at  all. 

■ 

Attacks  but  his  maid-of  all-work.3 

Heaven  grant  him  now  some  noble  nook, 

I 

Doctor  S — th^y,  for  Am  grand  attack, 

For,  rest  his  soul  [  he'd  rather  be 

Both  a  laureate  and  pensioner  is  ; 

Genteelly  damn'd  beside  a  Duke, 

■ 

While  poor  Doctor  Eody,  alack, 

Than  sav'd  in  t'ulgar  company. 

lias  been  had  up  to  Bow -street,  for  his ! 

And  truly,  the  law  does  so  bkmder, 

That,  though  little  blood  has  been  spilt,  he 

May  probably  suffer  as,  nnder 

/f^lWT^ 

The  Chalking  Act,  known  to  be  guilty. 

(                 1 

So  much  for  the  merits  sublime 

ODE  TO  A  HAT,  \^                 / 

(With  whose  catalogue  ne'er  should  T  stop) 

Of  the  three  gr«?aicst  lif^hls  of  our  time, 

'          '"  aUum 
MdidcaX  caput/'                   Jtrvmau. 

Doctor  Eaclv,  and  S— th— y,  and  Slop  i 

1S56. 

Shoold  you  ask  me,  to  which  of  the  three 

Hah^  reverend  Hat  l  —  sublime  *mid  all 

Great  Doc  ton  the  preference  should  full^ 

The  minor  felts  that  round  thee  grovel  ;^ 

As  a  matter  of  course,  I  agree 

Thou,  that  the  Gods  "  a  Delta"  call. 

Doctor  Eady  miuit  go  to  the  watt 

While  meaner  mortals  call  thee  •*  shovel  ** 

But  as  S — th— y  with  laurels  is  crown'd. 

When  on  thy  shape  (like  pyramid, 

And  Sbp  with  a  vri^  and  a  tail  is, 

Cut  horizontally  in  two)> 

Let  Eady's  bright  temples  be  iKjund 

I  mptur'd  gaze,  whjit  dreams,  unhid. 

■ 

With  a  swingeing  "  Corona  Muralia!"* 

Of  stalls  and  mitres  bliss  my  view  I 

1 

>  Mluillng  tti  tUc  tlLiplajr  of  th[i  iSoctoc't  oaitt^,  in  cbslfc, 

or  thii  fentlcmiii  at  one  a(  thi<  Pohce-offlDrf ,  in  coiii«qiiCQet    < 

I 

UI)  %\\  thr  yii-A\U  ruuml  thr)  mpUopolJA. 

or  an  aUegt>d  sfMult  on  hit "  niaict-or'All-Kork.*' 

■ 

'  Tbli  fcraphic  doctor.  In  tbo  prefsre  lo  bU  lut  worK  ( Vin- 

*  A  crown  jranttHl  ai  a  r*irnrd  among  tbe  Romaiia  to  prr- 

dfc^  Ecclf$i>^  AHghrufUf},  It  |ilca««d  to  anathriualtic  not 

•oni  who  pfTroTmed  any  extraordinary  euptaili  upon  ^etUU^ 

only  aJI  Catholic*,  bitt  all  iidTOcate«  of  Calhotki :  -  •*  Thcf 

such  AJ  iCAlin^  them,  twittering  them.  &c,  —  Nodoutiti  wrltlihg 

hivt*  for  thvW  iniintHJkic  allUr*  (ti«  my*}  cTirrjr  fictlaa  Uitt  ii 

upon  Ihem^  to  tbc  extent  Dr.  Eady  doe*,  would  etpudly  C4ta- 

tiMtiiliHl  «|f)imtt  th(}  i«taiU>.  every  drmskfiog»f  ^  every  irrc1i|ri€iu 

hliih  a  t'laim  to  the  honour. 

tad   i^^dllliNii  iounuillvt.  every  o}>rti    antl  pvery  tnikdloiij 

*  So  described,  by  %  Etcrerend  HUtorlan  of  the  Church  :  — 

"*  A  Delta  hnt.  like  the  hnrUontal  tt^-iiun  of  a  pyratnld/*^ 

'  Bn  Ibc  Ills  MQouati  In  the  tiowptwf^riurtheafipearaDCfl 

OaaMT'ft  MiMtory  ^f  Uu  Engliak  Ch*trth, 

■ 

1 

I  ^ 

J 

r 

1 
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That  brim  of  brimft^  bo  sleekly  good — 

Not  flapp'd^  like  dull  Weslejana*,  doTro, 

NEWS  FOB  COUNTRY  COUSIN& 

But  looking  {at  all  chiircli men's  should) 

Devoutly  upward*— towards  the  crown^ 

Dejlr  Cos,  as  I  know  neither  yon  nor  Mi&s  Draper, 

Godi! !  when  I  gwe  opou  that  brim, 

When  Parliament's  up,  ever  take  in  a  paper^ 

So  redolent  of  Church  all  orer, 

But  trust  for  yonr  news  to  ftuch  stray  odds  and  ends 

What  swaniis  of  TUhes,  in  vision  dim,^ 

As  you  chance  to  pick  up  frmn  political  friends— - 

Some  pig  tail 'dv  some  like  cherubim, 

Being  one  of  this  well-inform'd  class,  I  sit  down 

1 

With  ducklings*  wings — aronnd  it  hover  1 

To  transmit  you  the  last  newest  news  that's  in  town. 

Tenths  of  all  dead  and  living  things, 

That  Nature  into  being  bring*. 

As  to  Greece  and  Lord  Cochrane,  things  coyldn't 

From  calvet  and  com  to  chitterlinga- 

look  better  — 
His  Lordship  (who  promises  now  to  fight  faster) 

Say,  holy  Hat,  that  bast»  of  cocks. 

Has  just  takun  Rhode*,  and  despatch'd  off  a  letter 

The  %'ery  cock  mmi  orthodox. 

To  Daniel  O'Counell,  tomake  him  Grand  Master; 

To  whhK  of  all  the  well-fed  tbroog 

Engaging  to  change  the  old  name,  if  he  can. 

Of  Zi«m  S  joy'st  thou  to  belong? 

From  the  Knights  of  St.  John  to  the  Knights  of 

Thoo'rt  not  Sir  Harcoiirt  l-ees's — no— 

St,  Dan;  — 

For  bats  grow  like  the  head^  that  wear  'em  j 

Or,  kf  Dan  should  preffer  (as  a  stitl  better  whim) 

And  hats,  on  heads  like  his»  would  grow 

Bemg  made  the  Colossus,  'tis  all  one  to  him. 

Particularly  harum'scarum. 

Who  knows  but  tliou  may^st  deck  the  pate 

From  Russia  the  last  accounts  are  that  the  Czar — 

Of  that  fam'd  Doctor  Ad — mth — U^^ 

Most  generous  and  kind,  as  all  sovereigns  are, 

(The  revereod  rat,  whom  we  saw  stand 

And  whose  flrst  prbcely  act  (as  you  know,  I  snp- 

On  his  hind-leg»  in  Westmorelsuid,) 

pose) 

Who  chang'd  so  quick  from  tJue  to  tfelitnt\ 

Was  to  give  away  all  bis  late  brother  s  old  clothes  —* 

And  would  from  yt'Oaw  back  to  i/ac, 

Is  now  busy  collecting,  with  brotherly  care. 

And  back  again,  convenient  fellow. 

The  late  Emperor's  nightcaps,  and  thinks  of 

If  'twere  hie  interest  so  to  do. 

bestowing 
One  nightcap  apiece  (if  he  has  them  to  spare) 

Or,  haply,  stnarteat  of  trianglea, 

On  all  the  distinguish'd  old  ladies  now  going. 

Thon  art  the  hat  of  Doctor  Ow— n  j 

(While  I  write,  an  arrival  from  Riga  —  the  "  Bro- 

The bat  that,  to  his  vestry  wrangles, 

thers  ** — 

That  venerahlo  pricM  dolh  go  in,— 

Having  nightcaps  on  hoard  for  Ix>rd  Eld — n  and 

And,  then  and  there,  amid  the  stare 

others.) 

Of  all  St.  Olave's,  takes  the  chair, 

And  quotes,  with  phiz  right  orthodox, 

Last  advtces  fVom  India — Sir  Archy,  'tis  thought. 

The'  example  of  his  reverend  brothers. 

Was  near  catching  a  Tartar  (the  first  ever  caught 

1 

To  prove  that  priests  all  fteece  their  flocks, 

In  N.  Lat  21.)  — and  bis  Highness  Burmese, 

And  he  must  fleece  as  well  as  others. 

Being  very  hard  press'd  to  shell  out  the  rtipeea. 
And  not  having  rhino  sufheieot,  they  say,  meant, 

Blefit  Hat  i  (whoe'er  thy  lord  may  be) 

To  pawn  bis  august  Golden  YmA  ^  for  the  payment. 

Thui  low  I  take  ofl"  mbe  to  thee. 

(How  lucky  for  monorehs,  that  thus,  when  they 

The  homape  of  a  layman's  castor. 

choose, 

To  the  spruce  delta  of  his  pastor. 

Can  establish  a  running  account  with  the  Jews  I) 

Oh  msyst  thou  be,  bs  thou  proceedest, 

The  security  being  what  Hothschild  calls  "  good," 

Still  smarter  cock'd,  still  hrti*b'd  the  brighter. 

A  loan  will  be  shortly,  of  course,  set  tm/oot; 

Till,  bowing  all  the  way,  thou  leadest 

The  partiet  ar«  Rothschild^  A.  Baring  and  Co. 

1 

Thy  sleek  possessor  to  a  mitre  I 

With  three  other  great  pawnbrokers  j  each  takes  a 
toe, 

1 

'  ArchbUbfip  Mif w  sLlhctionaitfij  caJIi  the  Church  E»U- 

blUhmetit  of  iretand  "  Hit  little  ZIon/' 

Foot. 

■ 

1 

^  A  (llitrUi'itlon  wiu  made  of  tlie  Enii>«ror  AteXAtider't 

H 

mlHtnry  wurdt-obc  by  hii  iUCCeMor. 

1 

: 

i 

1 

^^^ 

^^  J 

■ 

1 

■ 
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! 

And  engtiges  (lest  Gold-foot  should  give  us  %-bail, 

Or  those  frogs,  whose  legs  a  barburous  cook 

1 

As  he  did  once  before)  to  pay  down  oh  the  naif. 

Cut  off,  and  left  the  frogs  in  the  brwk. 
To  cry  all  night,  till  life's  hist  dregs. 

^H 

*'  Give  us  our  legs  I — give  us  our  iegs  I** 

H 

YouTB  truly,  dear  Cousin— be«t  lore  to  Miai  Draper. 

Touched  with  the  sad  and  sorrowful  scene, 
I  ask'd  what  all  this  yell  might  mean, 

; 

1 

Mtptembtr,  l«3&. 

When  the  Spirit  replied,  witli  a  grin  of  glee, 
•*  Tig  the  cry  of  the  Suitors  in  Chaocerj  I" 

I  Took'd,  and  I  saw  a  wizard  risiv  i 

^H 

With  a  wig  like  a  cloud  before  men's  eyeSL 

^H 

In  his  aged  hand  he  held  a  wand. 

H 

A  VISION. 

Wherewith  he  beckoned  his  embryo  hand, 
And  they  mov'd  and  mov'd,  as  he  wav'd  it  o'er, 

H 

BV  T&C  AtTTHOR  Of   CtlRtBTABEL. 

But  they  never  got  on  one  inch  the  more. 
And  still  they  kept  limping  to  and  fro, 

^H 

•*  Up  ! "  «aid  the  Spirit,  and,  ere  I  could  pray 

Like  Ariel 8  round  old  Prospero — 

^H 

One  haaty  orison,  whirl'd  me  away 

Saying,  "  D^ar  Master,  let  us  go," 

^H 

To  u  Limbo,  lying — ^1  vrhi  not  where  — 

But  still  old  Prospero  answer'd  "  No.'" 

^H 

Above  or  below,  in  earth  or  air ; 

And  I  heard,  the  while,  that  wiaard  elf 

^1 

For  it  glimmered  o*er  with  a  doubtful  light, 

Muttering,  muttering  spells  to  himself. 

^1 

One  conldn't  «ay  whether  'twM  day  or  night  j 

While  o'er  as  many  old  papers  he  turned. 

^H 

And  'twas  crost  by  many  a  maxy  track, 

As  Hume  e'er  mov'd  for,  or  Omar  bum'd- 

^H 

One  didn't  know  how  to  get  on  or  back ; 

He  talk'd  of  his  virtue — **  though  some,  less  nice, 

^H 

And  I  felt  like  a  needle  that's  going  astray 

(He  own'd  with  a  sigh)  preferred  his  Vicn"*—          , 

^H 

(With  its  ont  eye  oot)  through  a  bundle  of  hay ; 

And  he  said,  "  I  think"—**  I  doubt'*—**  1  hope," 

^H 

When  the  Spirit  he  grinn'd,  and  w!»isper*d  me, 

Call'd  God  to  witness,  and  danin'd  the  Pope ; 

H 

"  TliouVt  now  in  the  Court  of  Chuncery  I" 

With  many  more  sletghta  of  tongue  and  band 
I  couldn't,  for  the  soul  of  me,  understand. 

^B 

Around  me  flitted  nnnnmber'd  swarms 

Amaa'd  and  pos'd,  I  was  just  about 

^1 

Of  !thapeles9,  bodiless,  tailless  forms; 

To  ask  his  name,  when  the  screams  without. 

^H 

(Like  iMJttlcd-iip  babe*,  that  grace  the  room 

^^ 

Of  that  worthy  knight.  Sir  Everard  Home) — 

And  that  conjuror's  mutterings,  made  such  a  din. 

^K^ 

All  of  them,  things  half-kiird  in  rearing; 

That,  startled,  I  woke— -leap'd  up  in  my  bed — 

^^^K 

Some  were  lame  —  some  wanted  hearing; 

Found  the  Spirit,  the  impa,  and  the  conjopor  0ed^ 

^^^P 

Some  had  through  half  a  century  run. 

And  blessed  my  stars,  right  pleas'd  to  see. 

^^^^ 

Though  they  hadn't  a  leg  to  stand  upon. 

That  1  wasn't,  as  yet,  in  Cbaneery. 

^H 

Others,  more  merry,  ns  just  beginning, 

^H 

Around  on  a  point  of  law  were  spinniag; 

^^H 

Or  balanc  d  aloft,  twixt  Bill  and  Anamer^ 

^1 

I^ttd  at  each  end,  like  a  tight-rope  dancer. 

^1 

Some  were  so  crour,  that  nothing  could  please  Vm ; — 

THE  PETITION  OF  THE  ORANGEMEN 

^H 

Some  gnlph'd  down  affidavits  to  ea^e  'em  { — 

OF  IRELAND. 

^H 

All  were  in  motion,  yet  never  a  one, 

^H 

Let  it  move  as  it  might,  could  ever  move  <m. 

iras. 

^1 

**  These,*'  said  the  Spirit,  "  jou  plainly  see. 

To  the  people  of  Eoglandf  the  hnmble  Petition 

H 

**  Are  what  they  call  suit*  in  Chancery  1 " 

Of  Irclund^s  disconsoUte  Orangemen,  showing — 
That  sad,  very  sad,  is  our  present  coudiiioQ  i^ — 

^H 

I  heard  a  loud  scream  ing^  of  old  and  young, 

Our  jobbing  all  gone,  and  oar  noble  Md^ea 

^H 

Like  a  chorus  by  fifty  Vellutis  sung ; 

going  J  — 

^1 

Or  aa  Irish  Dump  (**  the  words  by  Moore*') 

^^^^ 

At  an  amateur  concert  scream'd  in  «cotc  i 

That,  forming  one  seventh,  within  a  few  fVactJcmjt, 

^^^^^ 

So  harsh  on  my  ear  tluit  wailing  fell 

Of  Ireland's  seven  millions  of  hot  head*  and 

^^^f 

Of  the  wretches  who  in  this  Limbo  dwell ! 

hearts. 

^^^^ 

It  secin'd  like  the  dismal  symphony 

1 

Of  the  shapes  ^luneas  in  hell  did  sec; 

1  Th«  Lord  ChoiiceUof  El^l-n. 

1 

I 

- 

1 

1 
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Wc  hold  It  the  basest  of  all  Imse  transactiont 

And  Christiana,  like  S — ^th^ — y,  who  stickled  for  oi. 

Tt* keep  us  from  murdVing  the  other  six  parts  i — 

Cut  tbe  throats  of  all  Chriatians  who  stickled 
for  ow.* 

That,  as  to  Iawb  miide  for  tbe  goo<]  of  the  tnanyt 

We  hnmblf  niggest  thenf  is  DOtbing  less  true  ; 

That,  relying  on  England,  whose  kindness  already 

Afl  all  hutoan  lawi  (and  our  own,  more  thou  anyf) 

So  often  has  helpM  us  to  play  this  game  o*€r. 

Are  made  %  and  for  a  particular  few  ;^- 

We  have  got  ottr  red  coats  and  our  carahines  ready, 
And  wail  hut  the  word  to  show  sport,  as  before. 

That  much  it  delight*  every  trne  OraaRC  brother, 

To  see  you»  in  England,  aneh  ardour  evince. 

That,  as  to  the  expence^ — tbe  few  millions,  or  so. 

In  discns&in|r  tthich  sect  most  tormented  the  other, 

^\liich  for  all  such  diversioos  John  Bull  has  to 

And  hum*d  with  most  tjustOy  some  hundred  years 

pay— 

since  j^- 

^Tii,  al  least,  a  great  comfort  to  John  Ball  to  know, 
That  to  Orangemen's  pockets  *twill  alt  6nd  its 

1 

That  we  love  to  behold,  while  old  England  grows, 

way. 

■ 

faints 

For  which  your  petitioners  ever  will  pray. 

1 

MeMTs.  Son  they  and  Hutler  nigh  coming  to  blows, 

&c.  &c.  &C.  &c.  he. 

To  decide  whether   DunstaD,  that  strong-hodied 

S&int, 
Ever  trnly  and  really  pull'd  the  Devirs  noae ; 

f 

Whether  t'other  Saint,  Dominic,  burnt  tbe  DeTll't 

paw  — 

COTTON  AND  CORN. 

t 

Whether  Edwy  intrigued  with  Elgiva's  old  mo- 

ther— » 

A  D1AlX>Gt7E. 

And  many  snch  poiots,  from  which  Southey  can 

draw 

Said  Cotton  to  Com,  t'other  day. 

As  Ihey  met  and  exclmng'd  a  salute  — 
(Squire  Corn  in  his  carriage  so  gay, 

M 

That  *tjs  very  well  known  this  devout  Irish  nation 

Poor  Cotton,  half  famish 'd,  on  foot)  : 

I 

Ha«  now,  for  some  ages,  gone  happily  on, 

■ 

Beliering  In  two  kinds  of  Suhstantlation, 

**  Great  Squire,  if  it  i«n*t  uncivil 

■ 

One  party  in  Tranx  and  the  otbcr  in  Co« ;« 

"  To  hint  at  starvation  before  you, 
**  Look  down  on  a  poor  hungry  dcviU 

1 

That  we,  your  petitioning  Ctww,  have,  in  right 

*"  And  give  him  some  bread,  I  Implore  you!** 

■ 

Of  the  said  monosyllable,  ravaged  the  laods. 

■ 

And  embezzled  the  gooda,  and  aonoy'd,  day  and 

Quoth  Corn  then,  in  answer  to  Cotton, 

nigbt. 

Perceiving  be  meant  to  makc/rec — 

Both  the  hodie«  and  sonls   of  the  sticklers  for 

**  Low  fellow,  yoti*ve  surely  forgotten 

1 

Tranjf  ;— 

*'  The  distance  between  you  and  me ! 

That  we  trust  lo  Peel,  Eldon,  and  other  such  sagfi«. 

*•  To  expect  that  wc.  Peers  of  high  btrtb. 

For  keeping  us  still  id  the  same  state  of  mind  i 

"  Should  waste  our  illustrious  acres, 

Pretty  much  as  the  world  used  to  be  in  those  ages, 

**  For  no  other  purpose  on  earth 

When    still   smaller   syllahles    maddened   man- 

" Than  to  fatten  curst  calico-makers  J — 

kind}— 

"  That  Dishoiw  to  bobbins  should  bend  — 

When  the  words  ex  Mid  per  ^  icrvMa*  well,  to  annoy 

"  Should  stoop  fr*)m  their  Bench's  sublimityi 

One^s  neighbours  and  friends  with,  aa  CQn  and  irunM 

**  Great  dealers  in  fairfi^  to  befriend 

now  \ 

••  Such  contjemptihle  dealers  in  dimity  ! 

i  Td  «ucti  Impottuit  Jlicuirtonf  u  tb««^  tlt«  grtaler  ptrt  of 

time  tWidUputctHtweon^'ci"'  and  "p«r'*waitolnff  an).he 

Dr.  Sntith<>j't  VindM^t  EcrUtitt  Anglicans  it  di^votad. 

ftMUKd  tb«  Tuflia,  w«  ar«  told.  **  btufklof  «t  ^^^  CtiriaiUuu 

•  Cmiiut^f  tontUlioiJ  ^  «i*s  true  Refrtrnwid  bcUd  t  ■!  l«iit. 

for  bf^lng  divided  bf  two  melt  iBdfnlicaDt  |;MirUci«>»." 

the  belief  «r  I^tb#r,  and,  ai  llo«h*iin  «•««».  ot  Mdaoctboii 

*  Thi*  Ariiuk  coDtroTenr-  —  Befbra  that  Umc,  uiyi  Hookrr. 

1 

1 

alto. 

*•  tn  ordi^r  lo  t*  a  iouod  beliering  ChiittUn.  m«  ww»  Dot 

^  Wh«»  Joho  <*f  R««iiaa  weal  to  CottiUntlnoi-l*  (at  tb» 

curloui  wliat  i)llAtvlc«  or  parUclc*  of  cperch  thef  iiMd/* 

J 
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•*  No — vile  Mano&ctore  1  ne*er  harbour 
•*  A  hope  to  be  fed  at  our  boards ; — 

"  Base  offspring  of  Arkwright  the  barber, 
**  What  claim  canst  thou  have  upon  Lords  ? 

**  No — thanks  to  the  taxes  and  debt, 
**  And  the  triumph  of  paper  o'er  guineas, 

**  Our  race  of  Lord  Jemmys,  as  yet, 

**  May  defy  your  whole  rabble  of  Jennys!** 

So  saying — whip,  crack,  and  away 

Went  Com  in  his  chaise  through  the  throng, 
So  headlong,  I  heard  them  all  say, 

**  Squire  Com  would  be  dowuj  before  long." 


THE  CANONIZATION  OF  SAINT 
B— TT—RW— RTH. 

«  A  Christian  of  the  best  edition."  Rabblais. 

Canonize  him  1  — yea,  Tcrily,  well  canonize  him ; 

Though  Cant  is  his  hobby,  and  Bieddling  his 

bliss, 

Though  sages  may  pity,  and  wits  may  despise  him, 

He'll  ne'er  make  a  bit  the  worse  Saint  for  all 

this. 

Descend,  all  ye  Spirits,  that  erer  yet  spread 
The  dominion  of  Humbug  o'er  land  and  o'er  sea, 

Descend  on  our  B — tt— rw — rth's  biblical  head, 
Thrice-Great,  Bibliopolist,  Saint,  and  M.  P. 

Come,  shade  of  Joanna,  come  down  from  thy 
sphere, 
And  bring  little  Shiloh— if  *tisnt  too  far — 
Such  a  sight  will  to  B — tt — rw — rth*s  bosom  be 
dear, 
His  conceptions  and  thine  being  much  on  a  par. 

Nor  blush.  Saint  Joanna,  once  more  to  behold 
A  world  thou  hast  honour'd  by  cheating  so 
many; 
Thoult  find  still  among  us  one  Personage  old. 
Who  also  by  tricks  and  the  Seals  ^  makes  a 
penny. 

1  A  great  part  of  the  income  of  Joanna  Southcott  arose 
from  the  Seals  of  the  Lord*i  protection  which  she  sold  to  her 
followers. 

s  Mra.  Anne  Lee,  the  "  chosen  Tessel "  of  the  Shakers,  and 
r  of  all  the  children  of  regeneration." 


Thou,  too,  of  the  Shakers,  divine  Mother  Lee  !^ 

Thy  smiles  to  beatified  B — tt — rw — ^rth  deign  ; 
Two  **  lights  of  the  Geo  tiles"  are  thou,  Anne,  and 
he. 
One  hallowing  Fleet  Street,  and  father  Toad 
Lane!  3 

The  Heathen,  we  know,  made  their  Gods  out  of 
wood. 
And  Saints  may  be  fram'd  of  as  handy  ma- 
terials;— 
Old  women  and  B — ^tt — rw — ^rths  make  just  as  good 
As  any  the  Pope  ever  booh*d  as  Ethereala. 

Stand  forth,   Man  of  Bibles  I — not    Mahomet's 
pigeon. 
When,  perch'd  on  the  Koran,  he  dropp'd  there, 
they  say. 
Strong  marks  of  his  faith,  ever  shed  o'er  religion 
Such  glory  as  B — ^tt — ^rw — ^rth  sheds  every  day. 

Great  Galen  of  souls,  with  what  vigour  he  crams 
Down  Erin's  idolatrous  throats,  till  they  crack 
again. 
Bolus  on  bolus,  good  man  I — and  then  damns 
Both  their  stomachs  and  souls,  if  they  dare  cast 
them  back  again. 

How  well  might  his  shop — as  a  type  representing 
The  creed  of  himself  and  his  sanctified  clan. 

On  its  counter  exhibit  **  the  Art.  of  Tormenting,** 
Bound  neatly,  and  letter'd  **  Whole  Duty  of 
Man  I" 

Canonize  him  !  —  by  Judas,  we  will  canonize  him ; 

For  Cant  is  his  hobby,  and  twaddling  his  bliss  ; 
And,  though  wise  men  may  pity  and  wits  may 
despise  him. 

He'll  make  but  the  better  shop-ssdni  for  all  this. 

Call  quickly  together  the  whole  tribe  of  Canters, 
Convoke  all  the  serious  Tag-rag  of  the  nation  ; 

Bring  Shakers  and   Snufflers  and  Jumpers  and 
Ranters, 
To  witness  their  B — ^tt — rw — rth's  Canonization ! 

Yea,  humbly  I've  ventur'd  his  merits  to  paint. 
Yea,  feebly  have  tried  all  his  gifts  to  portray. 

And  they  form  a  sum-total  for  making  a  Saint, 
That  the  Devil's  own  Advocate  could  not  gain- 
say. 


3  Toad  Lane,  In  Manchester,  where  Mother  Lee  was  bora. 
In  her  "  Address  to  Young  BelieTers,"  she  says,  that  "  it  Is  a 
matter  of  no  Importance  with  them  from  whence  the  means 
of  their  delirerance  come,  whether  trom  a  stable  in  Beth- 
lehem, or  firom  Toad  Lane,  Manchester." 


{ 
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Jump  high,  all  ye  Jampen,  ye  IUbt«r«  all  roar, 

Others,  as  if  lent  a  ray 

While   B — tl — rw — rth*s  spirit,  upraU'd   from 

From  the  streaming  Milky  Way, 

-   ■ 

your  eyes. 

Gliat^niug  o'er  with  curds  and  whey 

■ 

Like  a  kite  made  of  fmilficap,  in  glory  shall  MMir, 

FrofQ  the  cows  of  Aldeniey, 

■ 

With  a  long  tail  of  rubbUh  bebiud,  to  the  ikies  I 

Now's  the  moment — ^who  shall  first 
Catch  the  bubbles,  ere  tliey  burst  ? 
Run,  ye  Squires,  ye  Viscounts,  run, 

V 

Br— gd— a,  T— jTih^m,  P_lm^t— nj  — 

1 

AN  INCANTATION. 

John  W — Iks  junior  runs  besidL*  yc  I 

Take  the  good  the  knaves  provide  ycM 

itrXO  BY  THE  IllTBBLE  aPIRIT, 

See,  with  upturn 'd  eyes  and  bands, 

Where  the  Sharemnn  *,  Br — gd     n,  stanfJs, 

■ 

Air. -^  Come  vttM  me,  and  ^^  viligp 

Gaping  for  the  troth  to  fall 

Where  the  ro€k»  qf  c&rai  groip. 

Down  his  gullet  ^/^  and  all. 

Seel 

Come  with  me,  and  we  will  blow 

But,  hark,  my  time  La  out  — 

Lota  of  babbles,  as  we  go  ; 
Babbles,  bright  oa  ever  Hope 

Now,  like  some  great  water- spout. 
Scattered  by  the  cannon's  thunder, 

Brew  from  fancy — or  from  soap  j 

Burst,  ye  bubbles,  all  asiiader! 

■ 

Bright  m  ti'er  thi*  South  Sea  seat 

■ 

From  ita  frothy  el^eat ! 

IHere  ike  ttatfe  darknu  —  a  discordant  crtuk  i$  heard  from 

I 

Come  wiih  me,  and  we  will  blow 

ike  orthiUra  —  the  broken  bubtiei  4e$€en4  in  a  toponaceout 

■ 

Lots  of  bubbles,  as  we  go. 

hut  mnekanlif  mitt  orer  the  Aeattt  qf  the  Dramatis  fersvmr. 

■ 

Mix  the  lather,  Johnny  W— Iks, 

and  the  scene  drt/pt^  leaping  the  ^HU-huntfrt ati  in  the 

■ 

Thou,  who  rhyra'rt  io  well  to  hilka  1 1 

Mix  the  lather  —  who  cao  be 
Fitter  for  such  task  than  thee, 

Great  At  R  for  Swhhwy  t 

Now  the  frotliy  charm  is  ripe. 

A  DREAM  OF  TURTLE. 

Faffing  Peter «,  bring  thy  pipe, — 

ThoUf  whom  ancient  Coventry 

BY    Sm    W,  CtJRTlS. 

Once  10  dearly  lov'd,  that  she 

isKi 

Knew  not  which  to  her  was  sweeter, 

*TwA8  evening  time,  in  the  iwilij^ht  sweet 

Peeping  Tom  or  Puffing  Peter  ;  — 

I  soil'd  along,  when — whom  should  I  meet 

PuS*  the  bubbles  high  in  &ir, 

But  a  Turtle  journeying  o'er  the  sta, 

VuSE  thy  best  to  keep  them  there. 

**  On  the  service  of  his  Miyesty,'** 

Bravo,  bravo,  Peter  M — n* ! 

When  spying  him  first  through  twiitght  dim, 

Now  the  rainbow  htiaibug*'  soar. 

I  didn't  know  what  to  make  of  him  ; 

GlittViog  atl  with  golden  bueB, 

Bot  said  to  m)  self,  as  slow  he  piled 

Such  US  haunt  the  dreams  of  Jews  ;  — 

His  fins,  and  roli'd  from  side  to  side 

Some,  reflecting  mines  that  lie 

CoQceitedly  oer  the  watery  path  — 

Under  Chili's  glowing  sky. 

"  'Tis  my  Lord  of  St — w — 11  taking  a  bath, 

Some,  those  virgin  pearls  that  sleep 

**  And  I  hear  him  now,  among  the  fishes, 

Cloisler'd  in  the  southern  deep ; 

'*  Quoting  \^atel  and  Burgersdiciua  1 " 

1 

«           "  Lovelf  ThalM  itt»  betide  thpe : 

1 

in  lh«  rtijiBM  to  tuunei.    Murrell  thought  lo.  when  li«  wrote 

Take  lb«  good  the  Godt  provMe  (be*/* 

"  Sir  Edward  Huttoo. 

•  So  called  bjr  «  tort  of  Tuscan  dulctficiiUoci  of  the  eh^  In 

^1 

TIM  Iboyih  Knight  wIm>  rhfmM  to  multoa/* 

the  nord  "  ChalnoMi." 

^^ 

>  Tli«  m«inber,  during  a  long  period,  for  Corcntry. 

*  We  are  told  that  the  paiiport  of  ihit  graud  dlptumallc 

^^ 

'  An  humble  tmitatloa  of  owp  nf  our  modern  fovU,  who. 

Turtle  (leiil  Ijy  the  Secretary  for  Forekgn  Afftitw  lo  a  certada 

^1 

in  a  poem  againtt  Wv,  ftA«r  drier  1  bin g  the  iptrndld  hmtrllJ- 

dq^Ia  enrof )  deMribed  htm  ai  "  on  tiU  mi^^ty't  tcrvtca.** 

H 

flapltnjt  jiuprrmi 

^H 

bow  rafflaa  1  ** 

Grata  te«tudu  Jovli. 

J 

1 

1 

i 
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But,  DO — 'twas,  indeed,  a  Turtle,  wide 
And  plump  as  ever  these  eyes  descried ; 
A  Turtle,  juicy  as  ever  yet 
Glued  up  the  lips  of  a  Baronet  I 
And  much  did  it  grieve  my  soul  to  see 
That  an  animal  of  such  dignity. 
Like  an  absentee  abroad  should  roam. 
When  he  ought  to  stay  and  be  ate  at  home. 

But  now  **  a  change  came  o*er  my  dream," 

Like  the  magic  lantern's  I'hifting  slider  ;- 
I  look'd,  and  saw,  by  the  evening  beam. 

On  the  back  of  that  Turtle  sat  a  rider  — 
A  goodly  man,  with  an  eye  so  merry, 
I  knew  'twas  our  Foreign  Secretary,  * 
Who  there,  at  his  ease,  did  sit  and  smile. 
Like  Waterton  on  his  crocodile ; « 
Cracking  such  jokes,  at  every  motion. 

As  made  the  Turtle  squeak  with  glee. 
And  own  they  gave  him  a  lively  notion 

Of  what  h is  ybrc'cf -meat  balls  would  be. 

So,  on  the  Sec  in  his  glory  went, 

Over  that  briny  element, 

Waving  his  hand,  as  he  took  farewell, 

With  graceful  air,  and  bidding  me  tell 

Inquiring  friends  that  the  Turtle  and  he 

Were  gone  on  a  foreign  embassy  — 

To  soften  the  heart  of  a  Diplomate, 

Who  is  known  to  doat  upon  verdant  fat. 

And  to  let  admiring  Europe  see. 

That  calipctsh  and  calipee 

Are  the  English  forms  of  Diplomacy. 


THE  DONKY  AND  HIS  PANNIERS. 

A   PABLE. 


*  fef siu  jam  tudat  asellus, 


"  Parce  illi ;  Testrum  dolictura  est  asinus." 

Virgil.  Copa. 

A  DoNKY,  whose  talent  for  burdens  was  wondrous. 

So  much  that  you'd  swear  he  rejoic'd  in  a  load. 
One  day  had  to  jog  under  panniers  so  pond'rous, 

That — down  the  poor  Donky  fell  smack  on  the 
road  I 

His  owners  and  drivers  stood  round  in  amaze — 
What  I  Neddy,  the  patient,  the  prosperous  Neddy, 

I  Mr.  Canning. 

*  WatnUringM  in  South  America.  "  It  was  the  dnt  and 
laat  time  (sayt  Mr.  Waterton)  1  was  ercr  on  a  crocodile's 
back." 

*  Alluding  to  an  carlj  poem  of  Mr.  Coleridge's,  addressed 
to  an  Ass,  and  beginning,  I  hail  thee,  brother  ! " 


So  easy  to  drive,  through  the  dirtiest  -ways. 
For  every  description  of  job-work  so  ready ! 

One  driver  (whom  Ned  might  have^  '♦  hail'd  "  as  a 
"brother"') 

Had  just  been  proclaiming  his  Donky's  renown 
For  vigour,  for  spirit,  for  one  thing  or  other  — 

When,  lo,  'mid  his  praises,  the  Donky  came  down  I 

But,  how  to  upraise  him? — one  shouts,    t'otker 
whistles. 
While  Jenky,  the  Conjurer,  wisest  of  all, 
Declar'd  that  an  "over-production  of  thistles — * 
(Here  Ned  gave  a  stare) — "was  the  cause  of 
his  fall." 

Another  wise  Solomon  cries,  as  he  passes  — 
"  There,  let  him  alone,  and  the  fit  will  soon  cease; 

"  The  beast  has  been  fighting  with  other  jack-asses, 
"  And  this  is  his  mode  of  *  transitum  to  peace.*  "* 

Some  look'd  at  his  hoofs,  and,  with  learned  gri- 
maces, 
Pronounc'd  that  too  long  without  shoes  he  had 
gone  — 
"Let  the  blacksmith  provide  him  a  sound  metal 
basis 
(The  wise-acres  said),  "  and  he's  sure  to  jog  on." 

Meanwhile,  the  poor  Neddy,  in  torture  and  fear. 
Lay  under  his  panniers,  scarce  able  to  groan ; 

And  — what  was  still  dolefuller — lending  an  ear 
To  advisers,  whose  ears  were  a  match  for  his  own. 

At  length,  a  plain  rustic,  whose  wit  went  so  far 
As  to  see  others*  folly,  roar'd  out,  as  he  pass'd — 

"  Quick  —  oflF  with  the  panniers,  all  dolts  as  ye  arc, 
"  Or,  your  prosperous  Neddy  will  soon  kick  his 
last !" 

October,  182G. 


ODE  TO  THE  SUBLIME  PORTE. 

19%. 

Great  Sultan,  how  wise  are  thy  state  compositions ! 

And  oh,  above  all,  I  admire  that  Decree, 
In  which  thou  command'st,  that  all  she  politicians 

Shall  forthwith  be  strangled  and  cast  in  the  sea. 

<  a  certain  country  gentleman  having  said  in  the  llousr, 
"  that  we  must  return  at  last  to  the  food  of  our  ancestor*,** 
somebody  asked  Mr.  T.  "  what  food  the  gentleman  meant  V  ** 
— "  Thistles,  I  suppose,"  answered  Mr.T. 
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A  maid,  who  her  fkith  in  old  Jeremy  puU  ; 
Who  talkfi*  with  ttlisp»  of"  the  la»t  new  WeAtwriwter,** 
And  hopes  youVe  delighted  with  "Mdl  upon 
Glut*"/' 

Who  tells  you  how  clever  one  Mr.  Fun-hlank  is, 
Ilowcharoiinghij;  Artick^fi  "gainst  the  Nobility  j — 

And  assures  jou  that  even  a  gi^ntlenmn's  rank  us, 
In  Jeremy's  school,  of  no  sort  of  utitiii/. 

To  see  her,  ye  Gods,  a  new  Nnmbcr  penmng  — 
Art*  L  "  On  the  Neatle'ii  variutiotis,"  by  PI — e; ' 

AsT.3. — By  her  favVite  Fun-blank* — soamtisiiigl 
»  Dear  man  1  he  makes  Poetry  qnite  a  Law  case." 

Art.  3*  —  "  Upon  Fallacies,"  Jeremy's  own  — 
(Chief  Fallacy  being,  his  hope  to  find  readers) ;  — 

Art.  4.^-"  Upon  Honesty,**  author  unknown;^-- 

Art.  5.  —  (by  the  young  Mr.  M )  "Hints 

to  Breeders." 

Oh,  StiUan,  oh,  Sultan,  though  oft  for  the  bug 
And  the  bowstring,  like  thee,  lam  tempted  to  call-^ 

Though  drowning**  too  good  for  each  blue-stocking 
hag, 
I  wotdd  bag  this  «^  Benthamite  first  of  them  all ! 

Aod,  lest  she  should  ever  again  lift  her  head 
From  the  watery  bottom,  her  clack  to  renew  — 

As  a  clog,  as  a  sinker,  far  better  than  lead, 
I  would  hang  round  her  neck  her  own  darting 
Review. 


CORN  AND  CATHOLICS. 


0trutit  bonttn 
Dlrluj.  h&rttut  f 


Inctrti  Amct&rit. 


What  I  MiiU  those  two  infernal  questions. 
That  with  our  meals,  our  slumbers  mix  — 

That  spoil  our  tempers  and  digestions  -^ 
Eternal  Corn  and  Catholics  t 

C5od8 1  wer«  there  CTcr  two  inch  bort'S  ? 

Nothing  else  talk'd  of  oight  or  mom  — 
Nothing  in  doors,  or  out  of  doors, 

But  endless  Catholics  and  Com  I 

'  A  celflbraLed  |K)UHcal  tailor. 

'  Tbij,  pAtii»'ta,R1ng:  ^f^i^t^lrrtian  hAM  li««ii  at  the  troub^te  of 
FtHititing,  wHh  the  a^iUtancr  of  Cocker,  ihe  nmnbrr  ormctar 
pttioT*  In  &foore'«  "  Life  of  ShrrlJan,"  and  hai  Riutid  them  to 
amount,  at  nearly  m  po«»IUle,  lo  21^  _  and  iome/riK^Mmt. 


Never  was  such  a  brace  of  pests  — 

While  Ministers,  etill  worse  than  either, 

Skiird  but  in  feattiermg  their  nestji, 
Plague  us  with  both,  and  settle  neither. 

6o  addled  In  my  cranium  meet 
Popery  and  Com,  that  oft  I  doubt. 

Whether,  this  year,  'twas  brtnded  Wheat, 
Or  bonded  Papists,  they  let  out* 

//ere,  landlords,  hcre^  poleniies  noil  you, 
Arm'd  mith  all  rubbish  they  can  rake  upj 

Prices  and  TVjts  at  once  assail  you  — 
From  Daniel  cltese,  and  iftote  from  Jacok^ 

And  when  yon  sleep^  with  head  still  torn 
Between  the  two,  their  shapes  you  mix, 

Till  sometimes  Catholics  seem  Corn  — 
Then  Com  again  seems  Catliolic«. 


Nowp  Dautztc  wheat  before  you  floats  — 

Now,  Jesuits  from  California  — 
Now  Ceres,  link'd  with  Titus  OnlHf 

Comes  dancing  through  the  "  Porta  Coritea," 

Ofl,  too,  the  Com  grows  aDimole, 
And  a  whole  crop  of  heads  appear^ 

Like  Papists,  hemtlintji  Church  and  State  — 
Themselves,  together  iy  the  ears  1 


In  short,  these  tonneott  never  < 

And  oft  I  wish  myself  transferred  off 

To  tome  far,  lonely  land  of  peace. 

Where  Com  or  Papists  ne'er  were  heard  of. 

Yes;,  waft  me,  Parry,  to  the  Pole  ; 

For  —  if  my  fate  is  to  be  chosen 
"Twixt  bores  and  icebergs — on  my  soul, 

Fd  rather,  of  the  two»  be  froxen  ! 


A  CASE  OF  LIBEL. 

"^  Tb«  freat^r  the  truth.  t]i«  won«  tli«  IU»1/* 

A  CERTAIN  Sprite,  who  dwells  below, 
('Twere  a  libel,  perhaps,  to  mention  where,) 

Came  up  mcoj?.,  some  years  ago. 

To  try,  for  a  change,  the  Loudon  air, 

'  Atiihor  pf  the  lato  Report  on  Fordun  Corn. 
4  *Vhts  Horn  Gatp^  throtigh  which  the  anclfititi  tutvpoied 
•II  true  dreamt  (iu«!i  ai  tho«e  of  the  Poplih  Plot,  ftc.)  to 
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So  wl41  he  lookM,  and  dres^'di  and  talk'd. 
And  liid  his  rail  and  borns  bo  hundy, 

Yoiid  hanily  have  known  him  as  he  walk'd^ 
From  C  -      e,  or  any  other  Dandy. 

(His  lioros,  it  aeeiros,  are  made  t*unscrew ; 

Sf^  he  has  but  to  take  them  out  of  the  socket, 
And— just  as  some  fine  huabands  do  — 

Conveoiently  clap  them  into  his  pocket.) 

In  short,  be  look*d  extrem^dy  natty, 

And  even  contrived — to  his  own  great  wonder- 
By  dtnl  of  sundry  scents  from  Gattie, 

To  keep  the  sulphurous  ht></o  under. 

And  so  ray  gentlenj-an  hoord  about, 

Unknown  to  ali  hut  a  ehoiten  few 
At  White's  and  Croek ford's,  wherc^  no  doubt ^ 

He  had  many  post-obits  Mling  dae* 

Alike  a  gamester  and  a  wit. 

At  night  he  was  seen  with  Crock  ford's  crew, 
At  morn  with  learned  dames  would  sit  — 

S<j  pass'd  his  time  'twixt  hltick  nod  Mue. 

Some  wijih*d  to  make  him  an  M,  P., 
lint,  finding  W — Iks  was  also  oue»  he 

Swore  in  a  rage,  *'  hc*d  be  d — d,  if  he 

**  Would  ever  sit  in  one  bouse  with  Johnny," 

At  length,  as  secrets  travel  fsuit. 

And  devils,  whether  he  or  she, 
Are  sure  to  be  found  out  at  last^ 

The  affair  got  wind  most  rapidly. 

The  Press,  the  impartial  Press,  that  snobs 
Alike  a  fiend's  or  an  angefs  capers  — 

Miss  Paton's  soon  as  Beelzebub's — 
Fir'd  off  a  squib  in  the  morning  papers : 

**  We  warn  good  men  to  keep  aloof 
**  From  a  grira  old  Dan  fly,  seen  about, 

"  With  a  fire-pronf  wig,  and  a  eloven  hoof 
"  Tbrougli  a  neat-cut  Hohy  eraoking  out 

Now, — the  Devil  being  a  gentleman, 

Who  piques  himself  on  well-brvd  dealing*,^ 

Yon  may  guess,  when  o*er  these  lines  he  ran. 
How  much  they  hurt  and  shock'd  his  feelings. 

Away  he  posts  to  a  Man  of  Law, 

And  'twould  make  you  laugh  could  yoti  have 
seen  'ein. 
As  paw  shook  hand,  and  hand  shook  paw, 

And  'twas  **  bail,  good  fellow,  well  met,"  be- 
tween 'etn. 


Straight  an  indictment  was  prefeiT*d — 
And  much  the  Devil  enjoy M  the  jest. 

When,  asking  about  the  Bench,  be  heard 
That,  of  ail  the  Judge«,  his  own  was  Best ' 

In  vain  Defendant  proffer'd  proof 

That  Plaintiff's  self  was  the  Father  of  Evil- 
Brought  Ho  by  forth,  to  swear  to  the  hoof. 

And  Stoltz  to  speak  to  the  tail  of  the  Devil. 

The  Jury  (saints,  all  snng  and  rich, 

And  readers  of  virtuous  Sunday  papers) 

Found  for  the  plaintiff — on  hearing  which 
The  Devil  gave  one  of  his  loftiest  capers. 

For  oh.  'twas  nuts  to  the  Father  of  Lies 
(As  this  wily  fiend  is  nam*d  in  the  Btble) 

To  find  it  settled  by  laws  so  wise, 

Tkat  the  greater  the  truth,  the  worse  the  libel! 


LITERARY  AD\T:RTISEMENT. 

Wakted — Authors  of  ali- work,  to  job  for  the 
season, 

No  matter  which  party,  so  faithful  to  neither  ; 
Good  hacks,  who,  if  pos'd  for  a  rhyme  or  a  reason. 

Can  manage,  like  *•*••♦,  to  do  without  either. 

If  in  gaol,  all  tlie  better  for  out*o'-doc*r  topics  j 
Your  gaol  is  for  Travellers  a  charming  retreat ; 

They  can  take  a  day's  rule  for  a  trip  to  the  Trt>pics, 
And  sail  round  the  world,  at  tiieir  ease,  in  the 
Fleet, 

For  a  Dramatist,  too,  the  moat  useful  of  sehoohi  — 
He  can  study  high  life  in  the  Ktng*s  Bench 
community; 

Aristotle  could  scarce  keep  him  more  mthin  nttet. 
And  ofphce  he,  at  least,  must  adhere  to  the  unity. 

Any  lady  or  gentleman,  come  to  an  age 
To  have  good  **  Remintscencefl  "  (three-score  or 
higher), 
Wiil  meet  with  encoaragement — so  much,  ptr 
page, 
And  the  spelling  and  grammar  both  found  by 
the  buyer. 

No  matter  with  what  their  remembrance  is  stock 'd* 
Sotheyll  only  remember  the  ijuantam  deiirMi^ 

Enougli  to  fill  handsomely  Two  Volumes,  or*.. 
Price  tweu»y-four  shillings,  is  all  that's  required. 

>   A  c<<lebrEicd  Judg^,  lo  n&mott. 


I 
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They  may  treat  ust  Uke  Kelly ^  with  old /ca -if  <ujjn£», 
Like  Dibdin,  may  tell  of  each  farcical  frolic  ; 

Or  kloclly  inform  us,  like  Mariame  GenliSj' 

That  giogerbreikd-c&kea  ulwayi  gi^e  them  the 
colic. 

Wanted,  also,  a  new  stock  of  Pamphlets  on  Cora, 
By  "  Farmers  "  and  "  Laudholders  " — (worthies 
whose  landg 
Enclos'd  all  in  bow-potfl»  their  attics  adom, 
Or^  whose  share  of  the  soil  may  be  seen  on  their 
hands)* 

No- Popery  Sermons,  in  ever  so  dull  a  vein, 
Sure  of  a  market  j — ^  shoal d  they,  (oo,  who  pen  'era, 

Be  renegade  Papists,  like  Murtagh  O'S- — U^v — n/^ 
Something exfra  allowed  for  the^additiooal  venom. 

Funds,  Physic,  Com,  Poetry,  Boxlog,  Romance, 
All  excellent  subjects  for  turning  a  penny  ;  — 

To  write  upon  alt  is  an  author's  sole  chance 
For  attaining,  at  last,  the  least  knowledge  of  afty« 

Nine  times  out  often,  if  bis  (itie  is  good. 
The  material  tcithin  of  small  eonfiequcnce  isj^ 

Let  him  only  write  fine,  and,  if  not  understood, 
Why — that's  the  concern  of  the  reader,  not  his, 

JVoia  Bent — ^an  Essay,  now  printing,  to  show. 
That  Horace  (as  clearly  as  words  coold  express  it) 

Was  for  taxing  the  Fund -holders,  ages  ago. 
When  he  wrote  thus  -—  **  Quodcunque  in  Fund  t>. 


THE  miSH  SLAVE.^ 


1S«- 


I  KEARD,  as  I  lay,  a  wailing  sound, 

"  lie  is  di-'iid  — he  is  dead;*  the  rumour  flew; 

And  I  rais'd  my  chain,  and  ttiru^d  me  round. 
And     ask '4     through    the    dungeon -window, 
"  Who?' 

I  saw  my  tivid  tormentors  pass ; 

Their  grief  1  was  bliss  io  hear  and  see  ! 
For,  never  came  joy  to  them,  alas. 

That  didn't  bring  deadly  baae  to  me. 


*  TbI*  lailjr  wXm  fjiroun  ut.  la  ber  9if«iiiolri.  with  the  *d. 
itrvu  of  ItooM  apothecnrli:*,  wh.o  b«re,  from  (litit"  to  lime,  given 
ber  pmi  that  igrMd  with  her  ;  tXw%j%  deatrtng  tliAt  the  pill* 
thou  Id  tie  ordtred  "  eptmnepotir  fMe.*' 

*  A  grntknian,  wbo  dl«Uiig?uished  hlmteir  bj  hU  erldeflco 
twforo  th«  triih  Ck>iniQHla«i, 


Eager  I  look'd  through  the  mist  of  night, 

And  ask'd,  **  What  foe  of  my  race  hath  died  ? 

"  Is  it  he — that  Doubter  of  iaw  and  right, 

"  Whom  nothing  but  wrong  could  eVr  decide  — 

^*  Who,  long  9£  he  sees  but  wealth  to  win, 
"  Hath  never  yet  felt  a  qualm  or  doubt 

"  What  suitors  for  jufiticc  he'd  keep  in, 
'*  Or  what  suitors  for  freedom  he'd  shut  oot — 

**  Who,  a  clog  for  ever  on  Truth's  advance, 
"  Hangs  round  her  (like  the  Old  Man  of  the  Sea 

**  Hound  Sinbad  s  neck  ^),  nor  leaves  a  chanoe 
"  Of  shaking  him  off— is't  he  ?  isY  he  ?** 

Ghastly  my  grim  tormentors  smil'd. 

And  thrusUng  tne  back  to  my  den  of  woe. 

With  a  laughter  even  more  fierce  and  wild 
Than  their  funeral  howling,  onswer'd  **  No." 

But  tlie  cry  still  pierc'd  my  prison-gate. 

And  again  I  ask'd,  "  What  scourge  is  gone  ? 

"  Is  it  he —  that  Chief,  so  coldly  great, 
"  Whom  Fame  unwillingly  shines  upon  — 

**  Whose  name  is  one  of  the'  ill-omen'd  words 
**  They  link  with  hate,  on  his  native  plains  j 

"  And  why  ?  —  they  lent  him  hearts  and  swords, 
"  And  he,  in  return,  gave  scoffs  and  chains ! 

*•  Is  it  he  ?  is  it  he  ?  "  I  loud  inquird, 

When,  hark  ! — there  sounded  a  Royal  knell ; 

And  I  knew  what  spirit  bad  just  expired. 
And,  slave  as  t  was^  my  triumph  fell. 

He  had  pledged  a  hate  unto  me  and  mine. 

He  had  left  to  the  future  nor  hope  nor  choice. 

But  seard  that  hate  with  a  Nome  Divine, 

And  he  now  was  dead,  and^ —  I  couldn't  rejoice  ! 

He  had  fanned  afresh  the  burning  bninds 

Of  a  bigotry  waxing  cold  and  dim  ; 
He  had  arm*d  anew  my  torturers'  hands« 

And  them  did  I  curse  —  but  sigh'd  for  him. 

For,  hii  was  the  error  of  head,  not  heart ; 

And  —  oh,  how  beyond  the  ambushed  foe. 
Who  to  enmity  adds  the  traitor*8  part, 

And  carries  a  imlle,  with  a  curse  below  I 


*  Ai'cordiai  to  the  common  reidiaf,  "quodeunque  l!n> 
fundlA,  •c»»cit/' 

*  Written  on  the  death  of  tti«  Duke  of  York. 

>  "You  tclUMia  thvy.  ioioth«  hHndi  of  tt)«  Old  M«n  of 
tht  Sea,  and  are  the  flrtt  who  ever  euraped  vtruigllnK  by  liii 
maUctoui  trlcki,"  ^  Sktr)^  *}f  Simba4» 
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If  ever  a  heart  made  bright  amends 
For  the  fatal  fault  of  an  erring  head  — 

Go,  learn  his  fame  from  the  lips  of  friends, 
In  the  orphan's  tear  be  his  glory  read. 

A  Prince  without  pride,  a  man  without  guile, 
To  the  last  unchanging,  warm,  sincere. 

For  Worth  he  had  ever  a  hand  and  smile. 
And  for  Misery  ever  his  purse  and  tear. 

Touch*d  to  the  heart  by  that  solemn  toll, 
I  calmly  sunk  in  my  chains  again ; 

While,  still  as  I  said,  **  Heaven  rest  his  soul !" 
My  mates  of  the  dungeon  sigh'd  **  Amen  !  " 

Jawtarff,  1827. 


ODE  TO  FERDINAND. 

Qurr  the  sword,  thou  Ring  of  men. 
Grasp  the  needle  once  again  ; 
Making  petticoats  is  far 
Safer  sport  than  making  war ; 
Trimming  is  a  better  thing, 
Than  the  being  trimmed,  oh  King  I 
Grasp  the  needle  bright  with  which 
Thou  didst  for  the  Virgin  stitch 
Garment,  such  as  ne*er  before 
Monarch  stitch*d  or  Virgin  wore. 
Not  for  her,  oh  semster  nimble ! 
Do  I  now  invoke  thy  thimble  ; 
Not  for  her  thy  wanted  aid  is. 
But  for  certain  grave  old  ladies. 
Who  now  sit  in  England's  cabinet. 
Waiting  to  be  clothed  in  tabinet. 
Or  whatever  choice  dtoffe  is 
Fit  for  Dowagers  in  office. 
First,  thy  care,  oh  King,  devote 
To  Dame  Eld — n's  petticoat 
Make  it  of  that  silk,  whose  dye 
Shifts  for  ever  to  the  eye. 
Just  as  if  it  hardly  knew 
Whether  to  be  pink  or  blue. 
Or  —  material  fitter  yet — 
If  thou  couldst  a  remnant  get 
Of  that  stuff,  with  which,  of  old. 
Sage  Penelope,  we're  told. 
Still  by  doing  and  undoing, 
Kept  her  suitors  always  wooing — 
That's  the  stuff  which  I  pronounce,  is 
Fittest  for  Dame  Eld— n's  flounces. 

After  this,  well  try  thy  hand, 
Mantua-making  Ferdinand, 


1837. 


For  old  Goody  W— stm— l~d  ; 
One  who  loves,  like  Mother  Cole, 
Church  and  State  with  all  her  soul ; 
And  has  pass'd  her  life  in  frolics 
Worthy  of  your  Apostolics. 
Choose,  in  dressing  this  old  flirt. 
Something  that  wo*n't  show  the  dirt. 
As,  from  habit,  every  minute 
Goody  W — stm — ^1— d  is  in  it. 

This  is  all  I  now  shall  ask. 
Hie  thee,  monarch,  to  thy  task ; 
Finish  Eld — ^n's  frills  and  borders. 
Then  return  for  further  orders. 
Oh  what  progress  for  our  sake. 
Kings  in  millinery  make  I 
Ribands,  garters,  and  such  things. 
Are  supplied  by  other  Kings, — 
Ferdinand  his  rank  denotes 
By  providing  petticoats. 


HAT  VERSUS  WIG. 


1827. 


"  At  the  Intennent  of  the  Duke  of  York,  Lord  Eld— n.  In 
order  to  guard  against  the  efliecti  of  the  damp,  stood  upon 
hli  hat  during  the  whole  of  the  ceremony.*' 

— —  metuf  omnei  et  inezorabtle  fatum 
Subjecit  pedibut,  ttrepitumque  Acherontii  aTarL 

TwixT  Eld— n's  Hat  and  Eld— n's  Wig 
There  lately  rose  an  altercation,  — 

Each  with  its  own  importance  big. 

Disputing  which  most  serves  the  nation. 

Quoth  Wig,  with  consequential  air, 
"  Pooh  !  pooh  !  you  surely  can't  design, 

"  My  worthy  beaver,  to  compare 
"  Your  station  in  the  state  with  mine. 

"  Who  meets  the  learned  legal  crew  ? 

"  Who  fronts  the  lordly  Senate's  pride  ? 
"  The  Wig,  the  Wig,  my  friend— while  you 

*♦  Hang  dangling  on  some  peg  outside. 

"  Oh,  'tis  the  Wig,  that  rules,  like  Ix)ve, 
"  Senate  and  Court,  with  like  ^lat — 

'*  And  wards  below,  and  lords  above, 
"  For  Law  is  Wig  and  Wig  is  Law ! » 

1  "  Lore  rulfii  the  court,  the  camp,  the  gnnre. 
And  men  below  and  gods  above, 
For  Love  U  Hearen  and  Heaven  it  Lot*.**—  Scorr. 
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•*  Who  tried  the  long,  Lang  W — ix— sly  suit, 
•*  Which  tried  one's  patience,  in  return  ? 

••  Not  thou,  oh  Hat ! — though,  couhCst  thou  do't, 
**  Of  other  brims '  than  thine  thou*d&t  Icam. 

**  'Tvras  mine  our  master's  toil  to  share ; 

"  When,  like  *  Truepenny,*  in  the  play, « 
"  He,  every  minute,  cried  out  *  Swear,* 

**  And  merrily  to  swear  went  they  ; —  ' 


"  When,  loth  poor  W — ll — sl — y  to  condemn,  he 
**  With  nice  discrimination  weigh'd, 

*•  Whether  'twas  only  *  Hell  and  Jemmy,* 
"  Or  *  Hell  and  Tommy  *  that  he  play*d. 

"  No,  no,  my  worthy  beaver,  no — 

**  Though  cheapen*d  at  the  cheapest  hatter's, 

•*  And  smart  enough,  as  beavers  go, 

"  Thou  ne'er  wert  made  for  public  matters.** 

Here  Wig  concluded  his  oration. 

Looking,  as  wigs  do,  wondrous  wise  ; 

While  thus,  full  cock'd  for  declamation, 
The  veteran  Hat  enrag'd  replies  :  — 

**  Ha  I  dost  thou  then  so  soon  forget 

**  What  thou,  what  England  owes  to  me  ? 

"  Ungrateful  Wig !—  when  will  a  debt, 
**  So  deep,  so  vast,  be  owed  to  thee? 

"  Think  of  that  night,  that  fearful  night, 
"  When,  through  the  steaming  vault  below, 

**  Our  master  dar'd,  in  gout's  despite, 
"  To  venture  his  podagric  toe  1 

*•  Who  was  it  then,  thou  boaster,  say, 
"  When  thou  had'st  to  thy  box  sncak'd  off, 

**  Beneath  his  feet  protecting  lay, 

**  And  sav'd  him  from  a  mortal  cough  ? 

"  Think,  if  Catarrh  had  cjuench'd  that  sun, 
"  How  blank  this  world  had  been  to  thee ! 

"  Without  that  head  to  shine  upon, 
"  Oh  Wig,  where  would  thy  glory  be  ? 

"  You,  too,  ye  Britons, — had  this  hope 

"  Of  Church  and  state  been  ravish'd  from  ye, 

**  Oh  think,  how  Canning  and  the  Pope 

"  Would  then  have  play'd  up  *  Hell  and  Tom- 
my! 


'  "  Brim  —a  naughty  woman."  —  Gaoas.    • 
*  ••  Qkost  [beneath].  _  Swear ! 

"  Hamlet. — Ila,  ha  !  say'it  thou  so  ?  Art  tboo  there,  True- 
penny ?  Come  on.** 


At  sea,  there's  but  a  plank,  they  say, 
**  *Twixt  seamen  and  annihiUition ; 
'  A  Hat,  that  awful  moment,  lay 
"  'Twixt  England  and  Emancipation ! 


"Ohlll- 


The    Time^ 


At  this  "  Oh  I II 
Reporter 
Was  taken  poorly,  and  retir*d ; 
Which  made  him  cut  Hat's  rhetoric  shorter. 
Than  justice  to  the  case  requir'd. 

On  his  return,  he  found  these  shocks 

Of  eloquence  all  ended  quite ; 
And  Wig  lay  snoring  in  his  box, 

And  hat  was — hung  up  for  the  night 


THE  PERIWINKLES  AND  THE  LOCUSTa 

▲  8ALMAOUNDIAM  HYXW. 

*•  To  Panurge  was  assigned  the  Lalrdship  of  Salmagimdi, 
which  was  yearly  worth  6,789,106,789  rjals,  bealdee  the 
rerenue  of  the  Loauta  and  Periwinkles,  amounUng  one 
year  with  another  to  the  raloe  of  2,4»,768,"  &e.  4c.— 
Rabelais. 

"  Hurra  !  hurra  !*'  I  heard  them  say, 
And  they  cheer'd  and  shouted  all  the  way. 
As  the  Laird  of  Salmagundi  went, 
To  open  in  state  his  Parliament 

The  Salmagundians  once  were  rich. 

Or  thought  they  were — no  matter  which — 

For,  every  year,  the  Revenue  * 

From  their  Periwinkles  larger  grew  ? 

And  their  rulers,  skill'd  in  all  the  trick 

And  legerdemain  of  arithmetic. 

Knew  how  to  place  1,  2,  3,  4, 

5,  6,  ^,  8,  and  9  and  10, 
Such  various  ways,  behind,  before. 
That  they  made  a  unit  seem  a  score. 

And  prov*d  themselves  most  wealthy  men  I 
So,  on  they  went,  a  prosperous  crew. 

The  people  wise,  the  rulers  clever — 
And  God  help  those,  like  me  and  yon. 
Who  dar'd  to  doubt  (as  some  now  do) 
That  the  Periwinkle  Revenue 

Would  thus  go  flourishing  on  for  over. 


s  His  Lordship's  demand  for  fircsh  affldaTlts  wai 
*  Accented  as  in  Swift's  line  — 

**  Net  so  a  Dation*s  rvreoues  are  paid.'* 
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"  Harra  I  hurra  I "  I  heard  them  say, 
And  they  cheer*d  and  shouted  all  the  way, 
As  the  Great  Panurgc  in  glory  went 
To  open  his  own  dear  Parliament 

But  folks  at  length  began  to  doubt 
What  all  this  conjuring  was  about ; 
For,  every  day,  more  deep  in  debt 
They  saw  their  wealthy  rulers  get :  — 
•*  Let's  look  (said  they)  the  items  through, 
"  And  see  if  what  weVe  told  be  true 
"  Of  our  Periwinkle  Revenue." 
But,  Lord  I  they  found  there  wasn't  a  tittle 

Of  truth  in  aught  they  heard  before ; 
For,  they  gain'd  by  Periwinkles  little. 

And  lost  by  Locusts  ten  times  more  I 
These  Locusts  are  a  lordly  breed 
Some  Salmagundians  love  to  feed. 
Of  all  the  beasts  that  ever  were  bom. 
Your  Locust  most  delights  in  com ; 
And,  though  his  body  be  but  small. 
To  fatten  him  takes  the  devil  and  all  1 
"  Oh  fie !  oh  fie  I  **  was  now  the  cry. 
As  they  saw  the  gaudy  show  go  by. 
And  the  Laird  of  Salmagundi  went 
To  open  his  Locust  Parliament  1 


NEW  CREATION  OF  PEERS. 


BATCH   THE   FIRST. 


"  Hli  'prentice  han* 
Ho  tried  on  man. 
And  then  he  made  the  la$tet." 


**  And  now,"  quoth  the  Minister,  (eased  of  his 
panics. 
And  ripe  for  each  pastime  the  summer  affords,) 
**  Having  had  our  full  swing  at  destroying  me- 
chanics, 
"  By  way  of  set-off,  let  us  make  a  few  Lords. 

'*  'Tis  pleasant  —  while   nothing   but  mercantile 
fractures, 
**  Some  simple,  some  compound,  is  dinn'd  in  our 
ears  — 
•*  To  think  that,  though  robb'd  of  all  coarse  ma- 
nufactures, 
"  We  still  have  our  fine  manufacture  of  Peers  ;— 


*<  Those  Gobelin  productions,  which  Kings  take  a 
pride 
**  In  engrossing  the  whole  &brication  and  trade  of; 
"  Choice  tapestry  things,  very  grand  on  one  side, 
**  But  showing,  on  t'other,  what  rags  they  are 
made  of." 

The  plan  being  fix'd,  raw  material  was  sought,  — • 
No  matter  how  middling,  if  Tory  the  creed  be  ; 

And  first,  to  begin  with,  Squire  W ,  'twas 

thought. 
For  a  Lord  was  as  raw  a  material  as  need  be. 

Next  came,  with  his  penchant  for  painting  and  pelf. 
The  tasteful  Sir  Charles ',  so  renown'd,  far  and 
near, 

For  purchasing  pictures,  and  selling  himself — 
And  both  (as  the  public  well  knows)  very  dear. 

Beside  him  Sir  John  comes,  with  equal  ^ku^  in ; 

Stand  forth,  chosen  pair,  while  for  titles  we 
measure  ye ; 
Both  connoisseur  baronets,  both  fond  of  drawing. 
Sir  John,  after  nature,   Sir  Charles,  on   the 
Treasury. 

But,  bless  us  I — behold  a  new  candidate  come — 
In  his  hand  he  upholds  a  prescription,    new 
written ; 
He  poiseth  a  pill-box  'twixt  finger  and  thumb. 
And  he  asketh  a  seat  'mong  the  Peers  of  Great 
Britain !  I 

"  Forbid  it,"  cried  Jenky,   "  ye   Viscounts,   ye 
Earls  I  — 
"  Oh  Rank,  how  thy  glories  would  fidi  disen- 
chanted, 
**  If  coronets  glisten'd  with  pills  'stead  of  pearls, 
"  And  the  strawberry -leaves  were  by  rhubarb 
supplanted ! 

"  No — ask  it  not,  ask  it  not,  dear  Doctor  H — 1- 
f— rd— 
"  If  nought  but  a  Peerage  can  gladden  thy  life, 
"  And  young  Master  H — If— rd  as  yet  is  too  small 
for't, 
"  Sweet  Doctor,  we'll  make  a  she  Peer  of  thy 
wife. 

"  Next  to  bearing  a  coronet  on  our  own  brows, 
"  Is  to  bask  in  its  light  ftrom  the  brows  of  an- 
other J 

1  CrMted  Lord  F— rnb-ffh. 
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*  And  grandeur  oVr  the«  slmll  reflect  from  thj 
spouse, 
"  As  o'er  V— y  F — tz— d  'twiH  shine  through 
bis  mother.'' ' 

That  ended  the  First  Batch  -^  and  Jeukvi  njucb 
tir^d 
(It  being  no  joke  to  make  Lorda  by  the  heap), 
Took  a  large  dram  of  ether — the  same  that  iQspir'd 
His  speech  "gaiust  the  Papists— and  pro&'d  off 
to  sleep. 


.   SPEECH  ON  THE  UMBRELLA^  QUES- 
TION. 

DT   U)R0  £LD — N. 

ttmaiu 

Mt  Lords,  Foi  accused  of  a  trick  that,  God  koowi,  is 
The  last  into  which,  at  my  age,  I  could  fall-^ 

Of  IcudiDg  this  grave  l^touse  of  Peers,  by  their 
noses. 
Wherever  1  choose,  princes,  hishopSt  and  ail. 

3Iy  Jtordst^  on  the  question  before  us  at  present, 
No  doabt  I  shall  hear,  *'*Ti9  that  cursed  old 
fellow, 
"  That  bngbear  of  alt  that  is  lihVal  and  pleasant, 
**  Who  wo'n't  let  the  Lords  give  tlte  man  bis 
umbrella  T' 

God  forbid  that  your  lordships  should  knuckle  to 
me^ 

lam  ancient  —  but  were  I  as  old  as  King  Prtam, 
Not  much,  I  confesa.,  to  your  credit  'twould  be, 

To  mind  such  a  twaddling  old  Trojan  as  I  am. 

t  own,  of  oar  Protestant  laws  I  am  jealous^ 
And,  long  as  God  spares  me,  will  nlwayi  main- 
tain. 

That,  tmce  having  taken  men's  rights,,  or  umbrellas. 
We  ne'er  should  consent  to  restore  them  again. 

What  security  have  yon.  ye  Bishops  and  Peers, 
If  thus  you  give  back  Mr.  Heirs  parvpluie, 

I  Amonf  lh«  p«rioai  in«Qtiooed  m  Hkclx  to  be  fDlted  to  tlua 
Pwrmce  mr«  tbe  tiMither  of  Mr.  V_y  F—  tK-4,  He, 

•  A  ctt«  wbicli  Intervtted  Ui«  puhlk  very  much  at  thU 
partis.  A  imllrman,  t>r  the  nime  of  Bell,  hAvlnif  Luft  hii 
Omtirrl^a  behind  him  In  the  Itoiuc  of  I^rdt,  Ihe  dwjrkM?pftri 
(ttiindintf*  do  daubt,  oh  the  prlTtlrccs  of  that  noble  body)  tit- 


That  he  may'nt,  with  its  stick,  come  about  all  your 
ears. 
And  then— ^Wterc  would  your  Protestant  peri- 

wigi  be? 

No,  heaven  be  my  judge,  were  I  dying  to-day, 
Ere  I  dro|ip'd  in  the  grave,  like  a  medlar  that*B 
mellow, 
**  For G (id's sake"— lit  that  awful  momeulIVl  say — 
*'  For  God*8  sake,  don't  give  Mr.  Bel!  his  um- 
brella." 

t"  Thii  Addreit,"  *mj§  n  miniBttfrial  jourcud,  "deUrtrnt 
with  amazlnir  einiibaJitt  and  earDcttnest,  occutfined  ui  cxtr^ 
ordlnarjr  «enaNiloD  In  Hw  Hou«^e.  Notblng;  itocc  thicr  roemor- 
jilile  oddrest  of  the  Doka  of  York  fau  produced  to  reuiarkatile 
au  iuipre«ili>iL"l 


A  PASTORAL  BALLAD. 


BY   JOHN   BULL. 

'  Dublin.  Marck  11.  I8V7.  —Friday,  After  the  an-iral  of  tlio 
ptektt  l»rbi||fui  tfait  acisouiit  of  the  defeat  ot  tbc^  CatHieilli:' 
Queadoo,  in  the  Houie  of  Coitimoiu,  orderi  were  i^nt  to 
the  Pi(c««n  Hmuo  to  forward  6,000,000  round*  of  iniitkrt« 
t^ll  C4irtrid4$e  to  the  diOerent  sarrUoiu  rouDd  the  country /' 
^  Frfcman't  Journal. 

I  MAVK  found  out  a  gift  for  my  Erm, 
A  gift  that  will  surely  content  her  ;  — 

Sweet  pledge  of  a  love  &o  endearing  I 
Five  millions  of  bullets  Pve  sent  her. 

She  ask'd  me  for  Freedom  and  Right, 
But  ill  she  her  wants  understood  ; — 

Ball  cartridges,  morning  and  night. 
Is  a  dose  th&t  will  do  her  more  good. 

There  is  hardly  a  day  of  our  lives 
Bui  we  read,  in  some  amiable  trials. 

Bow  husbands  make  iove  lo  their  wives 
Through  the  medium  of  hemp  and  of  phials. 

One  thinks^  with  his  mistress  or  mate 

A  good  halter  is  bure  to  agree  — 
That  love- knot  which,  early  and  late, 

I  have  tried,  my  dear  Erin,  on  thee. 

fUud  to  reftore  It  ta  him  ;  njid  ihr  above  rpeech.  wlilch  may 
be  conaldf^vd  Oi  a  ptndtint  to  thai  of  (be  LeartiMl  Earl  od  the 
Catbollc  Quuillon.  aro»e  out  of  (bo  tranaac<J^>ii, 
*  From  Mr.  Caoalnf *»  tranalatton  vf  Jekyl'i  ^ 
**  I  lay,  ny  food  fallow ■« 
A«  you'f«  DO  nnbrdtaa/' 


i 


614 


MOORE'S  WORKS. 


While  another^  whom  Hymen  has  bless'd 
With  a  wife  that  is  not  over  placid. 

Consigns  the  dear  charmer  to  rest. 
With  a  dose  of  the  best  Prossic  acid. 

Thns,  Erin  I  my  lore  do  I  show — 
Thus  qaiet  thee,  mate  of  my  bed  1 

And,  as  poison  and  hemp  are  too  slow. 
Do  thy  business  with  bullets  instead. 

Should  thy  fiiith  in  my  medicine  be  shaken. 
Ask  R — d — n,  that  mildest  of  saints ; 

Hell  tell  thee,  lead,  inwardly  taken. 
Alone  can  remoye  thy  complaints ; — 

That,  blest  as  thou  art  in  thy  lot. 

Nothing's  wanted  to  make  it  more  pleasant 
But  being  hang*d,  tortur*d,  and  shot. 

Much  oftener  than  thou  art  at  present 

Even  W — 11 — ^t — n's  self  hath  averr*d 
Thou  art  yet  but  half  sabred  and  hung. 

And  I  lov*d  him  the  more  when  I  heard 
Such  tenderness  fall  fix>m  his  tongue. 

So  take  the  five  millions  of  pills. 
Dear  partner,  I  herewith  inclose ; 

'Tis  the  cure  that  all  quacks  for  thy  ills. 
From  Cromwell  to  Eld — ^n,  propose. 

And  you,  ye  brave  bullets  that  go, 
How  I  wish  that,  before  you  set  out. 

The  Devil  of  the  Freischutz  could  know 
The  good  work  you  are  going  about. 

For  he'd  charm  ye,  in  spite  of  your  lead. 

Into  such  supernatural  wit. 
That  you'd  all  of  you  know,  as  you  sped. 

Where  a  bullet  of  sense  ought  to  hit 


A  LATE  SCENE  AT  SWANAGE.» 

Regnit  BX-tul  ndemlli.  Vibo. 

1827. 
To  Swanage — that  neat  little  town,  in  whose  bay 
Fair  Thetis  shows  off,  in  her  best  silver  slippers — 
Lord  Bags*  took  his  annual  trip  t'other  day, 
To  taste  the  sea  breezes,  and  chat  with  Uie  dip- 
pers. 

I  A  imall  bathing-place  on  the  coatt  of  Dorsetshire,  long  a 
farourite  suniraer  resort  of  the  ex-noblctnau  in  question,  and, 
////  tkiM  season^  much  frequented  also  Lf  gentlemen  of  the 
church. 

•  The  Lord  Chancellor  Bld—n. 


There — leam'd  as  he  is  in  conundrums  and  Imws — 
Quoth  he  to  his  dame  (whom  he  oft  plmys  the 
wag  on), 
"  Why  are  chancery  suitors  like  bathers  ?  •* —  •*  Be- 
cause 
Their  nttte  are  put  off,  till— they  barenH  a  rag 
on." 

Thus  on  he  went  chatting — but,  lo,  while  he  chats. 
With  a  face  fbll  of  wonder  around  him  he  looks ; 

For  he  misses  his  parsons,  his  dear  shovel  hats. 
Who  used  to  flock  round  him  at  Swanage  like 
rooks. 

*'  How  is  this.  Lady  Bags  ? — to  this  region  aquatic 
'*  Last  year  they  came  swarming,  to  make  me 
their  bow, 
**  As  thick  as  Burke's  cloud  o'er  the  vales  of  Car- 
natic, 
**  Deans,  Rectors,  D.D.'s — where  the  devil  are 
they  now  ?  " 

**  My  dearest  Lord  Bags  I"  saith  his  dame,  **  can 
you  doubt  ? 
"  I  am  loth  to  remind  you  of  things  so  unpleasant ; 
**  But  don*t  you  perceive,  dear,  the  Chorch  have 
found  out 
**  That  you're  one  of  the  people  call'd  Ex*m,  at 
present  ?  " 

"  Ah,  true — you  have  hit  it — I  am,  indeed,  one 
•*  Of  those  ill-fated  J?x's  (his  Lordship  replies), 

**  And,  with  tears,  I  confess — God  forgive  me  the 
pun  I  — 
"  We  X's  have  proved  ourselves  iio<  to  be  Y's." 


WOI  WO|s 

Wo,  wo  unto  him  who  would  check  or  disturb  it — 
That  beautiful  Light,  which  is  now  on  iu  way ; 

Which,  beaming,  at  first,  o'er  the  bogs  of  Belturbet, 
Now  brightens  sweet  Ballinafad  with  its  ray  ! 

Oh  F — mh — m.  Saint  F — mh — m,  how  much  do 
we  owe  thee ! 

How  form'd  to  all  tastes  are  thy  various  employs! 
The  old,  as  a  catcher  of  Catholics,  know  thee. 

The  young,  as  an  amateur  scourger  of  boy  a. 


s  Suggested  bf  a  speech  of  the  Bishop  of 
the  subject  of  the  New  Reformation  to  Ireland,  to  which  hia 
Lordship  denounced  "  Wo  I  Wo  I  Wo  I  **  pretty  abundantlj 
on  all  those  who  dared  to  InterfBre  with  It*  progreaa. 


r 


SATIRICAL  AND  HUMOROUS  POEMS. 


515 


Wo»  wo  to  the   man,   who  such  doings  would 

iroother  I  — 

On»  Luther  of  Ca van  I  On,  S^int  of  Kilgroggy  ! 

WltU  whip  io  one  haod,  and  wUh  Bible  in  toother, 

Like  Mungo*»  lonnenter,  both  "  preacbee  and 

floggee." 

Come,  Saints  from  all  qnmterfi,  aod  miirsha]  hk  way  ^ 
Come,  Lr— rt~-n»  who»  scomiiig  profane  erudition, 

Popp'd  Shakspeare,  they  saj,  in  the  river^  one  d&y^ 
Though  *twai  onlj  old  Bowdler's  VellutiMtkm. 

Come,  R^ — deii,  who  douhtefi( — ^so  mDd  are  thy 
TiewB^ — 

Whether  Bibles  or  bullcta  are  best  for  the  nation; 
Who  leav'iii  to  p<x>r  Paddy  no  medium  to  choose, 

*Twixt  good  oid  Rebel  lion  and  new  Refbfmftllon. 

What  more  from  her  Saints  can  Hibembi  reqaire? 

St.  Hfidgi'tt  of  yore,  tike  a  dutiful  daughter, 
Supplit-d  her,  'tis  wiid,  with  perpetual  fire,  * 

And  Saints  keep  her,  ftou?,  Io  eternal  hot  water. 

Wo,  wo  to  the  man,  who  would  check  their  career, 
Or  stop  the  Millenniuio,  that  s  sure  to  await  us, 

When,  blessed  with  an  orthodox  crop  every  year, 
We  shall  learn  to  raise  Protestants,  fiist  as  pota- 
toes. 

ta  kidnapping  Papists,  our  rulvrs,  we  koow. 

Had  been  trying  thekr  talent  fi>r  many  a  day  ; 
TiJt  F— rnh — m,  when  all  had  been  tried,  come  to 
show, 
Like  the  Gemuui  fle«-catch«r,  "  anoder  goot 
way.** 

And  nothing's  more  Bimple  than  F — mh — m*B  re- 
ceipt } — 
"  Catch  jour  Catholic,  first — souk  htm  well  in 
poteen  —  * 
**  Add  mtiarif  ttiic«^  aod  the  thing  is  complete, 
**  YoQ  may  serve  up  your  Protetiant,  emoking 
and  dean." 

"  Wo,  wo  to  the  wag,  who  would  laugh  at  soch 
co<jkery  1 " 

Thus,  from  his  ^MTch,  did  I  hear  a  black  crow* 
Caw  angrily  out,  while  the  rest  of  the  rookery 

Opened  th«ir  bills,  and  re-echo'd  **  Wo  1  wo  T' 


*  Ttte  iMXtiiarttlslMlila  Ar«  of  St.  Bridget,  it  KUcUre. 
>  Wl4t»kcy. 

*  "  We  undertlaiMt  ta«(  Miremi  ap|il9callai]i  faaTC  lately 
bwn  m«d«  to  the  Prototlxnt  clergjiDeii  of  thU  town  by  M- 
lowt,  in^iulrtn^ '  Wliat  Arc the^rffTing  «  fcucadfbr ODOverU?'" 


TOUT  POUR  LA  TIUPE, 

"  ir,  Id  ChlfiA  or  among  ihe  natlvrt  of  India,  we  claimed  dvll 
ad'TnnUera  which  wtetv  connrctcwl  witb  rdigloui  utAgea, 
Jtttte  ut  we  might  ralue  thove  formt  In  our  bcATtii^  we 
ihould  think  common  dcceiicy  requln-d  u»  to  Abctain  Troro 
insatinf  tlirm  with  offen»lre  rontum<?lj' ;  otid,  chough 
muble  to  coaklder  them  >acrod,  we  wouM  uot  sneer  M  the 
nsine  of  Fot,  or  laugh  at  the  impiilrd  dlvlnltj  of  FniMmfm.* 
•»  Votifier,  Tuetda§^  Jam.  tfi. 

CoMF-,  take  ray  advice,  never  trouble  your  cranium, 
When  "  civil  advantages"  are  to  be  goin'di 

What  god  or  what  goddess  may  help  to  obtain 
you  em, 
Hindoo  or  Chinese,  so  they're  only  ob(a,in'd. 

In  this  world  (let  me  hint  in  your  organ  auricular) 
All  the  goctd  things  ti>  good  hj^pocrilcs  fidl ; 

And  he,  who  in  swtillowing  creeds  is  particular, 
Soon  will  have  noihing  to  swallow  at  alL 

Ob  place  mc  where  Fo  (or,  as  some  call  him,  Fot} 
U  the  god,  frnm  whom  *' civil  advantages'*  flow. 

And  you'll  find,  if  there's  any  thing  snug  to  be  got, 
I  shall  soon  be  on  excellent  terms  with  old  Fo, 

Or  were  I  where  FwAwu.  that  fi>ur-handed  god, 
1$  the  quadruple  giver  of  peiiiiions  and  places, 

[  own  1  bhould  feel  it  unchristian  and  odd 

Not  to  find  myself  also  in  Vi»hnuB  good  graces. 

For,  among  all  the  gods  that  humanely  attend 
To  our  wants  in  this  planut^  the  gods  to  mp  wighc* 

Are  thofrL*  that,  like  Vishnu  and  others,  descend 
In  the  form,  so  attractive,  of  loaves  ami  of  fishes  I  ^ 

So  take  my  advice — ^for,  if  even  the  devil 

Should  tempt  men  again  as  an  idol  to  try  him, 

*Twcre  best  for  us  Tories,  even  then,  to  be  civil. 
As  nobody  doubts  we  should  get  sometJung  by 


ENIGMA. 


Coirx,  riddle- me-rec^  come,  riddle-roe- ree, 
And  tell  me  what  my  name  may  he* 


*  or  the  rook  ipwdtM  —  Corwmt .^wgil^^gmg^  I. «.  a  | 
lumer  of  rorn. 

)  Vkhnu  w«*  (ju  Sir  W.  Joivea  oUt»  blni>  "a 
|[od."  _  hl«  Ant  Avatar  heliiK  la  III*  ahSfM  of  s  flab, 
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I  am  nearly  one  hundred  and  thirty  years  old. 

And  therefore  no  chicken,  as  you  may  suppose ; — 
Though  a  dwarf  in  my  youth  (as  my  nurses  have 
told), 
I  have,  ev*ry  year  since,  been  outgrowing  my 
clothes ; 
Till,  at  last,  such  a  corpulent  giant  I  stand. 

That,  if  folks  were  to  furnish  me  now  with  a  suit. 
It  would  take  eVry  morsel  of  tcrip  in  the  land 

But  to  measure  my  bulk  from  the  head  to  the  foot 
Hence,  they  who  maintain  me,  grown  sick  of  my 
stature. 
To  cover  me  nothing  but  rags  will  supply  ; 
And  the  doctors  declare  that,  in  due  course  of 
nature, 
About  the  year  30  in  rags  I  shall  die. 
Meanwhile,  I  stalk  hungry  and  bloated  around, 

An  object  of  in f  rest,  most  painful,  to  all ; 
In  the  warehouse,  the  cottage,  the  palace  I*m  found. 
Holding  citizen,  peasant,  and  king  in  my  thralL 
Then  riddle-me-ree,  oh  riddle-me-ree. 
Come,  tell  me  what  my  name  may  be. 

When  the  lord  of  the  counting-hoase  bends  o'er 
his  book, 
Bright  pictured  of  profit  delighting  to  draw. 
O'er  his  shoulders  with  large  cipher  eye-balls  I  look, 
And  down  drops  the  pen  from  his  paralyzed  paw ! 
When  the  Premier  lies  dreaming  of  dear  Waterloo, 
And  expects    through    anoUier  to  caper  and 
prank  it, 
You'd  laugh  did  you  see,  when  I  bellow  out  **  Boo! " 
How  he  hides  his  brave  Waterloo  head  in  the 
blanket 
When  mighty  Belshazzar  brims  high  in  the  hall 
His  cup,  full  of  gout,  to  the  Gaul's  overthrow, 
Lo,  "  Eight  Hundred  Millions'*  I  write  on  the  wall, 
And  the  cup  falls  to  earth  and — the  gout  to  his 
toe! 
But  the  joy  of  my  heart  is  when  largely  I  cram 
My  maw  with  the  fruits  of  the  Squirearchy's 
acres, 
And,  knowing  who  made  me  the  thing  that  I  am. 
Like  the   monster  of   Frankenstein,   worry   my 
makers. 
Then  riddle-me-ree,  come,  riddle-me-ree, 
And  tell,  if  thou  knows't,  who  /  may  be. 


1  One  of  the  ihowi  of  London. 

*  More  particularly  hit  Grace's  celebrated  araendment  to 
the  Com  Bill ;  for  which,  and  the  ctrcumstancet  connected 
with  it,  see  Annual  Regiiter  for  a.  d.  1827. 


DOG-DAY  REFLECTIONSL 


BT  A  DAKDT  KEPT  Of  TOWN. 


•Vox 


Said  Btlalthus,  one  day,  to  a  clown 
Lying  stretch'd  on  the  beach,  in  the  nn, — 

^  What's  the  number  of  souls  in  this  tofwn?" — 
**  The  number!  Lord  bless  yon,  there^s  none. 

^  We  have  nothing  but  dabs  in  this  place, 
"  Of  them  a  great  plenty  there  are  ; 

**  But  the  soleSf  please  your  rey'rence  and  grace, 
"  Are  all  t'other  side  of  the  bar." 

And  so  'tis  in  London  just  now. 

Not  a  soul  to  be  seen,  up  or  down  ; — 

Of  dabs  a  great  glut,  I  allow. 
But  your  soUst  every  one,  out  of  town. 

East  or  west,  nothing  wond'rous  or  new  ; 

No  courtship  or  scandal,  worth  knowing ; 
Mrs.  B ,  and  a  Mermaid  i  or  two. 

Are  the  only  loose  fish  that  are  going. 

Ah,  where  is  that  dear  house  of  Peers, 
That,  some  weeks  ago,  kept  us  merry  ? 

Where,  Eld — ^n,  art  thou,  with  thy  tears  ? 
And  thou,  with  thy  sense,  L— d— d — j? 

Wise  Marquis,  how  much  the  Lord  May'r, 
In  the  dog-days,  with  thee  must  be  puxzledl — 

It  being  his  task  to  take  care 
That  such  animals  shan't  go  unmuxzled. 

Thou,  too,  whose  political  toils 

Are  so  worthy  a  captain  of  horse — 

Whose  amendments  ^  (like  honest  Sir  Boyle's) 
Are  "  amendments,  that  make  matters  worse ;^^ 

Great  Chieftain,  who  takest  such  pains 
To  prove — what  is  granted,  nem,  con.'— 

With  how  mod'rate  a  portion  of  brains 
Some  heroes  contrive  to  get  on. 

And,  thou,  too,  my  R — d — sd — c,  ah,  where 
Is  the  peer,  with  a  star  at  his  button. 

Whose  quarters  could  ever  compare 

With  R— d — sd — e's  five  quarters  of  mutton  ?« 

3  From  a  speech  of  Sir  Boyle  Roche's,  in  the  Iriah  House 
of  Commons. 

<  The  learning  his  Lordship  displayed,  on  the  iul^cct  of 
the  butcher's  "  fifth  quarter  "  of  mutton,  will  not  qioedlly  be 
forgotten. 


» 

i 

i 

1 

' 
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Why,  why  have  ye  taken  your  flight. 

And  he  vastly  prefers  his  own  little  bow-wows 

Ye  diverting  and  dignified  crew? 

To  the  loftiest  war-note  the  Lion  could  p<¥ur. 

How  ill  do  three  farces  a  night. 

At  the  Hay  market,  pay  us  for  yon] 

'Tis,  indeed,  as  good  fan  is  a  Cynic  could  ask. 
To  ace  how  this  cockney-bred  setter  of  rabbits 

■ 

For,  what  is  Bombastes  to  thee, 

Takes  gravely  the  Lord  of  the  Forest  to  task, 

■ 

My  Ell— nbttj't  when  thou  look'it  big? 

And  judges  of  lions  by  puppj-dog  habits. 

■ 

On  where'a  ilie  burJetta  can  be 

■ 

Like  L — d^rd — le'a  wit,  and  his  wig  ? 

Nay,  fed  as  he  was  (and  this  makes  it  ndark  case) 
With  sops  every  day  from  the  Llou's  own  paii. 

I  doubt  if  ev'n  Griffinhoof  1  could 

He  lifts  up  his  leg  at  the  noble  beast's  carcass. 

(Though  Griffin's  a  comical  iad) 

And  ^- does  all  a  dog,  so  dimintitivc,  can. 

Invent  any  joke  half  «o  good 

Aft  that  preeioiu  onct  '*  Tbii  is  too  bad  1 " 

However^  the  book's  a  good  book,  being  rich  in 
Examples  and  warnings  to  lions  high-bred. 

Then  come  again,  come  again,  Spring  ! 

How   tbey  suffer  small  mongrclly  curs  in  liicir 

Oh  haste  thee,  with  Fun  in  thy  train  ; 

kitcben 

■ 

And -^ of  all  things  the  funuiiist^ — hrlng 

Who'll  feed  on  them  living,  and  foul  them  wlicii 

■ 

dead. 

T,    PiDCOCK. 

1 

EMeler  'Oiangr. 

THE  **  LIVING  DOG"  AND  "THE 

ODE  TO  DON  MIGUEL. 

DEAD  LION." 

Et  hi,  Brule  f 

lB3fl. 

182S.« 

Next  week  will  he  published  (as  "  Lives"  are  the 

What  I  Miguel,  not  patriotic  ?  oh,  fye. 

1 

rage) 

After  so  much  good  teaching  'tis  quite  alaAf-in, 

The  whole  RcniJiiiKcence8,wond*rt)aa  and  strange, 

Sir]  — 

Of  a  small  puppy-dog,  that  liv'd  once  in  the  cage 

First  school'd,  as  you  were>  under  Metternich's  eye, 

Of  the  late  nohle  Lion  at  Exeter  'Change. 

And  then  (as  young  misses  say)  **finiab"d"  at 
Windsor  1  * 

Though  the  dog  iB  a  dog  of  the  kind  they   call 

. 

«  sad," 

I  ne*er  in  my  life  knew  a  case  that  was  harder  ; — 

^Tisa  puppy  thatmnch  to  good  breeding  pretends  \ 

Such  feasts  as  you  had,  when  you  made  us  a  call  I 

M 

And  few  dogs  ha^e  sncb  opportunities  had 

Three  connea  each  day  from  hisilL^esty's  larder, — 

■ 

Of  knowing  how  Lions  behave — among  fViends  ; 

And  now,  to  titm  absolute  Bon,  after  all  tl 

1 

How  that  animal  eat»,  how  he  snores,  how  he  drinks. 

Some  anthors,  like  Bajes,to  the  style  and  the  matter 

1 

Is  all  noted  down  by  this  Hosrell  80  small ; 

Of  eaeh  thing  they  write  suit  the  way  that  they 

1 

And  *tis  plain,  from  each  sentence,  the  puppy-dog 

dinet 

1 

thinks 

Roast  sirloia  for  Epic,  broiFd  devils  for  Satire, 

1 

That  the  Lion  was  no  such  great  things  alWr  all 

And  hotchpotch  and  trifle  for  rhynies  sueh  as 
mine. 

Though  he  roar'd  pretty  well — this  the  puppy 

■ 

allows— 

That  Rukrs  should  feed  the  same  way,  Fve  no 

■ 

It  was  all,  he  lays,  borrow 'd — ^all  Becond-hand 

doubt  J  — 

I 

roar; 

Gr^at  Despots  do  bouitU  teiT'd  u^  a  hi  /7uMe,  * 

1 

1  Th«  fMMw  dt  gtarre  under  which  CotmAo  hu  wrlttett 

>  D&n  )llsu«)   had  |tald  •  vUU  to  the  Eoffliih  rourt,  «t 

1 

■oiii««rbl»lM«t(krc««.                                                          j 

Um  eloM  of  the  jrear  m/T. 

*  DrrtMd  vltb  m  pL»t  of  tbc  ttroofeit  iplrlt*  — s  fiiro4irfte 

lll««Mil  «ad  bit  fUiUmu  sfilnift  ttaa  cMitUuUon  e»ubh»hixl 

dUb  or  tfas  Gnat  Flrcdwlcb  of  PruMiA,  v%d  which  li«  f*tT%e- 

by  hU  brother  hwl  banin  more  opmlf  to  d^Urv  tN«m- 

tered  in  c«tte|  •ran  on  his  dMth-bwl,  mtidi  to  the  horror  0/ 

1 

•dfM. 

htf  [vhjileiui  2bniii«raua. 

I 

k 

1 

1 
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Your  small  German  Princes  on  frogs  and  sour  croat.    While  Peel,  the  showman  in  the  middle,  cracks 
And  jour  Viee-roy  of  HanoTer  always  on  ^oote.  '  His  long-lash*d  whip,  to  cheer  the  doabtfol  hacks. 

I  Ah,  ticklish  trial  of  equestrian  art ! 
Some  Dons,  too,  haye  fancied  (though  this  may  be    How  blest,  if  neither  steed  would  bolt  or  start ;  — 
fable)  j  If  Protestants  old  restiye  tricks  were  gone, 

A  dish  rather  dear,  if,  in  cooking,  they  blunder  j  And  Papists  winkers  could  be  still  kept  on  ! 

it ; —  I  But  no,  false  hopes — not  even  the  great  Ducrow 

Not  content  with  the  common  hot  meat  on  a  table,  ;  'Twixt  two  such  steeds  could  *scape  an  oyerthrow : 
They're  partial  (eh,  Mig  ?)  to  a  dish  of  cold  under  .  If  soiar  hacks  play'd  Phaeton  a  trick, 
it !  ^  I  What  hope,  alas,  from  hackney's  lunatic  f 


No  wonder  a  Don  of  such  appetites  found 
Eyen  Windsor's  collations  plebeianly  plain  ; 

Where  the  dishes  most  high  that  my  Lady  sends 
round 
Are  her  Maintenon  cutlets  and  soup  a  la  JReine. 

Alas  I  that  a  youth  with  such  charming  beginnings, 
Should  sink,  all  at  once,  to  so  sad  a  conclusion. 

And,  what  is  still  worse,  throw  the  losings  and 
winnings 
Of  worthies  on  'Change  into  so  much  confusion  I 

The  Bulls,  in  hysterics —  the  Bears  just  as  bad  — 
The  few  men  who  have,  and  the  many  who've 
not  tick. 

All  shock'd  to  find  out  that  that  promising  lad. 
Prince  Mettemich's  pupil,  is  —  not  patriotic  ! 


'.  If  once  my  Lord  his  graceful  balance  loses, 

i  Or  fails  to  keep  each  foot  where  each  horse  chooses ; 

If  Peel  but  giyes  one  extra  touch  of  whip 
I  To  Papists  tail  or  Protestants  ear-tip — 

That  instant  ends  their  glorious  horsemanship  ! 
I  Off  bolt  the  sever'd  steeds,  for  mischief  free. 

And  down,  between  them,  plumps  Lord  Anglesea! 


THE  LIMBO  OF  LOST  REPUTATIONa 


*  Cio  che  ti  perde  qui,  11  tl  riiguna."        Aaiorro. 


" a  valley,  where  he  teei 

Things  that  on  earth  were  loet.'* 


Milton. 


THOUGHTS  ON  THE  PRESENT  GOVERN- 
MENT OF  IRELAND. 

1828. 

Oft  have  I  seen,  in  gay,  equestrian  pride. 

Some  well-roug'd  youth  round  Astley's  Circus  ride 

Two    stately    steeds  —  standing,    with    graceful 

straddle, 
Like  him  of  Rhodes,  with  foot  on  either  saddle, 
While  to  soft  tunes  —  some  jigs,  and   some  an- 
dantes— 
He  steers  around  his  light-pac'd  Rosinantes. 

So  rides  along,  with  canter  smooth  and  pleasant. 
That  horseman  bold.  Lord  Anglesea,  at  present ;  — 
Papist  and  Protestant  the  coursers  twain, 
That  lend  their  necks  to  his  impartial  rein. 
And  round  the  ring — each  honour'd,  as  they  go. 
With  equal  pressure  from  his  gracious  toe  — 
To  the  old  medley  tune,  half  "  Patrick's  Day  " 
A:ul  half**  Royne  Water,"  take  their  cant'ring  way, 

>  This  quiet  caie  of  murder,  with  all  iu  particulars  _  the 

hiding  the  body  under  the  dinner-table,  Ac.  &c is,  no 

doubt,  well  known  to  the  reader. 


Know'st  thou  not  him«  the  poet  sings. 

Who  flew  to  the  moon's  serene  domain. 
And  saw  that  y alley,  where  all  the  things. 

That  vanish  on  earth,  are  found  again  — 
The  hopes  of  youth,  the  resolves  of  age. 
The  vow  of  the  lover,  the  dream  of  the  sage, 
The  golden  visions  of  mining  cits. 

The  promises  great  men  strew  about  them  ; 
And,  packed  in  compass  small,  the  wits 

Of  monarchs,  who  rule  as  well  without  them ! — 
Like  him,  but  diving  with  wing  profound, 
I  have  been  to  a  Limbo  under  ground. 
Where  characters  lost  on  earth,  (and  criedj 
In  vain,  like  H — rr — s*s,  far  and  wide,) 
In  heaps,  like  yesterday's  orts,  are  thrown 
And  there,  so  worthless  and  fly-blown. 
That  cv*n  the  imps  would  not  purloin  them. 
Lie,  till  their  worthy  owners  join  them. 

Curious  it  was  to  see  this  mass 

Of  lost  and  torn-up  reputations ; — 
Some  of  them  female  wares,  alas. 

Mislaid  at  innocent  assignations ; 

'  Astolpho 
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Some,  that  Imd  itgh'd  (heir  last  amen 

From  the  cantiDg  lips  of  samm  that  would  h« ; 
And  some  once  own'd  bv  "  the  best  of  mcD," 

Who  had  prov'd — po  bL4ter  than  they  should  he. 
•Mong  othep«t  a  poet's  fame  I  spied, 

Once  shiuing  fair,  now  soak'd  and  black — 
"  No  wonckr"  (an  imp  at  my  el  how  cried), 

**  For  I  pick*d  it  out  of  a  butt  of  sack  I " 

Just  then  a  yell  was  heard  oVr  head, 

Like  a  chimney-sweeper's  lofly  sumtnons  | 
And  \o  !  a  devil  right  downward  sped^ 
Bringing*  within  hia  claws  so  red, 
Two  statesmen's  charactera,  found,  he  said, 

Last  night,  on  the  6oor  of  the  House  of  Com* 
mona ; 
The  which,  with  black  oMcial  grin, 
He  now  to  the  Chief  Imp  banded  lo  ;-_ 
Both  these  articles  much  the  worse 

For  their  journey  down,  as  you  maj  suppose  ; 
But  one  so  devilish  rank—"  (Mdi  curse  !" 

Said  the  Lord  Chief  Imp^  and  held  hi«  noise. 

"  Ho,  ho  1 "  quoth  he,  "  I  know  ftill  well 

"  From  whom  these  two  stray  matters  fell  j'*  — 

Tlivn,  casting  away,  with  Loathful  fthmg, 

Tbe*  nncleaner  waif  (as  he  would  a  drug 

The'  Invisible's  own  dark  band  had  inix'd), 

His  gaze  on  the  other  '  Griii  he  iSxM, 

And  tryinj3[,  though  mischief  laughed  in  hia  eye, 

To  be  moral,  because  of  the  t/oun<f  imps  by, 

**  What  a  pity  I"  he  critxi  — "  so  fresh  it*  gloai, 

"  So  long  preserv'd — 'tis  a  public  loss! 

"  Thif  comes  of  a  man,  the  careless  blockhead, 

*■*■  Keeping  hia  character  in  his  pocket ; 

**  And  there- — without  considering  w lie t her 

**  There's  room  for  *hat  and  bis  gains  togetber — 

**  Cramming,  and  cramming,  and  cramming  away, 

"  Till — out  alipc  charaeter  some  fine  day  I 

**  However** — and  here  he  view'd  it  round  — 

*'  This  article  still  may  pass  fur  sound 

**  Some  flaws,  soon  patched,  some  stains  are  all 

''  The  harm  it  has  had  in  ita  luckless  fall. 

"  Here,  Puck  I " — and  hecaird  to  one  of  his  train  — 

"  The  owner  may  have  this  back  again. 

"  Though  damag'd  tor  ever,  if  ua'd  with  skill, 

"  It  may  serve,  perhapa,  to  trade  on  still ; 

**  Though  tbe  gem  can  never,  as  once,  be  aet, 

"  It  wiU  do  for  a  Torj  Cablowt'* 


I  H-fc^o. 


HOW  TO  WRITE  BY  PROXY. 

QuJ  factt  p«r  allum  fiicU  per  •«. 

'Moxo  our  neighbours,  the  French,  lo  the  good  olden 
time 
When  Nobility  flourish 'd,  great  Barons  and  Dukes 
Ol^en  set  up  for  authors  in  prose  and  in  rhyme. 
But  ne'er  took  tbe  trouble  to  write  their  own 
books. 

Poor  devils  were  found  to  do  this  for  their  betters ;  — 

A  ad  one  day,  a  Bishop,  addressing  a  Blue, 
Said,  **Ma*am,  have  you  read  my  new  Puitoral 
Letters  ?  *' 
To  which  the Bfiie answered —"No,  Bishop, have 
you  f  " 

The  same  is  now  done  by  tmr  pnTileg*d  class  ; 

And,  to  show  you  bow  simple  (he  process  it  needs, 
If  a  great  Maj  or- General  ^  wishes  to  pass 

For  an  author  of  History,  thus  he  proceeds:  — 

First,  scribbling  his  own  stock  of  notions  as  well 
As  be  can,  with  a^ooi^-ixuill  that  claims  him  a^  kiti. 

He  settles  bis  neckcloth — takes  snuff — rings  the  bell. 
And  yiiwuinglj^  orders  a  Subaltern  in. 

The  Subaltern  comes ^ sees  his  General  seated, 

In  all  the  self-glory  of  authorship  swelling;  — 
**  There,  look,"  saith  his  Lordship,  **  Jly  work  is 
completed,  — 
"  It  wants  nothing  now,  but  the  grammar  and 
spelling/' 

Well  used  to  a  breach^  the  brave  Snballem  dreads 
Awkward  breaches  of  syntax  a  hundred  times 
more  j 
And,  though  often  condemn'd  to  see  breaking  of 


He  had  ne'er  seen  such  breaking  of  Priseian*a 
before. 

However,  the  job*s  sure  to  patf  —  that's  enough-^ 
So,  to  il  he  sets  with  bis  tinkering  hammer, 

Convinc'd  that  there  never  was  job  half  so  tough 
A^  the  mending  agreatMajor-Oeneral'sgrammar. 

But,  lo,  a  fresh  puixlement  starts  up  to  view — 
New  toil  for  the  Sub — fur  the  Lord  new  expense : 

'Tis  diJicoveFd  that  mending  bis  fframmar  wo*n*tdo, 
As  the  Subaltern  also  must  find  him  in  tms€  J 


1  Or  IJcuUiiiiil^aiMra],  as  II  mtr  lisppni  lo  be. 


I 


I 
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At  bst— even  this  is  achieTed  by  bis  ntd  j 

Friend  Subaltern  pockets  thccash  and— the  story ; 

Drums  be^l — ihe  new  Grand  March  of  Intellect*s 
play'd  — 
And  oW  struts  my  Lord,  the  Hiatorko,  In  glory ! 


IMITATION  OF  THE  IN  FEB  NO  OF  DANTE. 


'  Coil  nuft  Qiito  elf  npHrltl  mnli 
IX  %iu\,  di  lit  dl  gill,  (11  tu  ill  m 


Infrriw,  canto  h. 


I  TOitK'D  my  Steps,  and  lo,  a  shadowy  throng 
Of  ghfJiUs  came  fluttering  tow'pds  me — blown  along, 
Liki!  coekchttrers  in  high  autumnal  storms* 
By  many  a  fitful  gust  that  through  their  forrna 
Whistled^  as  on  ihey  came*  wiili  whtnezy  putl!, 
And  puff'd  &s — though  they'd  never  puff  cuough, 

**  Whence  and  what  are  ye?"  pitying  1  Inquired 
Of  these  poor  ghosts^  who,  latler'd,  ttwir,  and  tir'd 
With  such  eternal  puffing,  frcarce  could  stand 
Od  their  lean  legs  while  answering  my  demand. 
"  Wconce  were  authors" — thus  the  Sprite,  who  led 
TJiis  tag-rag  regiraeut  of  spectrejf,  said^ 
''  Atithors  of  every  sex,  male,  feuiule,  neuter, 
**  WhOt  early  sniit  with  love  of  praise  and — pewter^  ^ 
**  Oa  C^— Ib^-u's  -  shelves  first  saw  the  light  of  day, 

**  In  ^ *s  puffs  exhal'd  mir  lives  away — 

"  Like  summer  windmills,  dooiu*d  to  dusty  peace, 
"  When  the  brisk  gales,  that  lent  them  motion  cease. 
♦*  Ah,  little  knew  we  then  what  ills  await 
"  Miicb-lauded  scribblers  in  their  after  state; 
"  Bepuff'd  OTi  earth — how  loudly  Str^ — t  can  tell  — 
"  And,  dire  reward,  now  doubly  puffed  in  hell  i " 

Touched  with  ccmpaasion  for  bis  ghastly  crew, 
W^  hose  ribs,  even  now,  the  hollow  wind  simg  through 
In  mournful  pro^e,^ — such  prose  as  Eosa*»^  ghost 
Still  at  the'  aceustonfd  honr  of  eggs  and  toast, 
Sighs  through  the  columns  of  the  M — rn — ^  P — U — 
Pensive  I  tuni'd  lo  weep,  when  he,  who  stood 
Foremost  of  all  that  flatulential  brood. 
Singling  a  «A<'-gho6t  from  the  party*  said, 
"  Allow  me  to  present  Miss  X,  Y,  Z-,* 
**  One  of  our  httcr'd  nymphs — excuse  the  pun  — 
"  AVho  gain'd  a  name  on  earth  by — having  none  ; 
'*  And  whose  initials  would  immortal  be, 
"  Ibd  she  hut  learnM  thosfj  plain  onei,  A*  B*  C, 


'  Thi!  claMiicnl  term  for  monoy. 

t  Thf-  rcJkder  m*y  *lil  up  thlj  gap  wtth  wnf  one  ofthe  diitfft- 
intiic  pabSUhfTi  of  Lontlon  thut  t>ct:ur»  tu  him. 

*  ttota  MjiilMa,  who  woa  for  manf  jeart  the  writer  of  ttt* 
priUUcal  article!  In  the  jourrvn)  AltiKh^l  tn,  and  wh&M  uptrU 
•tiU  accma  lo  prvflide  —  **  tTguat  Ro«a  "  —  ovi^r  Ui  |»acca. 


**  Yon  smirking  ghoit,  like  muniiny  dry  r 
**  Wrapp'd  in  his  own  dead  rhymes  —  fit 

sheet  — 
"Still  marvels  much  that  not  a  90til  «lioiild  care 
**  One  single  pin  to  know  who  wrote  •  Maj  F«ir  j*—  I 
**  While  this  young  gentleman,"  (ber^e  fortli  1r  [ 

drew 

A  dandy  spectre^  pu^d  quite  through  aoti  tliraoflw  I 
As  though  his  ribs  were  an  .^otian  Ijre 
For  the  old  Row's  soft  tnttU^-winds  lo  iospiir,) 
"  Tbis  modest  genius  brearh*d  ooe  wish  alti&e^ 
*^  To  have  bis  volume  read,  himself  unknowei 
"  But  different  far  the  course  his  glory  tCKik, 
"  AU  knew  the  author,  and — none  read  the  book 

"  Behold,  in  yonder  ancient  figure  of  fua, 

**  Who  rides  the  blast,  Sir  J — ^n — h  B — rr — t — n  j — 
*'  In  tricks  to  raise  the  wind  hia  life  was  spent, 
"  And  now  the  wind  returns  the  complimenl. 
**  This  lady  here,  the  Earl  of  — — 's  sister, 
**  Is  a  dead  novelist ;  and  this  is  Misti*r — 
"  Beg  pardon  —  Honimrabk  Mister  L — at — r, 
**  A  gentleman  who,  some  weeks  since,  oame  ftvir 
"  Iti  a  smarr  puff  (wind  S*  S.  E.)  to  Dover, 
**  Yonder  behind  ns  lirajw  young  Vivian  Grey, 
**  Whose  life,  poor  y  outh,was  long  since  blown  a  wajE;^ 
"  Like  a  torn  paper-kite,  on  which  the  wind 
"  No  further  purchase  for  a  puff  can  find,'* 

**  And  thou  thyself" — herc,'anxioua,  I  exchiimM  — 
"  Tell  us,  good  ghost,  how  thou, thyself,  art  naan'd," 
'*  Me.  Sir  I"  he  blushing  cried — **  Ah,  there  a  the 

rub — 
"  Know,  then — a  wniter  once  at  Brooka*«  CJtih, 
"  A  waiter  still  I  might  have  long  remain'd, 
^  And  long  the   club-room's  jokt^s   and   glaasca 

drain'd ; 
''  But.  ah,  in  luckkM  boar,  this  last  I>eo«mbsr, 
^'  I  wrote  a  book  ^,  and  Colbnra  dubb'd  me  *  Meoi^ 

her*— 
"  *  Member  of  Brooks's  1* — ob  Promethean  pofl^ 
"  To  what  wiltibou  exalt  even  kitehen*stuff ! 
*^  With  cmms  of  gossip,  caught  from  dining  wiu, 
"  And  haif-heard  jokes,  beqneath'd,    like   half- 
chew 'd  bits, 
*•  To  Ik?,  each  night,  the  waiter's  perquisite*  i — 
*♦  With  such  ingredients,  terv'd  up  oft  before, 
"  But  with  fresh  fudge  and  fiction  gumishM  o*ert 
"  I  managed,  for  some  weeks,  to  dose  the  town, 
^*  TUl  fresh  reserves  of  nonsense  ran  me  down  \ 


4  Hoi  the  cbarmtag  L.  C.  1^ 
whoM^  poetry  !■  amofig  the  moal 

*  "  Hlitory  of  the  Cluh«  of 
Meoibttr  of  0raoki's.** 


I  \m.  Mn.  r.  n. 
M  b9  *'  a 


I 


^ 


1 

^^^^^ 

■ 
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* 

*'  And,  ready  still  even  waiters^  souls  to  damD, 

And,  proving  Samson's  story  true,                         i 

"  The  Devil  but  rang  his  beli,  and  —  here  I  mm; — 

She  lost  her  vigour  with  her  queue. 

■ 

• 

**  Yes^-'  Coming  w/i»  Sir/  once  my  favoiinte  cry. 

"  ExchaQg'd  for  *  Coating  down^  Sir/  here  am  I!  ** 

Parties  are  much  like  fish,  *im  said  — 

! 

The  tail  directs  them,  not  the  head} 

Scarce  had  the  spectre's  lips  these  word*  let  drop> 

Then,  how  could  antf  party  fail,                                ' 

When»  lo,  a  breeze— such  as  from 's  shop 

That  steer'd  its  coarse  by  B— tb— «t*s  tail  ? 

Blows  in  the  vernal  hour,  when  puffs  prevail. 

Not  Murut's  plume,  through  Wagram's  fight, 

And  speeds  the  *A^i?/j»  and  swells  the  Inggingsale — 

E'er  shed  such  guiding  glories  from  it, 

1 

' 

Took  the  poor  waiter  rudely  in  the  poop, 

As  erst*  in  all  true  Tories'  sight. 

And,  whirling  him  and  all  bis  grisly  group 

Elax'd  from  our  old  Colonial  eomet  I 

Of  litemry  gbosts^Miss  X.  Y.  2.— 

If  you,  my  Lord,  a  Bashaw  were, 

The  nameless  author,  better  known  than  read~^ 

(As  W^ll^gt— n  will  be  anon) 

■ 

^^ 

Sir  Jo. —  the  Honourable  Mr.  L— st — ^r, 

Thou  might's!  have  had  a  tail  to  spare  j 

I 

H 

And,  last,  not  leasts  Lord  Nobody's  twin-siater— 

But  no,  alas,  tbou  hadst  but  one. 

■ 

V 

Blew  them,  ye  gods,  w  ith  aU  their  prose  and  rhymes 

And  that  —  like  Troy,  or  Babylon, 

■ 

r 

And  sin*  about  them,  far  into  those  climes 

A  tale  of  other  limes —  is  gone  1 

F 

•*  WhercPeter  pitched  his  waistcoat '  "  in  old  times, 

Yet  —  weep  ye  not,  ye  Tories  true  — 

• 

Leaving  me  much  in  doubt,  as  on  I  prest, 

Fate  has  not  yet  of  all  bereft  na  j 

With  my  great  master,  through  this  rcaim  iinblest, 

Though  thus  deprived  of  B — th — 8t*8  qmeue^ 

1 

Whether  old  Nick  or  C— lb— q  puffs  the  best. 

Wv\e  E — b — h's  curbs  still  left  us  ;  — 
Sweet  curlst  fVom  which  young  Love,  so  Ticioni, 
Hii  shots,  as  from  nine- pounders,  issues  ; 
Grand,  glorions  curls,  which,  in  debate, 

1 

1 

SurchargM  with  all  a  nation's  fate^ 

1 

His  Lordship  shakes,  as  Homer*fi  God  did, ' 

LAMENT  FOR  THE  LOSS  OF  LORD 

And  oft  in  thundering  talk  comes  near  him  j — 

B— TB— STS  TATT*,« 

Except  that,  there,  the  speaker  nodded, 
And.  h*;re,  'tis  only  those  who  bear  him. 

i 

Als*  in  again  ^  nalook'd  for  bliss  t 

Long,  long,  ye  ringlets,  on  the  soil 

■ 

Yet,  ah,  one  adjunct  still  we  miss;  — 

Of  that  fat  cranium  may  ye  flourish. 

■ 

One  tender  tie,  attached  so  long 

With  plenty  of  Macassar  oil, 

I 

To  the  same  head^  through  right  and  wrong. 

Through  many  a  year  your  growth  to  nourish ! 

1 

Vn\y,  B— th— St,  why  didst  thou  cut  off 

And,  ah,  should  Time  too  soon  nnsheath 

■ 

That  memorable  tail  of  thine  ? 

His  barbarous  shears  such  locks  to  sever, 

Why  ^  as  if  one  was  not  enough  — 

Still  dear  to  Tories,  even  in  death,                         ; 

Thy  pig-tie  with  tby  place  resign, 

Their  last,  loT*d  relics  we'll  bequeath, 

i 

And  thos,  at  once,  both  cut  and  run  f                    ' 

A  /hi ir* loom  to  our  sons  for  ever. 

m 

Atasi,  my  Lord,  'twas  not  well  done. 

m 

TwBS  not,  indeed  —  thoagh  sad  at  heart. 

■ 

From  office  and  its  sweets  to  part, 

Yet  hopes  of  coming  in  again, 

■ 

Sweet  Tory  hopes  !  beguil'd  our  pain  j 
Bat  thus  (o  miss  that  tail  of  thine, 

THE  CHERRlEa 

Through  long,,  long  years  our  rallying  sign  ^ 
As  if  the  State  and  all  its  powers 

A    FARJLBLE.^ 

1 

By  tenancy  m  iftil  were  ours  — 

I83B. 

To  see  it  thus  by  scissors  fall, 

See  those  cherries,  how  they  cover 

This  was  '*  the*  unkindest  cut  of  all  I " 

Yonder  sunuy  garden  wall ;  — 

^^^^ 

I       It  seem*d  as  thoagh  the*  ascendant  day 

Had  they  not  that  network  over. 

■ 

H  Of  Toryism  had  paas'd  away, 

Thieving  birds  would  eat  them  all. 

F^ 

1  A  D^nifiifur  mWmUm  to  the  old  Mytng.  "NiacmlLetbe. 

1  **  ShAkes  hi*  itnbroilal  cvrlt,  wd  flvM  U)«  i»»t  " 

■ 

pmd  H— LU  wherv  Prior  |>ifcdl^d  his  wAlticoat/* 

Pom'i  Himtfr. 

■ 

I 

t  Tbft  noble  Lord.  11  Is  vrll  known,  nvt  off  thU  niieli- 

«  WHttsu  daring  ih«  late  liUriuiiou  cm  tbn  Te«t  ssid  Cor- 

■ 

H 

rtflMtCliid  SfpeiMlife,  on  his   retirement   Trom  *:)fllco  MMatt 

pofBtloD  ArU. 

1 

k 

mmllii  sdiee. 

1 

1 

1 

^ 
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So,  to  guard  oar  posts  and  pensions, 

Ancient  sages  woye  a  net. 
Through  whose  holes,  of  small  dimensions. 

Only  certain  knayes  can  get 

Shall  "we  then  this  network  widen  ? 

Shall  we  stretch  these  sacred  holes, 
Through  which,  even  already,  slide  in 

Lots  of  small  dissenting  souls  ? 

"  God  forbid  I"  old  Testy  crieth  ; 

"  God  forbid  I  **  so  echo  I ; 
Eyery  rayenous  bird  that  flieth 

Then  would  at  our  cherries  fly. 

Ope  but  half  an  inch  or  so. 

And,  behold,  what  bevies  break  in ;  — 
Ileret  some  curst  old  Popish  crow 

Pops  his  long  and  lickerish  beak  in ; 

Here,  sly  Arians  flock  unnumbered. 
And  Socinians,  slim  and  spare, 

Who,  with  small  belief  encumber'd, 
Slip  in  easy  any  where ;  — 

Methodists,  of  birds  the  aptest, 
Where  there's  pecking  going  on  j 

And  that  water-fowl,  the  Baptist — 
All  would  share  our  fVuits  anon ; 

Eyery  bird,  of  eyery  city. 

That,  for  years,  with  ceaseless  din. 
Hath  reyers'd  the  starling's  ditty. 

Singing  out  "  I  can't  get  in." 

"  God  forbid  I "  old  Testy  snivels  ; 

"God  forbid  1"  I  echo  too; 
Rather  may  ten  thousand  d-v-ls 

Seize  the  whole  voracious  crew ! 

If  less  costly  fruit  wo'n't  suit  'em, 
Hips  and  haws,  and  such  like  berries, 

Curse  the  cormorants !  stone  'em,  shoot  'em. 
Any  thing  —  to  save  our  cherries. 


STANZAS  WRITTEN  IN  ANTICIPATION 
OF  DEFEAT.  > 

1828. 

Go  seek  for  some  abler  defenders  of  wrong, 
If  we  must  run  the  gauntlet  through  blood  and 
expense ; 

>  During  the  discuMion  of  the  Catholic  question  in  the 
House  of  Common!  lost  >e«iion. 

*  This  rhyme  U  more  for  the  ear  than  the  eye,  at  the  car- 
penter'i  tool  it  ipelt  auger. 


Or,  Goths  as  ye  are,  in  your  multitude  strong. 
Be  content  with  success,  and  pretend  not  toaense. 

If  the  words  of  the  wise  and  the  gen'rous  are  vain. 
If  Truth  by  the  bowstring  must  yield  up  her 
breath, 

Let  Mutes  do  the  office— and  spare  her  the  pain 
Or  an  In — ^gl — s  or  T — ^nd — ^1  to  talk  her  to  death. 

Chain,  persecute,  plunder — do  all  that  you  will — 
But  save  us,  at  least,  the  old  womanly  lore 

Of  a  F—  St — r,  who,  dully  prophetic  of  ill. 
Is,  at  once,  the  two  instruments,  auoub<  and 

BORE. 

Bring  legions  of  Squires — if  they'll  only  be  mute — 
And  array  their  thick  heads  against  reason  and 
right, 
Li)ce  the  Roman  of  old,  of  historic  repute,  > 

Who  with  droves  of  dumb  animals  carried  the 
fight; 

Pour  out,  from  each  comer  and  hole  of  the  Court, 
Your  Bedchamber  lordlings,your  salaried  slaves, 

Who,  ripe  for  all  job-work,  no  matter  what  sort. 
Have  their  consciences  tack'd  to  their  patents 
and  staves. 

Catch  all  the  small  fry  who,  as  Juvenal  sings. 
Are  the  Treasury's  creatures,  wherever  they 
swim  ;♦ 
With  all  the  base,  time-serving  toadies  of  Rings, 
Who,  if  Punch  were  the  monarch,  would  wor- 
ship even  him ; 

And  while,  on  the  one  side,  each  name  of  renown. 

That  illumines  and  blesses  our  age  is  combin'd; 

While  the  Foxes,  the  Pitts,  and  the  Cannings  look 

down. 

And  drop  o'er  the  cause  their  rich  mantles  of 

Mind; 

Let  bold  Paddy  H — Imes  show  his  troops  on  the 
other, 
And,  counting  of  noses  the  quantum  desir'd, 
I^t  Paddy  but  say,  like  the  Gracchi's  fam'd  mother, 
"  Come  forward,  my  jewels" — 'tis  all  that's  re- 
quir'd. 

And  thus  let  your  farce  be  enacted  hereafter — 
Thus  honestly  persecute,  outlaw,  and  chain  ; 

But  spare  even  your  victims  the  torture  of  laughter. 
And  never,  oh  never,  try  reasoning  again  ! 

'  Fabius,  who  lent  drovet  of  bullocks  against  the  enemy. 
4  Res  Flsci  est,  ublaimque  natat.  —  Jutkmal. 
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OBE  TO  THE  WOODS  AND  FORESTS. 

BY    ONE   OF   THE    BOARD. 

1838. 

Let  other  bards  to  groves  repair. 

When;  lioDtfts  strain  their  tuncfiil  ibroats^ 

Mine  be  llie  Woods  aod  Forests,  Trhere 
The  Treasary  pours  Ita  Sweeter  notes. 

No  whisperiDg  winds  have  charms  for  me, 
Nor  lepbyrs  halmy  si^lis  I  ask  ; 

To  raise  the  T^ind  for  Royalty- 
Be  ill  our  Sylvan  z€phyr*s  task  ! 

And,  'stead  of  crystal  brooks  and  floodi. 

And  all  Buch  vulgar  irrigation. 
Let  Gallic  rhino  through  our  Woods 

DiTcrt  ita  **  course  of  liquid -ation,*' 

Ah,  surely^  Virgil  knew  full  well 
What  Woods  and  Forests  ought  to  be, 

When,  sly,  h«  introduc'd  in  htll 

His  guiuca-plaat,  his  bullion -tree  :  -*  ' 

Nor  see  I  why,  some  foture  day, 
When  short  of  cash,  we  should  not  send 

Oar  H^ — rr^  down — he  knows  the  way  — 
To  see  if  Woods  in  hell  will  lend. 

Long  may  ye  flourish,  sylvan  haants. 
Beneath  whose  ^*  branches  of  expense" 

Our  gracious  K g  gets  all  he  wants, — 

Except  a  little  taste  aud  sense. 

I^ong,  in  your  golden  shade  reclia'dt 
Like  him  of  fair  Armida's  bowers, 

3Iay  W — LI — u  some  u^ocJ-nymph  find. 
To  cheer  his  dozenth  lustruiu's  hours  y 

To  rest  from  toil  the  Great  Untaught* 
And  soothe  the  panjjs  his  warlike  braiu 

Must  suffer,  when,  unus'd  to  thought, 
It  tries  to  think,  and — tries  in  vain. 

Oh  long  may  Woods  and  Forests  be 
Freserv'd,  in  all  their  teeming  graces.. 

To  shelter  Tory  bards,  like  me, 

Who  take  delight  in  Sylvan  /i^ocm/* 


'  r«ll«t]  bj  Virglil  boUnlcalljr,  '^tpedrt  aurl  rrond«nt1i/' 

i         Tu  ficAi,  at  tUrm,  ut  ampin  t&ca  ■ 

Ovin. 

^  TbeM  tonei  w«re  mfffuted  bj  the  reaull  ni  th^  riarr 


STANZAS  FROM  THE  BANKS  OF 
THE  SHANNON.  J 

**  Tnke  back  the  rlrgfn  p-iRe." 

Mao  he' J  Irith  MHadfft. 

No  longer,  dear  V — sey,  feel  hurt  and  uneasy 
At  hearing  it  said  by  thy  Treasury  brother, 

That  thou  art  a  sheet  of  blank  paper,  my  V^sey, 
And  he,  the  dear  innocent  placeman,  another.  '* 

For,  lo,  what  a  service  we,  Irish,  have  done  thee  ;^ 
Thou  now  art  a  sheet  of  blauk  paper  no  more  ; 

By  St.  Patrick,  we've  scrawl'd  such  a  lesson  upon 
thee 
As  never  was  scrawl'd  upon  foolscap  before. 

Come — ^on  with  your  spectacles,  noble  Lord  Duke, 
(Or  0*Connell  has  gretn  ones  he  haply  would 
lend  you,) 
Read  V — §ey  alt  o'er  (as  yoa  can't  read  a  book) 
And  improve  by  the  lesson  we,  bog* trotters,  send 
you ; 

A  lesson,  in  laige  Roman  characters  traced. 
Whose  awfhl  impressious  from  you  and  your 
kin 

Of  btank-fiheeted  statesmen  will  ne  er  be  efiac*d  — 
Unless,  'stead  of  jti<i/>cr,  youVe  nacre  aa^cM*  skin, 

ShaE  I  help  you  to  construe  it  7  ay,  by  the  Goda, 
Could  I  risk  a  translation,  you  shouid  have  a  rare 
one ; 
But  pen  against  sabre  is  desperate  odds. 

And  you,  my  Lord  Duke  (as  you  hinied  0D0e)» 
wear  one. 

Again  and  again  I  say,  read  V — ^eey  o'er  \ — - 
You  will  lind  him  worth  all  the  old  scrolls  0(f 
papyrus, 
That  Egypt  e*er  fiird  with  nonsensical  lore, 
Or  the  learned  Cbampollioo  e*er  wrote  of,  to 
tire  us. 

All  blank  as  he  was,  weVe  returned  him  on  hand. 

Scribbled  o'er  with  a  warning  to  Princes  and 

Dukes, 

Whose  plain,  simple  drift  if  they  M'ti'wV  understand. 

Though  caressed  at  St.  James's,  they're  fit  for 

Sl  Luke's. 


derlion.  ill  thei  jresr  IB9it  when  the  Rlftit  Hoiwurvbla  W. 

Ve§ey  Fltigtrald  w«i  rc]«eted,  snd  Mr.  O'Connetl  rcturovd. 

*  Some  expr<>^ii«Joiit  to  thit  purport.  In  «  puMliliid  Ifltlcrof 

o>n«  or  thne  geotlrinAa,  had  then  proaii^Ml  a  good  dMl  of 
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Talk  of  leayes  of  the  Sibyls!  —  more  meaning  con- 
vey'd  is 

In  one  single  leaf  such  as  now  we  haye  spell'd  on. 
Than  e*er  hath  been  utter*d  by  all  the  old  ladies 

That  ever  yet  spoke,  from  the  Sibyls  to  Eld — ^n. 


THE  ANNUAL  PU.L. 

Supposed  to  be  sung  by  Old  Prost,  the  Jew,  in  the 
character  of  Major  C— rtw— oht. 

ViLL  nobodies  try  my  nice  Annual  PiU, 

Dat's  to  purify  eyery  ting  nashty  avay  ? 
Pless  ma  heart,  pless  ma  heart,  let  me  say  yat  I  vill, 

Not  a  Chrishtian  or  Shentleman  minds  yat  I  say  I 
'Tis  so  pretty  a  bolus  I  — just  down  let  it  go, 

And,  at  yonce,  such  a  radical  shange  you  y ill  see, 
Dat  Fd  not  be  surprish'd,  like  de  horse  in  de  show. 

If  your  heads  all  yere  found,  yere  your  tailsh 
ought  to  be  ! 
Vill  nobodies  try  my  nice  Annual  Pill,  &c 

'Twill  cure  all  Electors,  and  purge  away  clear 

Dat  mighty  bad  itching  deyVe  got  in  deir  hands — 
*Twill  cure,  too,  all  Statesmen,  of  dulness,  ma  tear, 
Though  the  case  yas  as  desperate  as  poor  Mister 
Van's. 
Dere  is  nothing  at  all  yat  dis  Pill  yill  not  reach — 
Give  the  Sinecure  Shentleman  von  little  grain, 
Pless  ma  heart,  it  vill  act,  like  de  salt  on  de  leech, 
And  he'll  throw  de  pounds,  shillings,  and  pence, 
up  again  I 
Vill  nobodies  try  my  nice  Annual  PiU,  &c. 

'Twould  be  tedious,  ma  tear,  all  its  peauties  to  paint — 

But,  among  oder  tings  fundamentally  wrong, 
It  yill  cure  de  ProadPottom  » — a  common  complaint 

Among  M.  P.'s  and  weavers  —  from  sitting  too 
long, 
Should  symptoms  ofspeeching  preak  out  on  a  dunce 

(Vat  is  often  de  case),  it  vill  stop  de  disease, 
And  pring  avay  all  de  long  speeches  at  vonce, 

Dat  else  vould,  like  tape-worms,  come  by  degrees ! 

Vill  nobodies  try  my  nice  Annual  PHI, 
Dat*s  to  purify  every  ting  nashty  avay  ? 

Pless  ma  heart,  pless  ma  heart,  let  me  say  vat  I  vill, 
Not  a  Chrishtian  or  Shentleman  minds  vat  I  say  I 


•  Meaning,  I  presume.  Coalition  Administrations. 
«  Written  after  heorinK  a  celebrated  speech  in  the  House  of 
Ix>rdt,  June  10.  1828,  when  the  motion  in  favour  of  Catholic 


"  IF  "  AND  "  PERH  APa-  « 

Oh  tidings  of  freedom  !  oh  accents  of  hope ! 

Waft,  waft  them,  ye  zephyrs,  to  Erin's  bine  set, 
And  refresh  with  their  sounds  every  son  of  the  Pope, 

From  Dingle-a-cooch  to  far  Donaghadee. 

**  TjT mutely  the  slave  will  endure  and  obey, 
**  Norclankinghis  fetters,  nor  breathing  Ills  psias, 

"  His  masters,  perhapsj  at  some  far  distant  day, 
"  May  think  (tender  tyrants  I)  of  loosening  his 
chains." 

Wise  "  if"  and  "  perhaps ! " — precious  salve  for 
our  wounds. 
If  he,  who  would  rule  thus  o'er  manacled  motes, 
Could  check  the  free  spring- tide  of  Mind,  that  re- 
sounds. 
Even  now,  at  his  feet,  like  the  sea  at  Canate*s. 

But,  no,  'tis  in  ^'ain-^  the  grand  impulse  is  given 

Man  knows  his  high  Charter,  and  knowing  will 
claim ; 
And  if  ruin  mitst  follow  where  fetters  are  riven. 
Be  theirs,  who  have  forg*d  them,  the  guilt  and 
the  shame. 

"  If  the  slave  will  be  silent !  —  vain  Soldier,  be- 
ware— 
There  is  a  dead  silence  the  wrong'd  may  assume. 
When  the  feeling,  sent  back  ft'om  the  lips  in  despair. 
But   clings   round   the   heart  with   a   deadlier 
gloom ;  — 

When  the  blush,  that  long  bum*d  on  the  suppliant*s 
cheek. 
Gives  place  to  the'  avenger's  pale,  resolute  hue  ; 
And  the  tongue,  that  once  threatened,  disdaining  to 
speak, 
Consigns  to  the  arm  the  high  office — to  do. 

7/*  men,  in  that  silence,  should  think  of  the  hour. 
When  proudly  their  fathers  in  panoply  stood. 

Presenting,  alike,  a  bold  front-work  of  power 
To  the  despot  on  land  and  the  foe   on   the 
flood: 

That  hour,  when  a  Voice  had  come  forth  from  the 
west. 
To  the  slave   bringing  hopes,  to    the    tyrant 
alarms; 


Emancipation,  brought  forward  by  the  Marquis  of  Lanadovne, 
was  rejected  bj  the  House  of  Lords. 


i 
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And  a  le«s<ni,  long  iMik'd  for,  was  taught  tbe  op- 

Give  me  the  Dukes  and  Lords,  who  go, 

1 

prett. 

Like  craba^  the  other  way. 

■ 

p 

That  kings  are  ua  dost  before  fireemeo  in  arm* ! 

Write  on,  write  on,  Stc 

* 

■ 

Iff  awfuller  still,  the  mute  slave  should  recall 

,  Even  now  I  fi^el  the  coming  light — 

That  dream  of  his  boyhood,  when   Freedoni*s 

Even  now,  could  Folly  lure 

sweet  day 

My  Lord  M— etc— sh— 1,  too,  to  write^ 

■ 

At  length  seem'd  to  break  through  a  long  night  of 

Emancipation's  sure. 

1 

.tbrall, 

By  geese  (we  read  in  history). 

■ 

And  Union  and  Hope  weat  abroad  in  its  ray ;  — 

Old  Rome  was  sav'd  from  ill ; 
And  now,  to  quii/s  of  geese,  we  see 

1 

If  Fancy  shonld  tell  him,  that  Day-spring  of  Good, 

Old  Rome  indebted  still. 

■ 

Though  swiftly  its  light  died  away  from  his 

Write  on,  write  on,  &c- 

chain. 

Though  durkly  it  set  in  a  nation's  best  blood, 

Writc,  write,  ye  Peers,  nor  stoop  to  style. 

1 

Now  wants  but  invokiog  to  ahioe  out  again  i  — 

Nor  beat  for  sense  about — 

Things,  little  worth  a  Noblc^B  while. 

If^ifn  1  aay  — breathing*  like  these  Bhould  come 

Yoti're  better  far  without. 

o*er 

Oh  necr,  since  asses  spoke  of  yore. 

The  chords  of  remembrance,  and  thrillt  as  they 

Such  miracles  were  done  ; 

come, 

For,  write  but  fonr  such  letters  more, 

M 

Then, /*er/wT/j*^  ay,  pcr/ici/j#— hut  I  dare  not  say 

And  Freedom's  cause  is  won  1 

1 

more  \ 
Thou  hast  wiird  that  thy  slaTea  should  be  mote— 

■ 

I  am  dumb. 

SONG  OF  THE  DEPARTING  SPIRIT  OF 
TJTHE. 

WRITE  ON,  WRITE  ON. 

*'  IIko  pajtlns  Geaiu*  U  irltb  ilgblng;  lenl."         Mtltom. 

A    UAIXAD, 

It  is  o*er,  it  is  o*er,  my  reign  is  o*er ; 
I  bt^ar  a  Voice,  from  shore  (o  shore, 

4 

Aljr.  <.^"  Bitep  oit,  Mietjt  on,  my  KtUktcfn  liaar." 

From  Dunfiinaghy  to  Baltimore, 

Anfl  it  fiuith,  in  sad,  parsonic  tone. 

Sidreto,  fnili-ei  A«I«L                    8t*  Fiamcu. 

**  tartMit  Tithe  and  Small  are  dead  and  gone  I  ** 

Write  on,  write  on,  ye  Barons  dear* 

Even  DOW,  I  behold  your  vanishing  wiogs, 

Ye  Dukes,  write  hard  and  fast ; 

Ye  Tenths  of  all  conceivable  things. 

The  ^ood  we've  sought  for  many  a  year 

Which  Adam  first,  as  Doctors  deem. 

^'our  quills  will  bring  at  Ia&L 

Saw^  in  a  sort  of  night -marc  dream, » 

1 

Oni*  ktter  more,  N— we — slle,  i>en 

After  the  feast  of  fruit  abborr*d  — 

\ 

To  match  Lord  K-^ny — tis  two^ 

First  indigestion  on  record  I — 

And  more  than  Irclaud'n  host  of  men, 

Ye  decimate  ducks,  ye  chosen  chicks;,                        i 

One  brace  of  Peers  will  do. 

Ye  pigs  which,  though  ye  be  Catholics* 

Write  on,  write  on,  ftc 

Or  of  Calvin's  most  select  deprav'd. 

In  the  Church  most  have  your  bacon  sav*d; — 

Sure,  never,  since  the  precious  use 

Ye  fields,  where  Lubfmr  counts  his  shcavea. 

1 

Of  pen  and  ink  began, 

And,  whatsoe'er  Aiflwiii^  believes. 

1 

Did  letters,  writ  by  fools,  produce 

Must  bow  to  the'  Estahlish*d  Church  belief. 

1 

Such  signal  gf>otl  to  man. 

l*hat  the  tenth  is  always  a  Protestant  sheaf  { — 

p 

Wliile  intellect,  *mong  high  and  low, 

Ye  calves,  of  which  the  man  of  Heaven 

It  marching  ©a,  they  tay, 

Takes  Iriah  tithe,  one  calf  in  seven  \* 

1 

1  A  revercTkd  iirebmdary  of  Her«rard,  In  «.n  VtMj  on  the 

*  "  The  itmlh  caIT  !■  due  to  thit  p«ricni  of  coauSflD  Httit  % 

1 

>rl.  **  TiiMta,** 

I 
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Te  tenths  of  rape,  hemp,  harley,  flax. 
Eggs  I,  timber,  milk,  fish,  and  bees'  wax  ; 
All  things,  in  short,  since  earth's  creation, 
Doom'd,  by  the  Church's  dispensation, 
To  suffer  eternal  decimation — 
I/eaving  the  whole  2a^-world,  since  then, 
Reduc'd  to  nine  parts  out  of  ten  ; 
Or — as  we  calculate  thefts  and  arsons — 
Just  ten  per  cent,  the  worse  for  Parsons  ! 

Alas,  and  is  all  this  wise  device 

For  the  saying  of  souls  thus  gone  in  a  trice  ? — 

The  whole  put  down,  in  the  simplest  way, 

By  the  souls  resolving  not  to  pay  ! 

And  even  the  Papists,  thankless  race. 

Who  have  had  so  much  the  easiest  case — 

To  pay  for  our  sermons  doom'd,  'tis  true, 

But  not  condemn'd  to  hear  them,  too — 

(Our  holy  business  being,  'tis  known. 

With  the  ears  of  their  barley,  not  their  own,) 

Even  th^  object  to  let  us  pillage. 

By  right  divine,  their  tenth  of  tillage. 

And,  horror  of  horrors,  even  decline 

To  find  us  in  sacramental  wine  I^ 

It  is  o'er,  it  is  o'er,  my  reign  is  o'er. 
Ah,  never  shall  rosy  Rector  more. 
Like  the  shepherds  of  Israel,  idly  eat. 
And  make  of  his  flock  "  a  prey  and  meat"' 
No  more  shall  be  his  the  pastoral  sport 
Of  suing  his  flock  in  the  Bishop's  Court, 
Through  various  steps,  Citation,  Libel  — 
Scriptures  all,  but  not  the  Bible ; 
Working  the  Law's  whole  apparatus. 
To  get  at  a  few  pre-doom'd  potatoes. 
And  summoning  all  the  powers  of  wig. 
To  settle  the  fraction  of  a  pig !  — 
Till,  parson  and  all  committed  deep 
In  the  case  of  "  Shepherds  versus  Sheep," 
The  Law  usurps  the  Gospel's  place. 
And,  on  Sundays,  meeting  face  to  face. 
While  Plaintiff  fills  the  preacher's  station, 
Defendants  form  the  congregation. 

So  lives  he.  Mammon's  priest,  not  Heaven's, 
For  tenths  thus  all  at  sixes  and  sevens. 
Seeking  what  parsons  love  no  less 
Than  tragic  poets  —  a  good  distress. 
Instead  of  studying  St,  Augustin, 
Gregory  Nyss.,  or  old  St  Justin 

I  Chaucer's  Plowman  comptaini  of  the  parish  rectors,  that 
"  For  the  tithing  of  a  duck. 
Or  an  apple  or  an  aye  (egg), 
Thejr  make  him  swear  upon  a  boke  ; 
Thui  thej  fouien  ChrUt's  fay." 

•  Among  tlM  tpacimeoa  laid  before  Parliament  of  the  sort 


(Booka  fit  only  to  hoard  dost  in). 

His  reverence  stints  his  evening  readings 

To  leam'd  Reports  of  Ti&e  Proceedingsi, 

Sipping,  the  while,  that  port  so  mddy. 

Which  forms  his  only  ancient  study ;  — 

Port  so  old,  you'd  swear  ito  tartar 

Was  of  the  age  of  Justin  Martyr, 

And,  had  he  sipp'd  of  such,  no  doubt 

His  martyrdom  would  have  been — to  gout. 

Is  all  then  lost  ? — alas,  too  true — 

Ye  Tenths  belov'd,  adieu,  adieu  1 

My  reign  is  o'er,  my  reign  is  o'er — 

Like  old  Thumb's  ghost,  '*  I  can  no  more.** 


THE  EUTHANASIA  OF  VAN. 

"  We  arc  told  that  the  bigots  are  growing  old  and  fast  wear- 
ing out.    If  it  l>e  so,  why  not  let  us  die  in  peace  ?  *' Lono 

BsxLBV'f  Lelier  to  Ike  Freehotdert  qf  Kent. 

Stop,  Intellect,  in  mercy  stop. 

Ye  curst  improvements,  cease ; 
And  let  poor  Nick  V — ns — tt — t  drop 

Into  his  grave  in  peace. 

Hide,  Knowledge,  hide  thy  rising  sun. 
Young  Freedom,  veil  thy  head ; 

Let  nothing  good  be  thought  or  done. 
Till  Nick  V— ns— tt— 4'8  dead  ! 

Take  pity  on  a  dotard's  fears. 

Who  much  doth  light  detest ; 
And  let  his  last  few  drivelling  years 

Be  dark  as  were  the  rest 

You,  too,  ye  fleeting  one-pound  notes. 

Speed  not  so  fast  away — 
Ye  rags,  on  which  old  Nicky  gloats, 

A  few  months  longer  stay.  ^ 

Together  soon,  or  much  I  err. 

You  both  fh>m  life  may  go — 
The  notes  unto  the  scavenger. 

And  Nick  —  to  Nick  below. 

Ye  Liberals,  whate'er  your  plan, 
Be  all  reforms  suspended ; 

of  Church  rates  leriedupon  Catholics  in  Ireland,  was  a  charg« 
of  two  pipes  of  port  for  sacramental  wine. 

3  Efckiel,  xxxiT.  10.  —  "  Neither  shall  the  shepherds  ferd 
themselves  any  more ;  for  I  will  deliver  my  flock  (ttrnk  their 
mouth,  that  they  may  not  be  meat  for  them.** 

<  Terlturc  paroere  charts. 
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Id  compliiiient  to  dear  old  Van^ 
Let  ooibing  bad  be  mended. 

Ye  Papistic  wliom  oppression  wrings. 

Your  cry  politely  cca^e, 
And  fret  your  hearts  to  fiddtc-BtriiDgs 

That  Van  may  die  in  peace. 

So  shall  be  TflTin  a  fame  Biiblirae 
By  few  old  rag-men  gain*d  ; 

Since  all  shall  own,  in  Nicky's  time, 
Nor  sense,  nor  justice  reign'd. 

So  shall  his  name  throagh  ages  past. 

And  dolt«  oDgotieQ  yet. 
Date  flrom  **  the  days  of  Nicholas,*' 

With  fond  and  sad  regret  | — 

And  sighing,  say,  **  Alas,  bad  be 
"  B<2en  sparM  from  Pluto's  bowers, 

"  The  blessed  reign  of  Bigotry 
'*  And  Rags  might  still  ha  ours  1 " 


TO  THE  REVEREND 


ONE   OF   THE    SIXTEEN    BEQUISITIONISTS    OF 
NOTTlNGILUr. 

Whjlt,  yoit,  too,  my  ••♦•••,  in  bashes  so  knowing. 
Of  sauces  and  soupa  Anstarchus  profest ! 

Ate  yout  too,  my  savoury  Bruns wicker,  going 
To  make  an  old  fool  of  yourself  with  the  rest? 

Far  better  to  iiiek  to  your  kitchen  receipts  ; 

And  —  if  you  want  something  to  tease — for  va- 
riety. 
Go  study  how  Ude,  in  bis  "  Cookery,"  treats 

Live  eels,  when  he  fits  tbem  for  polish'd  society. 

Just  snuggling  them  in,  'twixl  the  burs  of  the  fire. 
He  leaves  them  to  wriggle  and  writhe  on  the 
coals,  * 

In  a  manner  that  H— m^r  himself  would  admire. 
And  wish,  'stead  of  «/*,  they  were  Catholic  souls, 

ITde  tells  ui,  the  fish  little  suffering  feels ; 

While  Papists,  of  late,  have  more  sensiti  ve  grown  | 

'  Thn  *rT\\j  wajr,  Moniirtir  Utlo  asmr<<i  ut,  to  f ft  rid  of  tJw 
oil  to  objfctlQiiiable  In  till*  Aib. 

*  A  llvL-r  conipUint.  Th(»  ffToevma  by  which  the  lli>ert  of 
(SMtm;  Rr«  ciiUrgcd  fi>r  the  famou*  J*atJt§  dfjott  it*tir» 


Bo^  take  my  advice,  try  your  band  at  live  eels. 
And,  ftir  onc^,  let  the  other  poor  devils  alone. 

I  have  even  a  still  better  receipt  for  your  cook  — 
How  to  make  a  goose  die  of  confirmed  hepatitis;^ 

And,  if  youll,  for  once, /eZ/uitf- feelings  overlook, 
A  well'tortar'd  goose  a  most  capital  sight  is. 

First,  catch  him,  alive— > make  a  good  steady  fire  — 
Set  your  victim  before  it,  both  legs  being  tied, 

(As,  if  left  to  himiK-4f,  be  might  wish  to  retire,) 
And  place  a  large  bowl  of  rich  crtaiu  by  bis  side. 

There  roasting  by  Inches,  dry,  fever'd,  and  faint, 
Having  drunk  all  the  creamy  you  so  civilly  laid, 
oti; 

He  dies  of  as  charming  a  liver  complaint 

As  ever  sleek  parson  coidd  wish  a  pie  made  ot 

Besides,  only  think,  my  dear  one  of  Sixteen, 
What  an  emblem  this  bird,  for  the  epicure's  use 
meant. 
Presents  of  the  mode  in  which  Ireland  has  been 
Made  a  tit-bit  for  yours  and   yonr  brethren's 
amusemeat : 

Tied  do  WEI  to  the  stake,  while  her  limbs,  as  they 
quiver, 
A  slow  fire  of  lyraiuiy  wastes  by  degrees ^-^ 
No  wonder  disease  should  have  sweli'd  up  her  liver, 
No  wonder  you,  Gourmands,  should  love  her 
disease. 


IRISH  ANTIQUITIESl 

According  to  some  leam'd  opinions 
The  Iri?ih  once  were  Carthaginlaiifi  ; 
But,  trusting  to  more  late  dcseriptioui, 
I'd  rather  say  they  were  Egyptians. 
My  reason's  this :  —  tbe  Priests  of  Isis, 

When  forth  they  march'd  in  long  array, 
Em  ploy 'd,  'mong  other  grave  devices, 

A  Sacred  Ass  to  lead  the  way ;  ^ 
And  still  the  antiquarian  traces 

'Mong  Irish  Lords  this  Pagan  plan, 
For  still,  in  all  religious  cases. 

They  put  Lord  R — d — o  in  the  vbil 


*  To  UdI*  pmcttoe  tbc  utelcnt  sdifs  sUude*, 
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A  CURIOUS  FACT, 

The  present  I*0T<1  K — ny— n  (the  Peer  who  writes 

letters. 
For  wbich  the  waste-paper  folks  much  are  his 

debtors) 
Hath  ODe  littk*  oddity^  well  worth  reciting, 
Which  puzzltth  obsei'\'t^rs,  even  more  than  hii 

writing. 
Whenever  Lord  K— ny — n  doth  chance  to  behold 
A  cold  Apple-pic — m'lud,  the  pie  tuukI  be  cold*— 
His/<ordshlp  looks  solemn  (few  people  know  why). 
And  he  makes  a  low  bow  to  the  snid  apple-pie. 
Thb  idolatrotis  actj  m  so  ^*  vital  *'  a  Peer, 
I&t  by  most  serious  Protestanta,  thought  rather 

queer  — 
Pie-worship*  they  hold,  coming  under  the  head 
(Vide  CVusfifiw,  chap,  iv.)  of  the  Worship  of  Bread. 
Some  think  'tis  a  tribute,  as  author,  he  owet 
For  the  seTvicc  that  pie -crust  hath  done  to  his 

prose  i  — 
The  only  good  things  m  his  pages,  they  swear^ 
Being  those  thut  the  pastry-cook  sometimes  puts 

there- 
Othera  say,  Ws  a  homage,  through  pie-crust  con- 
veyed. 
To  our  Glorious  Deliverer**  much-honour*d  shade  ; 
As  that  Protestant  Hero  (or  Saint^  if  you  please) 
Was  as  fond  tif  cold  pie  as  he  was  of  green  peas,  * 
And  *tis  solely  in  loyal  remembrance  of  that, 
My  Lord  K, — ny-^ia  to  apple-pie  takes  off  his  hat 
While  others  aceouut  for  this  kind  salutatiim 
By  what  Tony  Lumpkin  calls  "  concateoation  v* — - 
A  certain  gCHjd'Will  tliat^  from  sympathy's  ties, 
'Twixt  old  Applt-^om^n  and  Oran^-m^n  lies. 

Hut  'lis  needless  to  add,  these  are  all  vague  sur- 

mises* 
For  thus,  we*re  assur'd,  the  whole  matter  arises : 
I>ord  K— ny— n's  respeeled  old  father  (like  manj 
He8[K'cled  old  fathers)  was  food  of  a  ponny  j 
And  lov'd  so  to  save-,  that — there's  not  the  least 

question  — 
Hi«  death  was  brought  on  by  a  bad  indigestion, 
From    cold   apple- pic -crust  his  Lardihip  would 

stuff  in, 
At  breakfast,  to  save  the  eitpense  of  hot  mulfia. 
Hence  it  is,  and  hence  only,  that  cold  apple-pies 
Are  beheld  by  his  Heir  with  such  reverent  eyes  — 


I  8m  tbc  nnc^dchtit,  whEch  the  DuchfJtt  of  Marllxjrougli 
rc-!Ut«t  In  tier  MLunnirt  of  th\%  polUe  hrro  appropriating  to 
btookielf  ant?  day^  at  d junior,  a  v^'ho'lc^  diih  of  greirii  peaa — tlto 
Irit  of  the  iejimn  —while  the  poor  l^rlpi»»»  Anne,  who  wfci 
Clrni  In  ft  longlnK  coDdltion,  tat  by,  vainly  eiitrf^atlng,  «Uh  her 
•fM,  Itaf  a  ihare. 


Just  as  honest  King  Stephen  his  beaver  mi^ht  doff 
To  the  fishes  that  carried  his  kmd  uncle  off  - — 
And  while /r/iaf  piety  urges  so  many  on, 
Tis  pureiJ/3/?fe-pie-ety  moves  my  Lord  K— -iij — n* 


I 


NEW-FASHIONED  ECHOES. 


sir, 

Mdit  of  fow  reftdert  arc,  no  doubt,  acqtmlntijd  «Ub  tbe 
anecdote  UM  of  a  eerlain,  \mX  avcT-yrm^  judge,  who,  wh<^a  in 
the  act  of  dellTering  a  charge  Co  taroe  country  court-booie, 
u  ai  iDt^rruptcd  hf  ihe  braijing  or  an  b««  at  tbe  door.  "  Wbiil 
noUe  i>  thai  ?  "  A«ked  the  ou^ry  Jadgie*  '*  Only  an  extraor- 
dinarf  fcAo  there  it  in  court,  my  Lord,"  ajiiwered  one  of  the 
countcl . 

At  there  arn  a  number  ot  tuch  "  extraordinary  «clioei  " 
abroad  just  now,  you  nlll  Dot,  perhapt,  bo  unwUlloe.  Vr. 
Editor^  to  receive  the  fDllowliig  few  linet  aug^ectcd  by  them. 
Yours,  &c. 

Hue  eoeaTnui ',  alt ;  nullftiua  Ifbentlm  ttnquam 
lletpmiiura  toao,  Coramixi*  retullt  echo. 

Ono, 


TH£tiE  are  echoes,  we  kncnr,  of  all  sorts, 
From  the  echo,  that  **6mm  in  the  dnle," 

To  the  **  airy-bnngued  babbler/'  that  sports 
Up  the  tide  of  the  torreui  her  '*  tale/* 

There  are  echoes  that  bore  im»  like  Bluet, 
With  the  JateBt  smart  nud  ihey  have  heard  ; 

There  are  echoes,  extremely  like  shrews. 
Letting  nobody  haTe  the  last  word. 

In  the  bogs  of  old*  Paddy -land,  too. 

Certain  ♦'  t4ileiiled"  echoes*  there  dwell. 

Who,  on  being  o^^kM*  **  How  do  yoa  do?*' 
Politely  reply,  **  Pretty  well." 

But  why  sfaotild  I  talk  any  more 

Of  jsnch  old-fashion*d  echoes  aa  these. 

When  Britaiu  has  new  one*  in  store. 
That  transcend  them  by  many  degrees  ? 

For,  of  all  repercussions  of  sound, 

Concerning  M-hich  burds  moke  a  pother, 

There's  none  like  that  happy  rebound 
When  one  blockhead  echoes  another;  — 


«  The  t«m«  prudent  prfTpenclty  etiaracteHiM  Ma 
ant,  wlio  ( OS  ti  well  known)  woold  iiol«t«a  fo  to  tlMnxi 
of  a  (llplithoiig  on  hit  fntber't  taonttiDCiii,  but  ImmI  tbe 
lion  »^ieil«d,  eeonitiTikalty,  thut:  —  *■  Moniam 

*  **  L*l  U«  form  €iiibt," 

*  CotmoioTily  caUt-U  *■  Paddy  Bialt«*i  Bcfeooi/ 


■ 

^ 

^ 
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When  K^ny — n  commences  the  bmy. 

And  the  Borough- Dtike  follows  his  track  ; 

INCANTATION. 

And  loudly  from  Dublin's  sweet  bay. 

1 

R — thd — oe  brays,  with  interest,  back ;  — 

Fftcm  Till  Miw  TmAOtDt  or  *'  rm  pucNtwicaBu," 

And  while,  oTmo^t  echoes  the  sound 

SCEN  E^PfUfna^  Piaim.  U  the  middle,  n  caJdr&n  bo4tmg. 

On  oar  car  by  reflection  doth  fall, 

These  Brunswickers  '  pass  the  bray  round. 

Ist  Brum.  —  Thbice  hath  scribbling  K — ny — n 

Without  aay  reflection  at  all. 

scrawPd, 
2d  Bntm. — Once  hath  fool  N^wc — ttle  bawl'd. 

Oh  Scott,  were  I  gifted  like  you. 

3rf  Brims,  —  B^xl — y  snores  :  - —  *ti8  time,  'tis 

Who  can  name  all  the  echoes  there  are 

time, 

From  Benvoirlich  to  bold  Ben-¥enue, 

1st  Bntnit.  —  Round  about  the  caldron  go  j 

From  Benledi  to  wild  IJamvar  *, 

In  the  poisonous  nonsense  throw» 
Bigot  spite,  that  long  hath  grown, 

I  might  track,  through  each  hard  Irish  name, 

Like  a  toad  within  a  stone, 

The  rebounds  of  this  asinine  strain. 

Sweltering  in  the  heart  of  Sc-^tt, 

Till  from  Neddy  to  Neddy,  it  came 

Boil  we  in  the  Brunswick  poL 

To  the  chif/  Neddy,  K — oy — u,  a^n  y 

AIL  —  Dribble,  dribble,  nonsense  dribble. 
Eld— n,  talk,  and  K — ny — n,  scribble. 

Might  tell  how  it  roar'd  in  R— thd— ne, 

2d  Brmu. — Slaver  from  N — wc — stle'a  quill 

How  from  D — ws— n  it  died  off  genteelly  — 

In  the  noisome  mesa  diitil, 

How  hollow  it  rung  from  the  crown 

Brimming  high  our  Brunswick  broth 

Of  the  fat*pated  Marquis  of  E— y ; 

Both  with  veiom  and  with  froth. 
Mile  the  brains  (though  apt  to  hash  ill. 

How,  on  hearing  iny  Lord  of  G e. 

Being  scant)  of  Lord  M^-ntc — shcl, 

Thistle -eaters,  the  stoutest,  gave  way, 

With  that  mally  stuff  which  Ch— nd— « 

m 

Outdone,  in  their  own  special  line, 

Drivels  as  no  other  man  does. 

^M 

By  the  forty-ass  power  of  his  braj  I 

Catch  (i,  e,  if  catch  you  can) 
One  idea,  spick  and  span. 

n 

But,  no  —  for  bo  humble  a  bard 

From  my  Lord  of  S— 1 — sb — y,— 

■ 

*Tis  a  subject  too  trying  to  touch  on  j 

One  idea,  though  it  be 

I 

Such  noblemen's  naoies  are  too  hard, 

SmaUer  than  the  "  happy  flea," 

■ 

And  their  noddles  too  soft  to  dwell  luuoh  oa. 

Which  hit  sire,  in  sonnet  terse, 
Wedded  to  itninortal  verse. ^ 

1 

Oh  Echo,  sweet  nymph  of  the  htll. 

Though  to  rob  the  son  is  sin. 

Of  the  dell,  and  the  deep-sounding  sbeWes  j 

Put  his  one  idea  In  ; 

If,  in  spite  of  Narcissus,  you  still 

And,  to  keep  it  company, 

Take  to  fools  who  are  charm'd  with  themselTes, 

Let  that  conjuror  W*^nch— Is^a 
Drop  but  Aa^f  another  there. 

Who  knows  but,  some  morning  retiring. 

If  he  hath  so  much  to  spare. 

To  walk  by  the  Trent's  wooded  side, 

Dreams  of  murders  aod  of  arsons, 

You  may  meet  with  N^wc— stle,  admiring 

Hatched  in  heads  of  Irish  parsons. 

His  own  lengthen'd  ears  in  the  tide  1 

Bring  from  every  hole  and  corner, 
Where  ferocious  priests*  like  H — ^rn — r, 

Or,  on  into  Cambria  straying, 

Piirely  for  religious  good. 

\ 

Find  K'— ny— n,  that  double-tongued  elf. 

Cry  aloud  for  Papist^s  blood. 

Ll 

In  his  loye  of  aM-ceudency,  braying 

Blood  for  W — Us,  and  such  old  women, 

^■■B          A  Brunswick  duet  with  binuelf  I 

At  their  ease  to  wade  and  swim  in. 

n 

1  Antt-Cathoyc  ouoclatkini,  under  tlto  tltJe  of  Bruntwkk 

**  Oh.  hjipftf.  hAprj,  hnppT  flf, 

1 

Cliibt,  were  At  iMi  time  becomlDg  numeroui  both  la  £ii^l4nd 

11  ]  were  >ou,  or  fou  were  h" 

1 

Or* 

1 

*  Alludltif  to  a  treU-knovrti  Ijrrl*?  coropojltion  of  th«  Liic 

»■  Oh,  happr,  h«PWr  happy  Ht*, 

1 

Manjuts.  whicb,  with  «  illfht  alttrmtlon.  might  be  addre»i«d 

ir  [  were  yon,  or  jmi  vrtm  mt  j 

«Lt]i«r  to  A  Aei  or  a  fly.    For  butuice : » 

But  ihice,  ftlai  r  that  cumot  b«. 

1 

L 

^^^ 

M  M. 
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AJL — ^Dribble,  dribble,  nonsense  dribble, 
B — ^xl — y,  talk,  and  K — ^ny — ^n,  scribble. 

3d  BntHM. —  Now  the  charm  begin  to  brew  ; 
Sisters,  sisters,  add  thereto 
Scraps  of  L— thbr — dge's  old  speeches, 
Mix*d  with  leather  from  his  breeches. 
Rinsings  of  old  B — xl — y*s  brains. 
Thickened  (if  you'll  take  the  pains) 
With  that  pulp  which  rags  create. 
In  their  middle,  nifmpha  state, 
Ere,  like  insects  frail  and  sunny. 
Forth  they  wing  abroad  as  money. 
There — the  Hell-broth  we*ve  enchanted — 
Now  but  one  thing  more  is  wanted. 
Squeeze  o'er  all  that  Orange  juice, 

C keeps  cork'd  for  use. 

Which,  to  work  the  better  spell,  is 

Coloured  deep  with  blood  of , 

Blood,  of  powers  far  more  various. 
Even  than  that  of  Januarius, 
Since  so  great  a  charm  hangs  o'er  it, 
England's  parsons  bow  before  it ! 

AU. — Dribble,  dribble,  nonsense  dribble, 
B — xl — ^y,  talk,  and  K — ^ny — ^n,  scribble. 

2d  Bruns. — Cool  it  now  with 's  blood. 

So  the  charm  is  firm  and  good.  [Exeunt 


HOW  TO  MAKE  A  GOOD  POLITICIAN. 

Whene'er  you're  in  doubt,  said  a  Sage  I  once 

knew, 
'Twixt  two  lines  of  conduct  which  course  to  pursue, 
Ask  a  woman's  advice,  and,  whate'er  she  advise. 
Do  the  very  reverse,  and  you're  sure  to  be  wise. 

Of  the  same  use  as  guides,  are  the  Brunswicker 

throng  ; 
In  their  thoughts,  words,  and  deeds,  so  instinctively 

wrong, 
That,  whatever  they  counsel,  act,  talk,  or  indite, 
Take  the  opposite  course,  and  you're  sure  to  be 

right 

So  golden  this  rule,  that,  had  nature  denied  you 
The  use  of  that  finger-post.  Reason,  to  guide  you — 
Were  you  even  more  doltish  than  any  given  man  is. 
More  sofl  than  N — wc — stle,  more  twaddling  than 

Van  is, 
rd  stake  my  repute,  on  the  following  conditions. 
To  make  you  the  soundest  of  sound  politicians. 

Place  yourself  near  the  skirts  of  some  high-flying 

Tory- 
Some  Brunswicker  parson,of  port-drinking  glory, — 


Watch  well  how  he  dines,  during  any  grest  Ques- 
tion— 
What  makes  him  feed  gaily,  what  spoils  his  diges- 
tion— 
And  always  feel  sure  that  his  joy  o'er  a  stew 
Portends  a  clear  case  of  dyspepsia  to  you. 
Read  him  backwards,  like  Hebrew — whatever  he 

wishes, 
Or  praises,  note  down  as  absurd,  or  pernicious. 
Like  the  folks  of  a  weather-house,  shifting  about. 
When  he's  out,  be  an  In — when  he's  tn,  be  an  Out 
Keep  him  always  revers'd  in  your  thoughts,  night 

and  day. 
Like  an  Irish  barometer  tum'd  the  wrong  way :  — 
If  he's  up,  you  may  swear  that  foul  weather  is 

nigh; 
If  he's  down,  you  may  look  for  a  bit  of  blue  sky. 
Never  mind  what  debaters  or  journalists  say. 
Only  ask  what  he  thinks,  and  then  think  t'other 

way. 
Does  he  hate  the  Small-note  Bill  ?  then  firmly  rely 
The  Small-note  Bill's  a  blessing,  though  you  don't 

know  why. 
Is  Brougham  his  aversion  ?  then  Harry's  your  man. 
Does  he  quake  at  O'Connell  ?  take  doubly  to  I>an. 
Is  he  all  for  the  Turks  ?  then,  at  once,  take  the 

whole 
Russian  Empire  (Czar,  Cossacks,  and  all)  to  yoor 

soul. 
In  short,  whatsoever  he  talks,  thinks,  or  is. 
Be  your  thoughts,  words,  and  essence  the  contrast 

of  his. 
Nay,  as  Siamese  ladies — at  least,  the  polite  ones — 
All  paint  their  teeth  black,  'cause  the  devil  has 

white  ones — 
If  ev'n,  by  the  chances  of  time  or  of  tide. 
Your  Tory,  for  once,  should  have  sense  on  his  side. 
Even  Oien  stand  aloof — for,  be  sure  that  Old  Nick, 
When  a  Tory  talks  sensibly,  means  you  some  trick. 

Such  my  recipe  is — -and,  in  one  single  verse, 
I  shall  now,  in  conclusion,  its  substance  rehearse. 
Be  all  that  a  Brunswicker  is  not,  nor  could  be. 
And  then — you'll  be  all  that  an  honest  man  should 
be. 


EPISTLE  OF  CONDOLENCE. 

FROM   A   SLAVE-LORD  TO  A  COTT0N-LORI>. 

Alas  !  my  dear  friend,  what  a  state  of  affairs  I 
How  unjustly  we  both  are  despoil'd  of  oar  rights! 
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Not  a  poond  of  black  flee h  shall  I  leave  to  my  heirs, 
Nor  must  you  any  more  work  to  death  little 
whites. 

Both  forc'd  to  submit  to  that  general  controller 
Of  Kings,  Lords,  and  cotton  mtUs»  Public  Opi- 
nion, 

No  more  shall  tfou  beat  with  a  big-biUy-rollerj 
Nor  /  with  the  cart-whip  assert  my  dominion. 

Whereas,  were  we  sufferVl  to  do  as  we  please 
With  our  Blacks  and  our  Wliiies,  as  of  yore  we 
were  let. 
We  might  ran^  them  alternate,  like  harpsichord 
keys. 
And  between  us  thump  out  a  good  piebald  duet 

But  this  f\in  is  all  over  ; — farewell  to  the  *est 

Which  Slavery  now  lends  to  each  tea-ci.jipwe  sipj 
Which  makes  still  the  cniellcst  coffee  the  best. 
And  tliat  siig'.ir  the  sweetest  which  smacks  of 
tbt:  whip- 
Farewell,  too,  the  Factory**  white  picaninnie* — 
Small,  living  machiaes,  which,  if  flogg*d  to  their 
tasks, 
Mix  so  well  with  their  namesakes,  the  "  Billies  " 
and  **  Jennies  " 
That  which  have  got  souls  in  'em  nobody  asks  ;^ 

Little  Maids  of  the  Mill,  who,  themselvet  but  ill- 
fed. 
Are  obliged,  'mong  their  other  benevolent  caTes, 
To  "keep  feeding  the  scribblers  ',"^ — ^and  better. 
His  said, 
Than  old  Blackwood  or  Eraser  have  ever  fed 
theirs. 

All  this  is  now  o'er,  and  m  diamal  my  loss  is. 
So  hard  *tb  to  part  from  the  smack  of  the  thong, 

That  1  mean  (fVom  pure  love  for  the  old  whipping 
process), 
To  take  to  whipt  syllabub  all  my  life  long. 


THE  GHOST  OF  MILTIADEa 

Ah  qur»tl^i  dublui  Scripilt  exarilt  «m«tor !  Ovm, 

TttE  Ghost  of  Miltiades  came  at  night. 
And  he  stood  by  the  bed  of  the  Benthamite, 

I  Qnc  oT  the  opttr«tU»iii  to  eottoo  mlllf  qmuUj  performed 
hf  chlldTmi. 


And  he  said,  in  a  voice,  that  thrill'd  the  frame, 
'Mf  ever  the  sound  of  Marathon's  name 
**  Hath  lir'd  thy  bUx>d  or  flush'd  thy  brow, 
"  I<iver  of  Liberty,  rouse  thee  now  I " 

The  Benthamite,  yawning,  left  his  bed-^ 
Away  to  the  Stock  Exchange  he  sped, 
And  he  found  the  Scrip  of  Greece  io  high, 
That  it  fir*d  his  blood,  it  flusb'd  hts  eye, 
Aud  oh,  HwiiB  n  sight  for  the  GliojJt  to  see. 
For  never  was  Greek  more  Greek  than  he  1 
And  still  as  the  premium  higher  went. 
His  ecstasy  rose — so  much  per  cent, 
(As  we  see  in  a  glass,  that  tells  the  weather, 
The  heat  and  the  «ilvtr  rise  together,) 
And  Liberty  sung  from  the  patriot's  lip, 
While  a  voice  from  his  pocket  whispered  **  Scrip !  ** 
The  Ghost  of  Miltiades  cajne  again  ;  — 
He  smil'd,  as  the  pale  moon  smiles  through  rain. 
For  his  soul  was  glad  at  that  patriot  strain ; 
(And  poor,  dear  ghost — how  little  he  knew 
The  job*  and  the  tricks  of  the  Philhelleiie  crew!) 
"  Blessings  and  thanks  1 "  was  all  he  said, 
Then,  melting  away,  like  a  night-dream,  fled ! 

The  Benthamite  hears — amaf'd  that  ghosts 

Could  be  such  foola,  —  and  away  he  posta, 

A  patriot  still  ?     Ah  no,  ah  no  — 

Goddess  of  Freedom,  thy  Scrip  is  low, 

And,  warm  and  fond  as  thy  lovers  are, 

Thou  tricst  their  piission,  when  under  par. 

The  Benthamite's  ardour  fast  decays. 

By  turns  he  weeps,  and  swears,  and  prays. 

And  wishes  the  d^l  had  Crescent  and  Cross, 

Ere  he  had  been  forc'd  to  sell  at  a  loss. 

They  quote  him  the  Stock  of  various  nations, 

But,  spile  of  hill  classic  associations. 

Lord,  how  he  loathes  the  Greek  quotations! 

**  Who'll  buy  my  Scrip?  W^holl  buy  my  Scrip?" 

Is  now  the  theme  of  the  patriot's  lip. 

As  he  runs  to  tell  how  hard  his  lot  is 

To  Messrs-  Orlando  and  Luriottis, 

And  says,  "  Oh  Greece,  for  Liberty's  sake, 

"  Do  buy  my  Scrip,  and  1  vow  to  break 

"  Those  dark,  imholy  bonds  of  thine  — 

**  If  you'll  only  content  to  buy  up  miiie/" 

The  Ghost  of  Miltiades  came  once  more  ;  — 

His  brow,  like  the  night,  was  lowering  o'er, 

And  he  said,  with  a  look  that  flashed  dismay, 

*♦  Of  Liberty's  foes  the  worst  are  they, 

**  Who  turn  to  a  trade  hex  cause  dirinef 

**  And  gamble  for  gold  on  Freedom's  shrine  1 " 

Thus  saying,  the  Ghost,  as  he  took  his  flight. 

Gave  m  Parthimn  kick  to  the  Benthamite, 

Which  sent  him,  whimpering,  off  to  Jerry  — 

And  vanish'd  away  to  ibe  Stygian  ferry ! 
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ALARMING  INTELLIGENCE —REVOLU- 
TION IN  THE  DICTIONARY  —  ONE 
GALT  AT  THE  HEAD  OF  IT. 

God  preserve  oit  —  there^fi  nothing  now  safe  froin 
{usanlti — " 
Thronea  toppling  around,  cborches  brought  to 
the  hammer ; 
And  accounts  have  just  reachM  us  that  one  Mn  OaU 
Has  declar'd  open   war  against   English   and 
Gramjnar ! 

He  had  long  been  sospected  of  some  such  design, 
And,  the  better  his  wicked  intents  to  arrive  at. 

Had  lately  *mong  C — Ib^ — n's  troops  of  ihc  line 
(The  penny-a-line  men)  <^niisted  as  private. 

There  schoord*  with  a  rabble  of  words  at  commaDd, 
Scotch,  English,  and  slang,  in  promiscuous  al- 
liance, 

He,  at  length,  against  Syntax  has  taken  his  stand. 
And  sets  all  the  Nine  Parts  of  Speech  at  defiance. 

Next  advices,  no  doubt,  further  facts  will  afford  j 
In  the  mean  time  the  danger  most  imminent  grows, 

He  has  taken  the  Life  of  one  eminent  Lord, 
And  whom  he'll  niurrmurdenhe  Lord  only  knows. 

Wfdntiditjsf  Bvfnmjg, 
Since  our  lost,  matters,  hickily,  look  more  serene  ; 

Though  the  rebel,  ^tis  stated,  to  aid  his  defection, 
Haa  seized  a  great  Powder — no,  Puff  Magaxine, 
And  the'  explosions  are  dreatlful  in  every  diree* 
tion. 

What  his  meaning  exactly  is,  nobody  knows. 
As  he  talks  (io  a  strain  of  intense  botheration) 

Of  lyrical  "  ichor  ',"  "  gelatinous'*  prose,^ 
And  a  mixture  call'd  amber  immortalizatioiL^ 

NoWf  he  raves  of  a  bard  he  once  happened  to  meet, 
Seated  high  **  among  rattlings,"  and  churning  a 
sonnet  j  * 

I  "  That  dkrk  d{$euc4  Icbor  whScb  co]ouT«d  hL«  emiiioni." 
—  Galt'j  fJfe  tijt  Byron, 

*  "  That  gelntinoui  cKir»ct«r  of  tliclr  dtU^lflat.*'—  /AM, 

*  **  The  poetical  pcnbaliDmcDt^or  rattier^  ■tnl>er  lntiDortnlL 
iatl4Mi/'_/frH 

*  **  Sitting  amidit  the  ihroiids  and  rattling,  churning  an 
loartkiiUte  mrhtdT  "  ^  IMi. 

*  *'  Ut  wai  a  mj^Atery  lu  a  wlndinf  ilieet,  crowo«l  with  a 
halo.**—  Itfid. 

*  One  nfthe  queittoni  pro^oundpd  to  the  Furitani  \n  1573 
wa«  —  "  Whether  th*^  Bw^k  of  S<?nf Jcr  wai  good  and  godly. 
mtwj  tittle  f^^ou1lld^d  on  th«  Uotj  Scripture  ?  '*    On  wlilrb  tin 

I:  Dltienter  remark!^"  Surely  they  bad  a  wanderful 


Now^  talks  of  a  mystery,  WTapp'd  Id  a  sheet. 
With  a  halo  (by  way  of  a  nightcap)  upon  it  1  * 

W©  ahudder  in  tracing  these  terrible  lines  ; 
Something  bad  they  must  mean,  though  we  cazi*t 
make  it  out ; 
For,  whatever  may  be  guess'd  of  Galt*s  secret  deaigniy 
That  they're  all  .^£t~ English  no  Chrtstian  can 
doubL 


RESOLUTIONS 

PAtlKD   4T   A   1-4 TB   UB£TtKO  OP 

REVERENDS  AND  KIGHT  REVERENDS 

Resolved ^to  stick  to  every  particle 
Of  every  Creed  and  every  Article ; 
Reforming  nought,  or  great  or  little, 
We'll  stanchly  stand  by  every  tittle,* 
And  scorn  the  swallow  of  that  soul 
Which  cannot  boldly  bolt  the  whole. 

Resolved  that,  though  St,  Athanasius 
la  damning  souls  is  rather  spacious  — 
Though  wide  aud  far  his  curses  fall. 
Our  Church  **  hath  stomach  for  them  all ;  * 
And  those  who're  not  content  with  snch, 
May  e'en  be  d — d  ten  times  as  mnch. 
Resolv'd — such  liberal  souls  are  we  — 
Though  hating  Nonconformity, 
We  yet  believe  the  cash  no  worse  is 
That  comes  from  Nonconformist  purses. 
Indifferent  whence  the  money  reachca 
The  pockets  of  our  reverend  breechet, 
To  us  the  Jumper  s  jingling  penny 
Chinks  with  a  tone  as  sweet  as  any  $ 
And  evt^n  our  old  friends  Yea  and  Nay 
May  through  the  noee  for  ever  pray, 
If  a!«o  through  the  nose  they'll  pay. 

Resolv'd,  that  Hooper"',  Latimer,^ 
And  Cranmer'*,  all  extremely  err, 


'I 


I 


opLnltm  of  tlidr  ScrTlce  Boak  that  them  wai  not  a  UttJi  i 
III  tt/' 

7  '*  Thtj,"  the  Blihosii,  '*  know  that  the  prlmttire  Church 
had  ISO  mirh  BUhopt.  If  th«  fourth  part  of  the  btchoivrie 
rematacd  unto  the  Ellihop,  It  were  sufflciem.*' — OmUke  Ck/m- 
rrmndtHfiti§,  p.  It. 

«  "  Since  tlio  PrtlatM  were  made  l^otd*  ami  Nobtcc.  Ilia 
plough  itandctb.  there  \§  no  work  done,  the  peopttt  ttarre.**^ 
Lai'  Srrm. 

»  ♦'  Of  whom  have  come  ailtheie  glorioiii  tidei,  tt]rl«t,  atid 
[Mumpi  into  the  Church.  But  1  wnuld  that  f,  and  all  mj 
brethren,  the  Blihofii,  would  I  pare  all  our  itj'le*.  and  wrlt« 
(he  It  J  lot  of  oar  oOoeit**  Jkc.  ^Life  qf  Crammtr^  tg  Stfj^pf, 
AfpfndiM. 
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In  taking  such  a  low-bred  victt 

Of  what  I^rds  Spiritual  ought  to  do  :  — 

All  owing  to  ihc  fact,  poor  men, 

Th&t  Mother  Church  was  morlest  then. 

Nor  knew  what  golden  egg«  her  goose. 

The  Puhlie,  would  in  time  produce. 

One  Pifigah  peep  at  modem  Durham 

To  far  mor^  lordlj  thoughts  would  stir  \m. 

ResoWd,  that  when  we,  Spiritual  Lords, 
Whose  income  jnst  enough  aftords 
To  keep  our  Spiritual  I^nliihips  coxy, 
Are  told,  hy  Antiq(iarian&  prosy, 
How  ancient  Bishops  cut  up  theirs, 
Giving  the  poor  the  largest  shares  — 
Our  answer  is,  in  one  short  word, 
We  think  it  pious,  but  absurd. 
Those  good  men  made  the  world  their  debtor, 
But  we,  the  Church  reform'd,  know  better  ; 
And,  taking  all  that  all  can  pay. 
Balance  the*  account  the  other  way. 

ResolT'd,  our  thanks  profoundly  due  arc 
To  last  month  s  Quarterly  Reviewer, 
Who  proves  (by  arguments  so  clear 
One  sees  how  much  he  holds  per  year) 
That  England*s  Church,  though  out  of  date, 
Must  still  be  left  to  lie  in  state. 
As  dead,  as  rotten,  and  oa  grand  as 
The  mummy  of  King  Osyniandyas, 
All  pickled  snug — the  brains  drawn  out'  — 
With  costly  cerements  swath'd  about, ^- 
And  **  Touch  me  not,*"  those  words  terrific, 
Scrawrd  oer  her  in  good  hieroglyphic. 


BIR  ANDREW^S  DREAM. 

"  Kec  ti3  ■|»CTTJ©  pH»  venletiltft  >omnta  partJl : 
Cum  t»ii«  tcncrunt  »umDk,  ponilu*  httfcot/' 

FKorKKT.  Nl!i.  Iv.  cleg.  T. 

As  snug,  on  a  Sunday  eve,  of  late, 

In  his  easy  chair  Sir  Andrew  sale. 

Being  much  too  pious,  as  ei^ery  one  knows, 

To  do  aught,  of  a  Sunday  eve,  but  doxe. 

He  dreamt  a  dream,  dear,  holy  man, 

And  ril  tell  you  his  dream  as  well  as  I  Can. 

*  Fart  of  the  proceti  of  rmbiitinment. 

>  Tkf  Book  t^ Sport*  drawn  up  tiy  tMibop  Moretun  w«i 
jlrtt  put  forth  In  the  reign  of  iame*  L,  \(i\%  Jin4  AAcrward^ 
rrpublUhrd,  «t  tb«  Advice  of  I^ud,  tijr  Charlcj  f .,  tfSSa,  with 
an  iciJunctl'Oii  (bal  It  ihoutd  b«  '^msdo  pubUc  by  ordtr  it^m 
the  Df*hop«/^  We  And  ItthmlndKlaml,  that'*  rnr  hli  gnrKl 
people'!  recrefttlcm,  hla  Hajotty's  pleaiure  wai,  that  aUer  Wic 


He  found  himself,  to  his  great  amaxe, 

In  Charles  the  First's  high  Tory  days. 

And  just  Qt  the  time  that  gravest  of  Courts 

Had  publish'd  its  Btmk  of  Sunday  Sports,* 

Sundaif  Sports  !  what  a  thing  for  the  ear 

Of  Andrew,  even  in  sleep,  to  hear  !  — 

It  chanc'd  to  be,  too,  a  Sabbath  day, 

When  the  people  from  church  were  coming  away ; 

And  Andrew  with  horror  hearcl  this  song, 

As  the  smiliug  sinuers  flock'd  along:  — 

**  Long  life  to  the  Bishops,,  hurrah  !  hurrah  ! 

**  For  a  week  of  work  and  a  Sunday  of  play 

**  Make  the  poor  man's  life  rtm  merry  away," 

**  The  IJishnps !  '*  quoth  Andrew,  "  Popish,  I  guess,*' 
And  he  grinned  with  conscious  holiness* 
But  the  song  went  on,  and,  to  brim  the  cup 
Of  poor  Andy's  grief,  the  fiddles  struck  wp  ! 

**  Come, takeout  the  lasses  —  let's  have  a  daocc— = 

**  For  the  Bishojis  allow  us  to  skip  our  fill, 
"  Well  knowing  iliat  no  one's  the  more  in  advance 

**  On  the  road  to  heaveo,  for  ftlaucJmg  gtilL 
"  Oh,  it  never  was  meant  that  grim  grimaces 

"  Should  sour  the  cream  of  a  creed  of  love  i 
*^  Or  that  fellows  with  long,  disastrous  faces, 

*'^  Alone  should  sit  among  cherubs  above. 

*'  Then  hurrah  for  the  Bishops,  &c. 

*'  For  Sunday  fiin  we  never  can  fail, 

"  When  the  Church  herself  each  sport  points 
out ;  ^- 
**  There's  May -games,  urchery,  Whitsun-ale, 

**  Ant!  a  May -pole  high  to  dance  about 
"  Or,  should  we  be  for  a  pole  bard  driven, 

**  Some  lengthy  aalott  of  aspect  fell. 
"  With  his  pockets  on  earth,  and  his  nose  in  heavefi, 

•*  Will  do  for  a  May-pole  just  as  well 
"  Then  hurrah  for  the  Bishops,  hurrah  !  htunili  I 
"  A  week  of  work  and  a  Sabbat li  of  play 
*'  Make  the  poor  man's  life  run  merry  away.** 

To  Andy,  who  doesn't  much  deal  in  history, 
This  Sunday  scene  was  a  downright  mystery  ; 
And  God  knows  where  might  have  ended  the  joke, 
But,  in  trying  to  stop  the  6ddles,  he  woke. 
And  the  odd  thing  is  (as  the  rumour  goes) 
Thai  siiiice  that  dream  —  which,  one  would  suppose, 

eod  or  dlvEno  i«rTlee  thof  ■hould  not  h<*  dUturtited.  l«tt«d|i>r 
(llfeoiiragH  Troin  anjr  lawful  rccrcatioai,  focb  ai  daodni', 
rUher  of  fn en  or  women,  archory  For  men,  leaplnf.  vauUIng, 
or  anr  luch  hurmlr**  r<>crc*tion«.  nor  having  of  Majr-garoea, 
\Vhk«un*alci,  or  MorrlA-dancta,  or  tettlog  up  Of  Umj'potm, 
or  olhrr  tporti  thercwUh  uwd,"  kc^ 
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Should  have  made  his  godly  stomach  rise, 

Even  more  than  ever,  'gainst  Sunday  pies — 

He  has  view'd  things  quite  with  different  eyes ; 

Is  beginning  to  take,  on  matters  divine, 

Like  Charles  and  his  Bishops,  the  sporting  line  — 

Is  all  for  Christians  jigging  in  pairs. 

As  an  interlude  'twixt  Sunday  prayers ;  — 

Nay,  talks  of  getting  Archbishop  H — 1 — y 

To  bring  in  a  Bill,  enacting  duly, 

That  all  good  Protestants,  from  this  date. 

May,  fireely  and  lawfully,  recreate. 

Of  a  Sunday  eve,  their  spirits  moody. 

With  Jack  in  the  Straw,  or  Punch  and  Judy. 


A  BLUE  LOVE-SONG. 


Air.  --*'  Come  live  with  me,  and  be  my  love." 

Come  wed  with  me,  and  we  will  write, 

My  Blue  of  Blues,  from  mom  till  night. 

Chas*d  from  our  classic  souls  shall  be 

All  thoughts  of  vulgar  progeny  ; 

And  thou  shalt  walk  through  smiling  rows 

Of  chubby  duodecimos, 

While  I,  to  match  thy  products  nearly, 

Shall  lie-in  of  a  quarto  yearly. 

*Tis  true,  ev'n  books  entail  some  trouble  ; 

But  live  productions  give  one  double. 

Correcting  children  is  such  bother,  — 

While  printers*  devils  correct  the  other. 

Just  think,  my  own  Malthusian  dear. 

How  much  more  decent  'tis  to  hear 

From  male  or  female  —  as  it  may  be  — 

"  How  is  your  book  ?  *'  th».n  "  How's  your  baby  ? ' 

And,  whereas  physic  and  wet  nurses 

Do  much  exhaust  paternal  purses. 

Our  books,  if  rickety,  may  go 

And  be  well  dry-nurs'd  in  the  Row ; 

And,  when  God  wills  to  take  them  hence, 

Are  buried  at  the  Row's  expense. 

Besides  (as  'tis  well  prov'd  by  thee. 
In  thy  own  Works,  vol.  93.) 
The  march,  just  now,  of  population 
So  much  outstrips  all  moderation. 
That  even  prolific  herring-shoals 
Keep  pace  not  with  our  erring  souls.' 


■  See  **  Ella  of  Garreloch  .*'_GarTeloch  being  a  place  where 
there  was  a  large  herrlng.fithery,  but  where,  as  we  are  told 


Oh  far  more  proper  and  well-bred 
To  stick  to  writing  books  instead  ; 
And  show  the  world  how  two  Blae  loren 
Can  coalesce,  like  two  book-covers, 
(SheepHikin,  or  cal^  or  such  wise  leather,) 
Letter'd  at  back,  and  stitch'd  together. 
Fondly  as  first  the  binder  fix'd  'em. 
With  nought  but — literature  betwixt  'cm. 


SUNDAY  ETHICa 


A  SCOTCH   ODB. 


PuiR,  profligate  Londoners,  haring  heard  teD 
That  the  De'il's  got  amang  je,  and  fearing  'tis 
true. 
We  ha'  sent  ye  a  mon  wha's  a  match  for  his  spell, 
A  chiel  o'  our  ain,  that  the  De'il  himsel' 
Will  be  glad  to  keep  dear  o^    one  Andi«v  I 
Agnew. 

So,  at  least,  ye  may  reckon,  for  ane  day  entire 
In  ilka  lang  week  ye'U  be  tranqoil  enengh. 

As  Auld  Nick,  do  him  justice,  abhors  a  Scotch  ' 
squire, 

An'  would  sooner  gae  roast  by  his  ain  kitchen  fire 
Than  pass  a  hale  Sunday  wi'  Andrew  Agnew.     ! 

For,  bless  the  gude  mon,  gin  he  had  his  ain  wav,    , 
He'd  na  let  a  cat  on  the  Sabbath  say  "  mew  ;'"     ' 
Nae  birdie  maun  whistle,  nae  Iambic  maun  play. 
An'  Phoebus  himsel  could  na  travel  that  day. 
As  he'd  find  a  new  Joshua  in  Andie  Agnew. 

Only  hear,  in  your  Senate,  how  awfu*  he  cries,         i 

"  Wae,  wae  to  a'  sinners  who  boil  an'  who  stew ! 
"  Wae,  wae  to  a'  eaters  o'  Sabbath-bak'd  pies, 
**  For  as  surely  again  shall  the  crust  thereof  rise       I 
**  In  judgment  against  ye,"  saith  Andrew  Agnew ! 

Ye  may  think,  from  a'  this,  that  our  Andie*8  the  lad 

To  ca'  o'er  the  coals  your  nobeelity,  too  ; 
That  their  drives,  o'  a  Sunday,  wi*  flunkies  2,  a* 

clad 
Like  Shawmen,  behind  'em,  would  mak  the  mon 
mad  — 
But  he's  nae  sic  a  noodle,  our  Andie  Agnew. 


by  the  author,  "  the  people  increaaed  much  fatter  than  the 
produce." 
«  Senranti  in  Urery. 


, 
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If  Lairds  an'  fin^  Ladies^  o^  Synday,  think  right 

Fun  against  Dignity  is  fearful  odds, 

To  gaDg  to  the  deevil  —  as  maist  o*  em  do  ^— 

Aad  as  the  Lords  laugh  now,  so  giggled  then  the 

To  stop  them  our  Audie  would  think  na  polite ; 

gods! 

And  'dfl  odds  (if  the  chiel  could  get  onj*  thing  by't) 

But  he'd  follow  *eui,  hoolng  \  would  Andrew 
Agnew. 

THE  NUMBERING  OF  THE  CLERGY, 

I'AHOPV    on    sir    CHARLES    HAN,    WllXLUis'S 

AWFUL  EVENT. 

FAllUtJS   ODE, 

Yes,  W— neb— la— a  (I  tremhle  while  I  pen  it)» 

**  ooMi;  cjAtMf  AMD  Gtve  ui  swurr  aitisf.** 

W— Dch — lB^a*s  Earl  hath  cuf  the  Ufittsh  Senate — 

Hath  said  to  England*s  Peers,  in  accent  gmff. 

"  We  want  more  Churches  and  inore  ClergTmen." 

»*  That  for  ye  all"   [snapping  his  ^gere],  and 

**  H«ctaxum  uuiuenim,  terri«  pereuutlbuit  ftug«nt/* 

exitf  in  a  huff! 

Ciaudiam  in  Suirtp. 

Disastrous  news!  —  like  that,  of  old,  which  spread 

Comb,  give  tu  more  LiTiDga  and  Rectors, 

Fr^m  shore  to  shore,  **  our  mighty  Pan  is  dead/' 

For,  richer  no  realm  ever  gave ; 

O'er  the  cross  benches  (cross  IWmi  beinif  crost) 

But  why,  ye  unchristian  objectors. 

Sonnds  the  loud  wail, ''  Our  W^-ch— !s— a  h  lost ! " 

Bo  ye  ask  as  how  many  we  crave  ?> 

Which  of  ye.  Lords,  that  heard  him,  can  forget 

Ob,  there  can't  he  too  many  rieh  LiTings 

The  deep  impression  of  that  awful  threat. 

For  goals  of  the  Pluralist  kind» 

**  1  quit  your  house ! ! "  —  'midst  all  that  histories 

Who,  despising  old  Cocker's  misgivings, 

tell. 

To  numbers  can  ne'er  be  con&n*d,^ 

I  know  but  one  eTent  that's  parallel :  — 

Cotmt  the  cormorants  hovering  about,  ^ 

It  chanc'd  at  Dniry  Lane,  one  Easter  night. 

At  the  time  their  fish  season  sets  in. 

When  the  gay  gods,  too  blest  to  he  polite. 

When  these  models  of  keen  diners-out 

Gods  at  their  ease,  like  those  of  learo'd  Lucretius, 

Are  preparing  their  beaks  to  begin. 

Laiigh'd,whistkd,  i^an'd,  uproariously  facttiotia  ^ 

A  well-dress'd  member  of  the  middle  gallery, 

Count  the  nwks  that,  in  clerical  dresses. 

Whose  **  ears  polite '*  disdainM  such  low  Ciinaillerie, 

Fhxk  round  wht-n  the  harvest's  in  play, 

Rose  in  his  place*— so  grand,  you*d  almost  swear 

And,  not  minding  the  farmer's  distresaeSt 

Lord    W— nch— Is — a    himself   stood    towering 

Like  devils  in  grain  peck  away. 

there— 

And  tike  that  Lord  of  dignity  and  nom. 

Go,  number  the  locusts  in  heaven,  ^ 

Said,  "  Silence,  fellows,  or  —  I'll  leave  the  honse  1 !  *' 

On  their  way  to  some  titheable  shore  j 
And  when  no  many  Parsons  you've  given, 

How  brook'd  the  Rods  this  speech  ?  Ah  well-a-day, 

We  still  shall  be  craving  for  more. 

That  speech  so  fine  should  be  so  tlirown  away  1 

1    In  vain  did  ibis  mid^gallery  grandee 

Then,  unless  ye  the  Church  would  submerge,  ye 

Assert  his  own  two^shilling  dignity  — 

Most  leave  us  in  peace  to  augment, 

In  vain  he  menac'd  to  withdraw  the  ray 

For  the  wretch  who  could  number  the  Clergy, 

Of  his  own  full-prictf  countenance  away  — 

With  few  will  be  ever  content'^ 

>  For  ttM  *'  fude  «ifcct*  utd  utlllir  of  boolDs/*  i««  tbe  Mam 

4          Count  the  hn^  that  on  U)bU  are  pbying, 

qfUUmfrid, 

Count  the  flower*  tb«t  caMiM>l  \l»  fl«)d4, 

*         Conae,  Cloe,  Mid  gire  Ida  iwert  klitcs. 

Count  111*  flocki,  Ac. 

Fof  ■ireet«»r  lure  novrr  ^rl  gt.yti  i 

■         Go  numlMr  Ibe  itvi  In  iht  h«4VMi, 

Bi»t  ^hy.  In  th«  mldit  of  my  bllMoi. 

Cmmt  how  many  Miub  on  the  ilkore ; 

Do  ywi  mak  me  how  m»oy  I'd  htkvm  ? 

WH«D  K>  roanj  klinw  you>>  jiten. 

3         For  wblht  1  Iot«  tbec  abottf  mcAturv, 

t  still  ibaU  be  crevlnf  for  more. 

To  Qumt^ert  111  oe'ftf  be  eoofin'a^ 

•         But  the  WTvldi  who  can  niittbv  Hll  kii*ef, 
Wttli  few  will  be  tver  content. 

^               M 
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MOOBETS  WORKSu 


j  A  SAD  CASE. 

"  If  kW  CW  limiiihin,  MMQC  «  vkKk  ita  raka 

How  imI  a  caMe  !_jiift  dunk  of  it— 
If  G— lb— B  jonior  tboald  be  bit 
Bj  tone  inane  Dimenter,  roaming 
Throogh  Granu's  halls,  at  large  and  foaming, 
j        And  w^itb  that  aspect,  mitra  crabbed 

Which  marlLS  Disseoters  when  thej're  rabid  I 

Ood  only  knows  vhat  miscbieft  might 

Rcfolt  from  this  one  tingle  bite. 

Or  how  the  Tenom,  once  sacked  in,  | 

Might  spread  and  rage  through  kith  and  kin.      I 

Mad  folks,  of  all  denominations,  ' 

First  torn  upon  their  own  relations  : 

So  that  <me  G— lb— n,  fairiy  bit. 

Might  end  in  maddening  the  whole  kit. 

Till,  ah,  ye  gods,  we*d  have  to  me 

Onr  G — ^Ib— n  senior  bitten  too ; 

The  Hychnrchphobia  in  those  Teins, 

Where  Tory  blood  now  redly  reigns  ; 

And  that  dear  man,  who  now  perceives 
Salvation  only  in  lawn  sleeves. 
Might,  tainted  by  such  coarse  infection, 
Ron  mad  in  the'  opposite  direction. 
And  think,  poor  man,  'tis  only  given 
To  linsey-woolsey  to  reach  Heaven  ! 


A  DBEAM  OF  BESDOSTAS. 


1 


Just  fkncy  what  a  shock  'twould  be 
Our  G— lb — n  in  his  fits  to  see, 
Tearing  into  a  thousand  particles 
His  once  lov'd  Nine  and  Thirty  Articles  ; 
(Those  Articles  his  friend,  the  Duke,  • 
For  Gospel,  t'other  night,  mistook  ;) 

Cursing  cathedrals,  deans,  and  singers 

Wishing  the  ropes  might  hang  the  ringers 

Pelting  the  church  with  blasphemies, 

Even  worse  than  Parson  B v rl y's  ; 

And  ripe  for  severing  Church  and  State* 
Like  any  creedless  reprobate, 
Or  like  that  class  of  Methodists 
Prince  Waterloo  styles  "  Atheists  I" 

But  'tis  too  much — the  Muse  turns  pale, 
And  o'er  the  picture  drops  a  veil. 
Praying,  God  save  the  G— lb— ms  all 
From  mad  Dissenters,  great  and  small  I 


»  Th«  Duk*  of  Wellington,  who  ityled  them  • 
of  ChrUtUnity.** 


'  the  Article! 


**  Tsx  kagn*  one  fivvs,  tW  man  amt  l^iva^* 

Said  I,  as  off  to  sleep  I  wcM. 
Benos'd  with  tfc«k;^g  of  Tiibe  coaea^ 

And  reading  a  book,  by  tW  Bishop  cT  Fnn^  t 

On  the  Irish  Cfanich  Esttbl^MeBL 
Bat,  lo,  in  sleep,  not  kmg  I  lay, 

^lien  Fancy  her  usual  tricks  Ixy^ 
And  I  foond  myieif  bewiieh'd  away 

To  a  goodly  city  in  Hiadoctan 

A  city,  where  he,  who  dares  to  Hm^ 

On  angfat  bat  rice,  is  deem'd  a  sinner; 
Where  sheep  and  kine  are  held  drrine. 

And,  accwdingly — never  drest  lor  dinner. 


"  But  bow  is  this?"  I  wood'ring  cried 

As  I  walk'd  that  city,  fajr  and  wide. 
And  saw,  in  every  marble  street, 

A  row  of  beantifiil  batchers*  shops 

*<  What  means,  for  men  who  don*t  eat  meat, 

**  This  grand  display  of  loins  and  ehopa?" 
In  vain  I  ask'd — 'twas  plain  to  see 
That  nobody  dar'd  to  answer  me. 

So,  on,  from  street  to  street  I  strode ; 
And  you  can't  conceive  how  vastly  odd 
The  butchers  look'd— a  roseate  crew, 
Inshrin'd  in  stailSf  with  nought  to  do ; 
While  some  on  a  bench,  half-dozing,  sat. 
And  the  Sacred  Cows  were  not  more  fiu. 

StiU  pos'd  to  think,  what  aU  this  scene 

Of  sinecure  trade  was  meant  to  mean, 

"  And,  pray,"  ask'd  I—"  by  whom  is  paid 

"  The  expense  of  this  strange  masquerade?" 

"  The*  expense  !— oh  that's  of  course  defray'd 
(Said  one  of  these  well-fed  Hecatombers) 
"  By  yonder  rascally  rice-consumers." 

"  What !  they,  who  mustn't  eat  meat  I " 

"  No  matter  ~ 
(And,  while  he  spoke,  his  cheeks  grew  fiuter,) 
"  The  rogues  may  munch  their  Paddy  crop, 
"  But  the  rogues  must  still  support  mtr  shop. 
"  And,  depend  upon  it,  the  way  to  treat 

"  Heretical  stomachs  that  thus  dissent, 
"  Is  to  burden  all  that  wo'n't  eat  meat, 

"  With  a  costly  Meat  Establishjcxnt." 

On  hearing  these  words  so  grarely  said. 
With  a  volley  of  laughter  loud  I  shook ; 

*  An  indefatigable  icribbler  of  antLCathoUc  pamphlsts. 
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And  my  rfnniber  fled,  and  my  dream  was  aped. 
And  I  found  I  was  lying  snug  in  bed, 

With  mj  nose  in  the  Bishop  of  F^aNB'  hook. 


THE  BRUNSWICK  CLUB. 

A  leitcr  Iiftring  beeni  addrested  to  a  very  dlitJngukhed  p«r- 
■ooa^e,  r«qmMttn|(  him  to  become  tho  Patron  of  thli  Orange 
Club^  a  polite  suijiirer  wAi  forlhwlib  returned,  of  which  we 
have  be«B  rariunate  eiK9Ugh  (o  otrtBln  m  copy. 

Brt'mgfiMif-Aafl,  September  I.  1*29. 

Primtie.  ^^Lonu  Belzebub  presents 

To  the  Brunswick  Club  his  compliments. 

And  much  regri^ts  to  gay  that  he 

Cannot,  at  preseRt,  their  Palroo  be, 

£o  ftaiing  this.  Lord  Bebebub 

Assures,  on  his  honour,  the  Brunswick  Club, 

That  *tisu*t  from  imy  lukewarm  lack 

Of  xeai  or  fire  he  thus  holds  back  — 

As  even  I^rd  CmI  ^  himself  is  not 

For  the  Orange  party  more  red-hot : 

But  the  truth  is,  till  their  Club  affords 

A  somewhat  decenter  show  of  Lords, 

And  on  its  list  of  members  gets 

A  few  less  rubbishy  Baronets^ 

Lord  Belzebub  must  beg  to  be 

Excused  fW>m  keeping  such  company. 

Who  the  devil,  he  humbly  begs  to  know, 

Are  Lord  Gi— nd^ — ne,  and  Lord  D— nlo? 

Or  who,  with  a  grain  of  sense,  would  go 

To  sit  and  be  bor'd  by  Lord  M-^yo  ? 

What  Living  creature  —  ejrcept  Ma  nurse^^ 

For  Lonl  M — ntc — sh — I  cares  a  curse. 

Or  thinks  *twould  matter  if  Lord  M — sk — rry 

Were  toother  side  of  the  Stygiati  ferry  f 

Breathes  there  a  man  in  Dublin  town. 

Who'd  give  but  half  of  half-a-crown 

To  save  from  drowning  my  Lord  R — thd^— ne. 

Or  who  wouldn't  also  gladly  hnstk  in 

Lords  R.™d — n,  B — nd — o,  C — le,  and  J— g — 1 — d  7 

In  short,  though,  from  his  tenderest  years. 

Accustomed  to  all  sorts  of  Peers, 

Lord  Belsebttb  much  questions  whether 

He  ercr  yet  «aw,  mbt'd  together, 

As  'twere  in  one  capacious  tub. 

Such  a  mess  of  noble  silly -bub 

As  the  twenty  Peers  of  the  Brunswick  Club. 

'Tjs  therefore  impossible  that  Lord  B. 

Could  stoop  to  such  society, 

1  UiutJly  written  *♦  Cole/* 


Thinking,  he  owns  (though  no  great  prig). 
For  one  in  his  station  'twere  hifra  dig. 
But  he  begs  to  propose,  in  the  interim 
(Till  they  find  some  prop'rer  Peers  for  him). 
His  Highness  of  C — ^mh— d,  as  Sub^ 
To  take  bis  place  at  the  Brunswick  Cinb — 
Begging,  meanwhile,  himself  to  dub 
Their  obedient  servant,  Belzebub. 

It  luckily  happens,  the  R-^y— I  Duke 
Resembles  so  much,  in  air  and  look, 
The  head  of  the  Belzebub  family, 
That  few  can  any  difference  see  j 
Which  makes  hinif  of  course,  the  better  suit 
To  serre  as  Lord  B.*b  substitute. 


PROPOSALS  FOR  A  GYN^COCRACY. 

ADDRESSED   TO   A    LAtE   RADICAL  MEBTIHO. 

^^_  "  Qumi  lp<A  dActu  iibi  4U  Cwnilla 
DelefiC  pftcUque  tiODu  belllqiic  tnlniitru."         Virgil. 

Afl  Whig  Reform  has  had  its  range. 

And  cone  of  us  are  yet  content, 
Snppose,  my  friends,  by  way  of  change. 

We  try  a  Female  Parliament ; 
And  since,  of  late,  with  he  M,  P/s 
We\e  far'd  so  badly,  take  to  she*s  — 
Petticoat  patriots,  flounc'd  John  Russells, 
Burdetts  in  hlomie,  aud  Broughams  in  bustttM, 
The  plan  is  startling,  I  confess— 
But  'tis  hut  an  af&ur  of  dress  \ 
Nor  see  I  much  there  is  to  choose 

'Twixt  Inradies  (so  they're  thorough  bred  ones) 
In  ribands  of  all  sorts  of  hues. 

Or  Lords  in  only  blue  or  red  ones. 

At  least,  the  fiddlers  will  he  winners. 

Whatever  other  trade  advances  ; 
As  then,  instead  of  Cabinet  dinners, 

Well  have,  at  AJmack*s,  Cabinet  dances ; 
Nor  let  this  world's  important  questions 
Depend  on  Ministers*  digestions. 

If  Ude's  receipts  have  done  things  ill, 

To  Weipperfs  band  they  may  go  better  5 
There's  I>ady  •  •,  in  one  quadrille, 

Would  settle  Europe,  if  you'd  let  her  : 
And  who  the  deuce  or  asks,  or  cares. 

When  IflrTiigs  or  Tories  have  undone  'em, 
Whether  thcyVe  tfanc'd  through  Slate  affiirs, 

Or  simply,  dully,  din'd  upon  'cm  ? 
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Hurrah  then  for  the  PetticoaU ! 

To  them  we  pledge  oar  free-bom  Totc« ; 

We*ll  have  all  the,  and  onlv  the — 

Pert  bines  shall  act  as  *'  best  debaters,** 
Old  dowagers  our  Bishops  be. 

And  termagants  our  Agitators. 

If  Vestris,  to  oblige  the  nation. 

Her  own  Olympus  will  abandon. 
And  help  to  prop  the*  Administration, 

It  caWt  have  better  legs  to  stand  on. 
The  fam'd  Macaulay  (Miss)  shall  show. 

Each  eTening,  forth  in  leam*d  oration  ; 
Shall  move  (midst  general  cries  of  "Oh!**) 

For  full  returns  of  population  : 
And,  finally,  to  crown  the  whole. 
The  Princess  Olive  ',  Royal  soul. 
Shall  from  her  bower  in  Banco  Regis, 
Descend,  to  bless  her  faithful  lieges. 
And,  *mid  our  Union's  loyal  chorus. 
Reign  joUily  for  ever  o'er  us. 


TO  THE  EDITOR  OF  THE  •    •    •. 


Sir. 


HaTlog  heard  some  rumours  retpectlng  the  strange  and 
awful  Tlsltatlon  under  which  Lord  H — nl — y  has  for  some 
time  past  been  suffering,  in  consequence  of  his  declared  hos- 
tility to  "anthems,  solos,  duets'."  Ac,  I  took  the  liberty  of 
malting  enquiries  at  his  Ix>rdship's  house  this  morning,  and 
lose  no  time  in  transmitting  to  you  such  particulars  as  I  could 
collect.  It  is  said  that  the  screams  of  his  Lordship,  under 
the  operation  of  this  nightly  concert,  (which  is,  no  doubt, 
some  trick  of  the  Radicals,)  maybe  heard  all  over  the  neigh- 
bourhood. The  female  who  personates  St.  Cecilia  is  supposed 
to  be  the  same  that,  last  year,  appeared  in  the  character  of  Isis, 
nt  the  Ilotuiida.  How  the  cherubs  are  managed,  I  have  not 
yet  ascertained.  Yours,  &c. 

P.P. 

LORD  H— NT.— Y  AND  ST.  CECILIA. 

——in  Mctil  descendat  indices  aures.  Hosat. 

As  snug  in  his  bed  Lord  II — nl — y  lay, 

Revolving  much  his  own  renown, 
And  hoping  to  add  thereto  a  ray. 

By  putting  duets  and  anthems  down, 

Sudden  a  strain  of  choral  sounds 
Mellifluous  o  er  his  senses  stole  ; 


I  A  personage,  so  styling  herself,  who  attained  considerable 
notoriety  at  that  period. 

»  In  a  worli,  on  Church  Itcfurm,  publinhed  by  his  I^rdi^hip 
In  1832. 


Wbemt  tlie  Bdbrmer  mattered,  •*  Zoods  r 
For  he  loath*d  sweet  mane  with  all  hk  touL 

Then,  startiog  up,  lie  nw  a  sight 
I      That  well  mi^  shock  so  leam*d  a  snorer— 
j  Saint  Cecilia,  roVd  in  light. 

With  a  portable  organ  slnng  before  her. 

,  And  round  were  Cbenibs,  <m  rainhow  wings. 
Who,  his  Lordship  fear'd,  might  tire  of  flitting^ 
So  begged  tiiey'd  sit — hut  ah !  poor  things. 
They'd,  none  of  them,  got  the  means  of  stttiog.' 

**  Having  heard,"  said  the  Saint,  ^'yoaYe  food  of 
hymns, 

**  And  indeed,  that  musical  snore  betray*d  yoo, 
**  Myself;  and  my  choir  of  chembims, 

"  Are  come,  for  a  while,  to  serenade  yoo." 

In  vain  did  the  horrified  H — ^nl — j  saj 
*'*Twa8  all  a  mistake" — *' she  was  misdirected;** 

And  point  to  a  concert  over  the  way. 
Where  fiddlers  and  angels  were  expected. 

In  vain — the  Saint  could  see  in  his  looks 
(She  civilly  said)  much  tuneful  lore ; 

So,  at  once,  all  open*d  their  music-books. 
And  herself  and  her  Cherubs  set  off  at  score. 

All  night  duets,  terzets,  quartets. 
Nay,  long  quintets  most  dire  to  hear ; 

Ay,  and  old  motets,  and  cansonets. 
And  glees,  in  sets,  kept  boring  his  ear. 

He  tried  to  sleep — but  it  wouldn't  do  ; 

So  loud  they  squall'd,  he  mtut  attend  to  *em  ; 
Though  Cherubs*  songs,  to  his  cost  he  knew. 

Were  like  themselves,  and  had  no  end  to  *em.       ' 

I 
Oh  judgment  dire  on  judges  bold, 

"Who  meddle  with  music's  sacred  strains  ! 

Judge  Midas  tried  the  same  of  old. 

And  was  punish'd,  like  H — nl— y,  for  his  pains. 

But  worse  on  the  modem  judge,  alas  I 
Is  the  sentence  launch'd  from  Apollo's  throne ; 

For  Midas  was  given  the  ears  of  an  ass, 
W^hile  H — ^nl — y  is  doom'd  to  keep  his  own ! 


3  "  Asseyei-Yous,  mes  enfans.**  — **  II  n'y  a  pas  de  qaoi. 

mon  St'igncur." 


SATmicAL  Amy  humorous  poems. 


ADVERTISEMENT.! 

Miming  or  lost,  loisi  Sunday  tiigbt, 
A  Waterloo  coin,  whereon  was  traced 

The'  inscriptioti,  "  Courage  V*  in  letters  brightf 
Though  a  little  hy  roBt  of  yean  defae'd. 

The  metal  thereof  is  rough  and  hard. 

And  ('tis  thought  of  late)  raiit^d  up  with  brass ; 
Bat  it  beurg  the  fitamp  of  Fame's  awards 

And  through  all  Posterity's  hands  will  pass. 

How  it  was  lo«t,  God  only  knows, 

Bttt  certain  City  thit^ves  they  say, 
Broke  in  on  the  owner's  evening  doze, 

And  filch'd  this  '*  gift  of  gods  "  away  [ 

One  ne  er  conld,  of  course,  the  Cits  suspeet. 
If  we  hadn't,  that  eTening,  chanc'd  to  see, 

At  the  robb'd  man's  door,  a  Mare  elect. 
With  ao  ass  to  keep  her  company . 

Whosoe'er  of  this  lost  treasure  knows, 

Is  begg'd  to  state  all  facts  abont  it, 
As  the  owner  can't  well  face  his  foes, 

Nor  even  his  friends^  just  now,  without  iU 

And  if  Sir  Clod  will  briog  it  haek, 
Like  a  trusty  Baronet,  wise  and  able, 

He  shall  have  a  ride  on  the  whitest  hack^ 
That's  left  in  old  King  George's  stable. 


MISSING. 


WaEREAS,  Lord  ••••••  de  ••••*• 

Left  his  home  last  Saturday, 

And,  though  inqnir'd  for,  ronnd  and  round, 

Through  certain  purlieus,  can't  be  found  ; 

And  whereas^  none  can  solve  our  queriet 

As  to  where  this  virtuous  Peer  ii» 

Notice  is  hereby  given  that  all 

May  forthwith  to  inquiring  fall. 


'  Written  «t  tb«A  nidinoiiible  cHiti  wHi*n  n  dlfUngtilihed 
Duke^  then  Prim*  Mtnlitvr,  acting  under  the  Irtiplratjnnt  of 
Sir  Cl^d— t  ll-^t^-f  and  other  City  worthlei,  rndttio^l  hit 
Majpit]^  to  irlrc  up  bli  annouDccd  InteotiQii  orilliiEDg  with  Lbs 
Lord  lUayor. 

'  Among  other  remarluLblc  «ttribute«  by  irhJch  Sir  CI— d — i 
dUtfnguitbeii  htroidr,  tbo  duttling  wbtt«i]«*i  ©f  hJ»  Ikvourlte 
tt<;ed  wo*  uot  the  leut  coniplcuouj* 

*  In  tli»  GoTornmrot  of  Ftenn. 


As,  once  ll*e  thing's  well  set  about, 
No  doubt  but  we  shall  hunt  him  out 

His  Lordsbip^s  mind,  of  late,  they  say, 

Hath  been  in  an  uneasy  way 

Himself  and  colleagues  not  being  let 

To  climb  into  the  Cabinet, 

To  settle  England^s  state  afiairs, 

Hath  much,  it  seems,  jiwMeltled  theirs ; 

And  chief  to  this  stray  Plcnipo 

Hoth  been  a  most  distressing  blow. 

Already,  —  certain  to  receive  a 

Well-paid  mission  to  the  Neva, 

And  be  the  Warer  of  kind  words 

To  tyrant  Nick  from  Tory  Lords,— 

To  fit  himself  for  free  discussion. 

His  l/ordship  had  been  learning  Russian  | 

And  all  so  natural  to  him  were 

The  accents  of  the  Northern  bear, 

That,  while  his  lones  wore  in  your  ear,  you 

Might  swear  yon  were  in  sweet  Siberia. 

And  still,  poor  Peer,  to  old  and  young, 

He  goes  on  raving  in  that  tongue  j 

Tells  you  how  much  you  would  enjoy  a 

Trip  to  Dolnodoubrowskoya; ' 

Talks  of  snch  places,  by  the  tcoret  on 

As  Oulisfflirmchinagoboron,^ 

And  swears  (for  he  at  nothing  sticks) 

That  Russia  swarms  with  Ra^kal-niks,^ 

Though  one  such  Nick,  God  knows,  must  be 

A  more  than  ample  quantity. 

Such  are  the  marks  by  which  to  know 
This  strayed  or  stolen  Plenipo  ; 
And  whosoever  brings  or  sends 
The  unhappy  statesman  to  his  friends, 
On  Carlton  Terrace,  shall  have  thanks, 
And — any  paper  but  the  Bank's. 

P.S.  —  Some  think,  the  dTsap(>earance 
Of  this  our  diplomatic  Peer  hence 
Is  for  the  purpose  of  reviewing, 
/m  per^H^  what  dear  Mig  is  doing 
So  as  to  'scape  all  tell-tak  letters 
'Bout  B— .»— d,  and  such  abettors, — 
The  only  "wretches''  for  whose  aid* 
Letters  seem  not  to  have  been  made* 


*  Territory  belonging  to  (h«  mlaei  of  KolltnQo^^Koiikrvi' 

»  The  name  of  •  renglcviii  *ect  in  nui«U.  *'  11  c*l*r#»  en 
fliu«l«  pluiteurs  lertm  ;  Im  plu>  notnbreui«  cftcfll?  d»  |l4«« 
kol-ofkt,  ou  rrsJ-crojrvitft."— Gamsa,  t'o^ge  ttan*  ta  Rtuiie 


I  wrttcli'i  ltd/ 


I 


*  tlpav*n  Ortt  uuiflit  l«4t«r»  tor  i 


F 

^^^^^ 
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m 

Onr  Exeter  stood  forth  to  caper,                                   ■■ 

1 

THE  DANCE  OF  BISHOPS  j 

As  high  on  the  floor  as  he  doth  on  paper—               ^H 
Much  like  a  dapper  Dancing  Derviae,                           ^i 

I 

OB,  TfiS  EFIBCOPU.  <1UADRILU£.1 

Who  pirouettes  his  whole  church^seryice — 
Performing,  'midst  those  reverend  souls,                       ^H 

^1 

A   DREABL 

Such  entrechats^  such  cahHoleg^                                       f^H 

H 

tS33. 

Such  baionn^*^  such  —  rigmaroleii. 

^ 

^p 

Now  high,  now  low,  now  this,  now  that» 

1 

^M 

wtmittfd  Jiniong  the  primitive?    ChHttiani,  in    which   e?ca 

That  none  could  guess,  what  the  deyil  he*d  be  st ; 

1 

H 

thu  GiAhopi  and  digFiified  CTcrtfj  i«ere  perrortneri.    Scaifgrr 
•flji,  tijttt  Uio  flt»t  Biilir*p»  ucrfr  called  Prtewuia*,  for  no 

,  Thoogh,  watching  his  varioas  steps,  aome  Ihoogbt 

, 

^H 

That  a  step  in  the  Church  was  all  he  fouglit. 

m 

■ 

p^itia,  ut.  DancK'a. 

But  aUs,  alas  1  while  thus  so  gay, 

^ 

H 

Fye  bad  0ueh  a  dream — a  fViglilful  dream  — 

These  reverend  dancers  frisk 'd  away. 

H 

Though  fimoj,  niayhap,  to  wags  *twill  st'etn. 

Nor  Paul  himself  (not  the  saint,  but  he 

^ 

^1 

By  all  who  regard  the  Church,  like  ub, 

Of  the  Opera-house)  could  brisker  be. 

■ 

I 

Twill  he  thought  exceMingly  ominous ! 

There  gathered  a  gloom  around  their  glee  — 
A  shadow,  which  came  and  went  so  fast. 

1 

H 

As  reading  m  bed  I  lay  last  Dight— 

That  ere  one  could  say,  "  'Tis  there/'  'twas  past 

■ 

H 

Which  (being  iusuivd)  is  my  delight — 

And,  lo,  when  the  scene  again  was  clejir*dy 

■ 

H 

I  happen'd  to  doze  off  just  as  I  got  to 

Ten  of  the  daocers  had  disappeared  I 

'■ 

H 

The  smgular  fact  which  forms  my  raotto. 

Ten  able-bodied  quadrlUers  swept 

■ 

H 

Only  think,  thought  !«  as  I  doz*d  away. 

From  the  hallow  *d  floor  where  late  they  st^t. 

■ 

H 

Of  a  party  of  Churchmeo  daoclug  the  hay  ! 

While  twelve  was  all  that  foot4id  it  still. 

■ 

H 

Clerks,  curates^  and  rectorst  capering  oil. 

On  the  Lish  side  of  that  grand  Quadrille  I 

■ 

I 

With  a  ncat-legg'd  Bishop  to  open  the  ball! 

Nor  this  the  worst :  — still  dauc'd  they  on. 

m 

H 

Scanre  had  my  eyelids  time  to  close, 

But  the  pomp  was  sadden 'd,  the  smile  was  gone ; 

H 

When  the  scene  I  had  fancied  before  me  rose — 

And  again,  from  time  to  time,  the  same 

H 

Ad  Episcopal  Mop,  on  a  scale  so  grand 

El-omen'd  darknecs  round  them  came—^ 

H 

As  my  dazzled  eyes  could  hardly  stand 

While  still,  as  the  light  broke  out  anew. 

H 

For,  Britain  and  Erin  eluhh'd  their  Sees 

Their  ranks  looked  less  by  a  dozen  or  two; 

H 

To  make  it  a  Dance  of  Dignities;, 

Till  ab  !  at  last  there  were  only  fomul 

H 

And  I  saw  —  oh  brightest  of  Church  evt^nls  I          , 

Just  Bkbops  enough  for  a  four-hands-ronnd  j 

H 

A  quadrille  of  the  two  Establishments, 

And  when  I  awoke^  impatient  getting. 

H 

Bishop  to  Hihhop  vw-a-m*, 

I  leil  the  last  holy  p^\r  pouMJxtting  i 

I 

Footing  away  prodtgiousty. 

N,  B.  —  As  ladies  in  years,  it  secma, 

H 

There  was  Bristol  capering  op  to  Den7» 

Have  the  happiest  knack  at  solving  dreamg. 

H 

And  Cork  with  London  making  merry  j 

I  shall  kave  to  my  ancient  feminine  l^ieDds               i 

H 

While  huge  Llanda?,  with  a  See,  so  so, 

Of  tlie  Standard  to  say  what  thit  portenda. 

H 

Was  to  dear  old  Dublin  pointing  his  toe. 

H 

There  was  Chester,  hatch'd  by  woman's  smile. 

H 

Performing  a  chnine  den  Damen  in  style  ; 

^M 

White  he  who,  whene'er  (he  Lords'  Ilotise  doxes, 

H 

CttD  wakeD  them  up  by  citing  Moses,  ^ 

DICK    •     •     •     •. 

H 

The  portly  Tmim  was  atl  in  a  horr}' 

H 

To  set,  en  avant,  to  Canierhury* 

A  CBARACTEIL 

1 

Meantime,  while  pamphlets  stuffed  his  pockets, 

Of  various  scraps  and  ^agmeots  built. 

1 

(Ail  out  of  date,  like  spent  sky-rockets,) 

Borrowed  alike  from  fbola  sod  wits, 

H 

♦  WHtlcit  on  the  p«Aslnv  of  the  tnwooDibte  Bilt,  In  tlie  yesr 

^  A  (iescHption  or  Ihe  iMthod  oTcSMitlliig  Ihb  M«|k  «My  b« 

^^ 

lB3a,  for  tiie  AboKUan  of  teti  Irish  BUho]>Hc«. 

^H 

•  tJterslI/,  Flnt  DAiK*rt. 

oompo«£  d«  d«uK  mouvcmvni  ttlJTVrrviii*  Mvotr.  pUfr^wttaatmr 

^^H 

*  "  And  what  doet  Mmm  uy  7  '*  ^  Cm  of  Ihe  ^Aculttlniti 

tur  «Nt  pipd,  vl  M  n^vr  *ur  rtttKrv/'-^MMNHMrrr  *  Ammt. 

^H 

«rt.  Comtrt^^fm/u, 

■i 

k 

OD  (h«  CjUboUc  qucttlun. 

L 

J 

1 

SATIRICAL  AND  HUMOROUS  POEMS. 


DJek's  mind  was  like  a  patchwork  quilt. 


Made  up  of  new,  old,  motley  hits  — 
Where,  if  the  Co.  call'd  id  their  shares, 

If  petticoats  their  quota  got, 
And  gowns  were  all  refunded  theirs. 

The  quill  would  look  but  shy,  God  woL 

And  tbua  he  stilly  new  plagiaries  seeking, 

Revers'd  ventriloquism's  trick, 
For,  'stead  of  Dick  through  others  fii)eaking, 

'Tw&s  others  we  heard  speak  through  Dkk. 
A  Tory  now,  all  bounds  exceeding. 

Now  best  of  Whigs,  now  worst  of  rata ; 
One  day,  with  Malthus,  foe  to  breeding. 

The  next,  with  Sadler,  all  for  brats. 

Poor  Diek  I  ^and  how  else  conld  it  be  ? 

With  notions  all  at  ntudom  caught, 
A  sort  of  mental  fricassee, 

Made  up  of  leg*  a^nd  wings  of  thought^ 
The  leavings  of  the  last  Debate,  or 

A  dinner,  yesterday,  of  wit*j 
Where  Dick  sat  by,  and,  like  a  waiter. 

Had  the  scraps  for  perquisiteSt 


A  CORRECTED  REPORT  OF  SOJ^IE  LATE 
SPEECHES. 


^'  Then  I  heard  one  lalnt  ipedilog,  aod  UKMther  nlat  uld 
unto  thAt  uiiat;" 


St.  S — NCh^jt  rose  and  declar'd  in  sooth, 
That  he  wouldn't  give  sixpence  to  Maynooth. 
He  bad  hated  priests  the  whole  of  his  life. 
For  a  priest  was  a  man  who  had  no  wife,' 
And,  having  no  wif*,%  the  Church  was  his  mother. 
The  Church  was  his  fatber,  sister,  and  brother. 
Thia  being  the  case,  he  was  sorry  to  say, 
That  a  gulf  'twixt  Papist  and  Protestant  ky,3 
So  deep  and  wide,  scarce  possible  was  it 
To  tay  even  ^'  how  d'ye  do  ?  "  across  it ; 

>  '*  Hv  objoctrd  to  the  milnteiitoee  and  educttlon  of  a 
ctergy  botm4  hif  the  pariicutar  vowi  qf  cettbacp,  wAick,  a*  U 
were,  gaite  tkrm  the  church  as  their  onfy/amttf^,  making  it  Jilt 
the  pi4icet  of /other  and  inather  ntui  brother." -^Deh^e  on  tht 
Grwii  to  Miynooth  Collf^g«,  The  Timet,  April  ID. 

"  'Ml  had  alwiift  Kppcarpd  to  him  that  between  the  Catholic 
and  ProfcMtant  a  great  guff  Intervened »  which  rendered  It  Im- 
po^athli!,'"  A  c, 

>  **  Tbi*  B*pllit  mifht  occ^tably  pxtfnd  thff  offlc«  of 
rcllgfun  to  the  FreibjrtcrUn  junl  the  todepeiulenit,  or  Uie 


And  though  your  Liberals,  nimble  as  fleas. 

Could  clear  such  gulfs  with  perfect  ease, 

'Twas  a  jump  that  nought  on  earth  could  make 

Your  proper,  heavy-huilt  Christian  take. 

No,  nOg  —  if  a  Dance  of  Sects  must  be. 

He  would  set  to  the  Baptist  willingly,  ^ 

At  the  Independent  deign  to  smirk, 

And  rigadoon  with  old  Mather  Kirk  ; 

Kay  even,  for  once,  if  needs  must  be, 

He*d  take  bands  round  with  all  the  three ; 

But,  as  to  a  jig  with  Popery,  no,  — 

To  the  Harlot  ne'er  would  he  point  bis  toe. 

Sl  M — n— d— v^e  was  the  next  that  row?, — 
A  Saint  who  round,  as  pedlar,  goea, 
With  his  pack  of  piety  and  prose. 
Heavy  and  hot  enough,  God  knows,  — 
And  he  said  that  Papists  were  much  inclined 
To  extirpate  all  of  Protestant  kind, 
WTiich  he  conldn%  in  truth,  so  much  condemn. 
Having  rather  a  wi&h  to  extirpate  them ; 
That  is, — ^to  guard  against  mistake, — 
To  extirpate  them  for  their  doctrine's  sake  j 
A  distinction  Churchmeii  always  make,  — 
Insomuch  that,  when  they've  prime  control. 
Though  sometimes  rousting  heretics  whole. 
They  but  cook  the  body  for  sake  of  the  soul. 

Next  jump'd  St,  J — hnst^n  jollily  forth, 
The  spiritual  Dogberry  of  the  North,* 
A  right  **  wise  fellow,  and,  what's  more, 
An  officer  V*  I'ke  his  tjpe  of  yore  ; 
And  he  a*k*d,  if  we  grant  such  toleration, 
Pray,  whafs  the  use  of  our  Reformation?** 
What  is  the  use  of  our  Church  and  State  ? 
Our  Bishops,  Articles,  Tithe,  and  Rate  ? 
And,  still  as  he  yell'd  out  **  what's  the  use  ?  " 
Old  Echoes,  from  their  cells  recluse 
Where  they'd  for  centuries  slept,  broke  too«e. 
Yelling  responsive.  "  What's  tke  usef" 


tnetntier  of  th^  Church  oT  EiSLgL&Dd  to  anj  ortb*oth«r  throe i. 
but  the  Cilhttlic.'*  Ac. 

«  "  Could  ba  ih«f».  holding  &i  he  did  a  iplrituml  eflle*  tn 
thfr  Church  «Mf  Scotland,  (crict  of  hear,  and  laufht«T,)  with 
■Dj  contltCcnqr  fl*e  bt«  con»tJni  lo  a  grant  of  moner  ?  '*  ftc. 

'  'M  am  a  wlir  fpHow,  and,  which  ii  more,  an  oAccr.*' 
Mmch  Ado  about  Nothtng. 

«  "  Wh»t,  hr  Hiked,  win  the  luo  of  the  Reformat) nn  ?  What 
wu  the  use  of  (be  Artlciei  of  the  Church  of  Englaiul,  or  of 
tb«  Gfaarcb  at  Scotlaad  ?  **  *tc. 
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MOOBE'S  WOBKS. 


MORAL  POSITIONS, 

A  DREAM. 

**  Hif  Lordship  said  that  it  took  a  long  time  for  a  moral 
position  to  find  its  way  across  the  Atlantic.  He  was  very 
sorry  that  its  royage  had  been  so  long,**  &c— Speech  of 
Lord  Dudley  and  Ward  on  Colonial  Slarery,  Bfarch  8., 

T'other  night,  after  hearing  Lord  Dudley's  oration 
(A  treat  that  comesonce  a-year  as  May-day  does), 

I  dreamt  that  I  saw  —  what  a  strange  operation  I 
A  *'  moral  position  "  shipped  off  for  Barbadoes. 

The  whole  Bench  of  Bishops  stood  by  in  grave  at- 
titad^^ 

Packing  the  article  tidy  and  neat ;  — 
As  their  Rev'rences  know,  that  in  southerly  latitudes 

**  Moral  positions  "  don't  keep  very  sweet 

There  was  B — ^th— st  arranging  the  custom-house 

pass ;  [routing, 

And,  to  guard  the  frail  package  from  tousing  and 

There  stood  my  Lord  Eld — n,  endorsing  it  **  Glass," 

Though  as  to  which  side  should  lie  uppermost, 

doubting. 

The  Alight  was,  however,  stow*d  safe  in  the  hold  ; 

The  winds  were  polite,  and  the  moon  look'd  ro- 
mantic, [roll'd. 
While  off  in  the  good  ship  "  The  Truth  "  we  were 

With  our  ethical  cargo,  across  the  Atlantic. 

Long,  dolefully  long,  seem'd  the  voyage  we  made ; 
For  **  The  Truth,**  at  all  times  but  a  very  slow 
sailer, 
By  friends,  near  as  much  as  by  foes,  is  delay'd, 
And  few  come  aboard  her,  though  so  many  hail 
her. 

At  length,  safe  arriv'd,  I  went  through  **  tare  and 
tret,** 
Delivered  my  goods  in  the  primest  condition," 
And  next  morning  read,  in  the  Bridgetown  Gazette, 
**  Just  arriv*d  by  *  The  Truth,'  a  new  moral  po- 
sition.** 

•*  The  Captain  ** — here,  startled  to  find  myself  nam'd 

As  "  the  Captain  "  —  (a  thing  which,  I  own  it 

with  pain,  [asham'd, 

I  through  life  have  avoided,)  I  woke  —  look'd 
Found  I  wasnU  a  captain,  and  doz'd  off  again. 

>  Eclipses  aiid  comets  hare  been  always  looked  to  as  great 
xhangers  of  administrations.  Thus  Milton,  speaking  of  the 
former :  — 

*'  With  fear  of  change 
Perplexing  monarchs.** 


THE  MAD  TORY  AND  THE  COMET. 


FOUNDED  ON  A  LATE  DI8TRE88INO  INCIDENT. 


'  Mutantem  regna  oometem.' 


183S-3. 

Luc  AN.  1 


**  Though  all  the  pet  mischiefiB  we  count  upon, 
fail, 
**  Though  Cholera,  hurricanes,  Wellington  leave 
us, 
"  We've  still  in  reserve,  mighty  Comet,  thy  tail ; — 
**  Last  hope  of  the  Tories,  wilt  thou  too  deceive 
us? 

No — 'tis  coming,  'tis  coming,  the'  avenger  is  nigh ; 

"  Heed,  heed  not,  ye  placemen,  how  Herapath 
flatters; 
'*  One  whisk  from  that  taU,  as  it  passes  us  by, 

"  Will  settle,  at  once,  all  political  matters ; — 

*«  The  East-India  Question,  the  Bank,  the  Five 
Powers, 
"  Now  tum'd  into  two)  with  their  rigmarole 
Protocols; — « 
**  Ha  I  ha  I  ye  gods,  how  this  new  friend  of  ours 
^  Will  knock,  right  and  left,  all  diplomacy's 
what-d'ye-calls  I 

**  Tes,  rather  than  Whigs  at  our  downfall  should 
mock, 
**  Meet  planets,  and  suns,  in  one  general  hustle  I 
"  While,  happy  in  vengeance,  we  welcome  the 
shock 
«*  That  shall  jerk  from  their  places.  Grey,  Al- 
thorp,  and  RussclL" 

Thus  spoke  a  mad  Lord,  as,  with  telescope  rais'd. 

His  wild  Tory  eye  on  the  heavens  he  set ; 
And,  though  nothing  destructive  appear'd  as  he 
gaz'd. 
Much  hop'd  that  there  would,  before  Parliament 
met 

And  still,  as  odd  shapes  seem'd  to  flit  through 
his  glass, 
**  Ha  I  there  it  is  now,"  the  poor  maniac  cries ; 
While  his  fancy  with  forms  but  too  monstrous, 
alas! 
From  his  own  Tory  zodiac,  peoples  the  skies : — 

And  in  Statins  we  And, 

**  Mutant  quse  sceptra  cometse.** 
s  See.  for  some  of  these  Protocols,  the  Annual  Rc^gister, 
for  the  year  1832. 
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**  Now  I  spy  a  big  body,  good  henTens,  how  big ! 

"  ^Yliether  Bucky  ^  or  Tatirua  I  cannot  well 
s^y:  — 
**  Andt  yoader^  there's  Eld— n's  old  Cbaacery-wig, 

**  Id  its  dti5ty  apheUon  fast  fading  away. 

"  I  fee,  'roong  tho^e  fatuons  meteors  behind, 
"  L — nd — nd^rjt  in  vacuo,  flariag  about;  — 

**  While  that  dim  double  fitar^  of  the  nebulous  kind, 
**  U   the   Gt'inini,    R — den   and  L—it — n,   no 
doubt. 

"  Ah,  E!— b'r— h  1  'faith,  I  first  thought  'twai  the 

Comet ; 

"  So  like  that  in  Milton,  it  nmde  me  quite  pale ; 

"  The  head  with  the  same  *  horrid  hair ' »  comiug 

from  it, 

"  And  plenty  of  vapour,  but  —  where  is  the  tail?  *' 

Jofft  then^  up  aloft  jump'd  the  gazer  elated  — 
For,  lo,  his  bright  gluss  a  phenomenon  showed, 

Which   he   took   to   he  C — ^mh— *rl— d,   upwards 
translated, 
Instead  of  his  natural  course,  folher  road  I 

But  too  awful  that  sight  for  a  spirit  so  shaken, — 

Down   dropp'd    the    poor    Tory    io    fits    and 

grimaces,  [taken» 

Then  off  to  the  Bedlam  in  Charles  Street  was 
And  is  now  one  of  Halford's  most  favourite  coses. 


FROM  THE  HON.  HENRY - 
TO  LADY  EMMA 


Farts,  Harck  30.  1«31. 

You  bid  me  explain,  my  dear  angry  Ma'amselle, 
How  t  came  thus  to  bolt  without  saying;  farewell ; 
And  the   truth  is,  —  as  truth  you  teill  have,  my 
sweet  railer,*— 
There  are  two  worthy  persons  I  sJways  feel  loth 
To  take  leave  of  nt  starting, — my  mistress  and 
teilor,^ — 
As  somehow  one  always  has  aceHe»  with  them 
both ; 
The  Snip  in  ill-hnmouF,  the  Syren  in  tears. 

She  calling  oo  Heaven^  and  he  on  the*  attorocy, — 
Tm  sometimes,  in  short,  *twixt  his  duns  and  his 
dear9» 
A  young  gentlemao  risks  being  stopped  in  his 
jouraey. 


I  The  D— e  of  B— ck-ir 


*  And  trtKtn  bit  horrki  hair 
Shake*  p«f UlcQce  and  w«r/* 


But.  to  come  to  the  pointy — though  you  think,  I 

dare  oay^ 
That  'tis  debt  or  the  Cholera  drives  tne  away, 
Ton  honour  you're  wrong  j-^ such  a  mere  baga« 
telle 
As  a  pestilence,  nobody,  now-a-days,  fears ; 
And  the  fact  is,  my  love,  I'm  thos  bolting,  pell- 
mell, 
To   get  out  of  the  way  of  these  horrid  new 
Peers  ;  ^ 
This  deluge  of  coronets,  frightful  to  think  of, 
Which  Eogland  is  now,  for  her  sins,  on  the  brink  of; 
This  coinage  of  itDft/c^,— coin'd,  all  of 'em,  badly. 
And  sure  to  bring  Counts  to  a  cJi^coanl  most  sadly. 

Only  think,  to  have  Lords  overrunning  the  nation, 
As  plenty  as  frogs  in  a  Dutch  inundation ; 
No  shelter  from  Barons,  from  Eark  no  protection, 
And  tadpole  young  Lords,  too,  in  every  direction,^ 
Things  created  in  haste,  just  to  make  a  Court 

list  of, 
Two  legs  and  a  coronet  all  they  consist  oft 
The    prospect's    quite    frightful,    and  what  Sir 

George  R — se 
{My  particular  friend)  says  is  perfectly  true, 
That,  so  dire  the  alternative,  nobody  knows, 
'Twixt  the  Peers  and  the  Pesiileoce,  what  he's 

to  do ; 
And  Sir  George  even  doubts, — conld  be  choose 

his  disorder, — 
'Twiit  coffin  and  coronet,  which  he  would  order. 

This  being  the  ease,  why,  I  thooght,  my  dear  Emma, 
'TwtiTC  best  to  fight  shy  of  so  curs'd  a  diJemnta; 
And  though  I  confess  myself  somewhat  a  viltaio, 

To've  left  idvi  mio  without  an  ad  J  to. 
Console  your  sweet  heart,  and,  a  week  hence,  from 
Milan 

I'll  send  you^some  news  of  Bellini's  last  trio. 

N.  B.  —  Have  just  pack'd  up  my  traveliing  set^ut. 
Things  a  tourist  in  Italy  can't  go  without ^ — 
Viz.,  a  pair  of  ganU  grav,  from  old  Houbigant's 

shop. 
Good  for  hands  that  the  air  of  Mont  Cenia  might 

chap. 
Small  presents  for  ladies, — and  nothing  so  wheedles 
The  creatures  abroad  as  your  golden-eyed  needles. 
A  neat  pocket  Horace,  by  which  folks  are  coxen'd 
To  think  one  knows  Latin,  when — one,  perhaps, 

doesn't ; 
With  some  little  book  about  heathen  mythology, 
Just  large  enough  to  refresh  one's  theology  ; 

*  A  new  crratkm  of  Pecri  was  geaeraUjr  expectMl  ai  ihit 
tline. 
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Nothing  on  earth  being  half  such  a  bore  as 

Not  knowing  the  difference  'twixt  Virgins  and 

Floras. 
Once  more,  love,  farewell,  best  regards  to  the  girls, 
And  mind  you  beware  of  damp  feet  and  new  Earls. 

Henbt. 


TRIUMPH  OF  BIGOTRY. 

**  CoLLCGB.  ~  We  announced,  in  our  last,  that  LefVoy  and 
Shaw  were  returned.  They  were  chaired  yesterday ;  the 
Students  of  the  College  determined,  it  would  seera,  to  imi- 
tate the  mob  in  all  things,  harnessing  themselves  to  the  car, 
and  the  Masters  of  Arts  bearing  Orange  flags  and  bludgeons 
before,  beside,  and  behind  the  car.*' 

DtMiH  Evening  Post,  Dec.  20.  1832. 

At,  yoke  ye  to  the  bigots*  car, 

Ye  chosen  of  Alma  Mater*8  scions ; — 
Fleet  chargers  drew  the  God  of  War, 

Great  Cybele  was  drawn  by  lions, 
And  Sylvan  Pan,  as  Poets  dream. 
Drove  four  young  panthers  in  his  team. 
Thus  classical  L — fr — y,  for  once,  is, 

Thus,  studious  of  a  like  turn-out. 
He  harnesses  young  sucking  dunces. 

To  draw  him,  as  their  Chief,  about, 
And  let  the  world  a  picture  see 
Of  Dulness  yok'd  to  Bigotry  : 
Showing  us  how  young  College  hacks 
Can  pace  with  bigots  at  their  backs. 
As  though  the  cubs  were  born  to  draw 
Such  luggage  as  L — ^fr — y  and  Sh — w. 

Oh  shade  of  Goldsmith,  shade  of  Swift, 

Bright  spirits  whom,  in  days  of  yore. 
This  Queen  of  Dulness  sent  adrift. 

As  aliens  to  her  foggy  shore ; —  * 
Shade  of  our  glorious  Grattan,  too, 

Whose  very  name  her  shame  recalls  ; 
Whose  eflSgy  her  bigot  crew 

Revers'd  upon  their  monkish  walls, — « 
Bear  witness  (lest  the  world  should  doubt) 

To  your  mute  Mother's  dull  renown, 
Then  famous  but  for  Wit  tum'd  out. 

And  Eloquence  turned  upside  doum ; 
But  now  ordain'd  new  wreaths  to  win. 

Beyond  all  fame  of  former  days. 


I  See  the  lives  of  these  two  poets  for  the  circumstances 
under  which  they  left  Dublin  College. 

*  In  the  year  1799,  the  Board  of  Trinity  College.  Dublin, 
thought  proper,  as  a  mode  of  expressing  their  disapprobation 
of  Mr.  Grattan's  public  conduct,  to  order  his  portrait,  in  the 


By  breaking  thus  young  donkies  in 
To  draw  M.  P.s,  amid  the  brays 
Alike  of  donkies  and  M.  A.8  ; — 
Defying  Oxford  to  surpass  'em 
In  this  new  ^  Gradus  ad  Paraassuin.'* 


TRANSLATION    FROM    THE    GULL 
LANGUAGE. 

Scrfpta  manet. 

isa. 
*TwA8  grav'd  on  the  Stone  of  Destiny,  > 
In  letters  four,  and  letters  three ; 
And  ne*er  did  the  King  of  the  Gulls  go  by 
But  those  awful  letters  scar*d  his  eye ; 
For  he  knew  that  a  Prophet  Voice  had  smid, 
"  As  long  as  those  words  by  man  were  read^ 
"  The  ancient  race  of  the  Gulls  should  ne'er 
'*  One  hour  of  peace  or  plenty  share." 
But  years  on  years  successive  flew. 
And  the  letters  still  more  legible  grew, — 
At  top,  a  T,  an  E[,  an  E, 
And  underneath,  D.  E.  B.  T. 

Some  thought  them  Hebrew, — such  as  Jews, 
More  skiird  in  Scrip  than  Scripture,  use ; 
While  some  surmis*d  'twas  an  ancient  way 
Of  keeping  accounts,  (well  known  in  the  day 
Of  the  fam'd  Didlerius  Jeremias, 
Who  had  thereto  a  wonderful  bias,) 
And  prov'd  in  books  most  learnedly  boring, 
*Twas  called  the  Pontick  way  of  scoring. 

Howe'er  this  be,  there  never  were  yet 

Seven  letters  of  the  alphabet. 

That,  'twixt  them  form*d  so  grim  a  spell. 

Or  scar*d  a  Land  of  Gulls  so  well. 

As  did  this  awftil  riddle-me-rec 

Of  T.  H.  E.    D.  E.  B.  T. 


Hark ! — it  is  struggling  Freedom^s  cry ; 
"  Help,  help,  ye  nations,  or  I  die ; 
**  'Tis  freedom's  fight,  and,  on  the  field 
"  Where  I  expire,  your  doom  is  seal'd." 
The  Gull-King  bears  the  awakening  call. 
He  hath  summon'd  his  Peers  and  Patriots  all. 


Great  Hall  of  the  UniTersity,  to  be  turned  upside  i 
in  this  position  It  remained  for  some  time. 

*  LiaOJl.  or  the  Stone  of  Destiny,  ~  for  which,  m«  Weat- 
minster  Abbey. 
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And  he  ask  a,  "  Ye  noble  GqUb,  sh&ll  we 

**  Stand  laiscly  hy  at  the  fall  of  the  Free, 

*^  Nor  utter  a  curse,  nor  deal  a  hlow  ?" 

And  they  ausisrer,  with  voice  of  thander,  **  No." 

Out  fly  tbeir  flashings  swords  in  the  oir !  — 
Bat,  —  why  do  they  rest  suspended  there? 
What  sudden  hlight,  what  baleful  charm, 
T!aih  chill'd  eacli  eye,  and  cheek'd  each  arm? 
Alaa !  some  withering  hand  hath  thrown 
The  veil  from  off  that  fatal  stone. 
And  poiming  now,  with  sapless  finger, 
Showeth  Inhere  dark  those  ktterfl  linger,-^ 
Letters  four,  and  letterE  three, 
T.KE.  D.  E.  B.  T. 

At  fight  thereof,  each  lifted  brand 

Powerlesa  falli  frotn  every  hand  ; 

In  vain  the  Patriot  knits  hiu  hrow,— 

Even  talk,  his  staple^  fails  him  now. 

In  Tain  the  King  like  a  hero  treads. 

His  Ijords  of  the  Treasury  shake  their  heads  j 

And  to  all  his  talk  of  "  bra^^e  and  fVee,*' 

No  answer  gettetb  His  Majesty 

But  "  T.  R  E.   D.K  B,  T." 

Iq  short,  the  whole  Gull  nation  feels 
They're  fairly  spell-bound,  neck  and  heets  j 
And  so,  in  the  face  of  the  laughing  world. 
Must  eVn  sit  down,  with  hannerfl  furrd, 
Adjourtiing  all  their  dreams  sublime 
Of  glory  and  war  to — frorae  ether  time. 


NOTIONS  ON  REFORM. 

BT   A    MODERN    EEFORHEB. 

Of  all  the  misfortunes  as  yet  brought  Co  paaa 
By  this  comet 'like   Bdl,  with   ita  long  tail  of 
speeches. 
The  saddest  and  worst  in  the  schism  which,  alas  1 
It  has  caus'd  between  W— tb^-r — T&  waistcoat 
and  breeches^ 

Some  symptoms  of  this  Anti-Union  propensity 
Had  oft  broken  out  in  that  quarter  before  j 

But  the  breach,  since  the  Bill,  has  attain'd  such 
imoieuElty, 
Daniel  himself  could  have  scarce  wished  it  more. 

*  It  wCll  b<?  recnllocit^  tlial  th*  Ipnrnpd  genttpman  hlmteir 
bciailed  oa<>  aighl  in  the  Hmiie  of  Comrn^fift,  of  HiOLviiiK  vat 
In  the  rerj  chair  which  thl*  ftll<*|$or1eiil  tadf  had  ocrupied, 

I't  dtttcrtptSon  of  the  elTccti  of  (he  trii*od  od  tbe 


Oh  !  baste  to  repair  it,  ye  fVieuds  of  good  order, 
Ye  Atw— ds  and  W^nns,  ere  the  moment  is  post  j 

Who  can  doubt  that  we  tread  upon  Anarchy's  border. 
When  the  ties  that  should  hold  men  are  looflening 
so  fast  ? 

MaheW — ^ih — r — 1  yield  to  "some  sort  of  Ileform" 
(As  we  all  must,  God  help  us  !  with  very  ^tj 
faces) , 

And  loud  as  he  Hkes  let  bim  bluster  and  storm 
About  Corporate  Rights,  bo  he'll  only  wear  braces. 

Should  those  he  now  sports  have  been  long  in 
possession. 
And,  like  his  own  borough,  tbe  worse  for  the 
wear. 
Advise  him,  at  least,  as  a  prudent  eoQCession 
To  Intellect's  progress,  to  buy  a  new  poir. 

Oh  I  who  that  e'er  saw  him,  when  vocal  he  stands. 
With  a  look  something  midway  *twbLt  Filch'6 
and  Loekit's, 
While  still,  to  inspire  him,  his  deeply  thrust  hands 
Keep   jingling    the   rbino    in   both    breeches- 
pockets  — 

Who  that  ever  has  listen 'd,  tbrough  groan  and 
through  cough, 
To  the  speeches  inspirM  by  this  music  of  pence,--* 
But  must  grieve  that  there  s  any  thing  like  ftslling 

off' 
In  that  great  nether  source  of  his  wit  and  lits 
? 


Who  that  knows  how  be  look*d  when,  with  grace 
debonair. 
He  began  first  to  court— rather  late  in  the  season^ 
Or  when,  less  fastidious,  he  sat  in  the  chair 
Of  his  old  friend,  the  Nottingham  Goddess  of 
Reason  ;  ^ 

That  Goddess,  whose  borough-like  virtue  attracted 
All  mongers  in  both  wares  to  proffer  their  love; 

Whose  chair  like  the  stool  of  the  Pythoness  acted. 
As  W — ^th — r — ^1*1  rants,  ercr  since,  ^  to  prove  i  * 

Who^  m  short,  would  xiol  grieve,  if  a  miin  of  Ms 
graces 

Should  go  on  rejecting,  unwarned  by  the  past. 
The  "  moderate  Reform  '*  of  a  pair  of  new  braces, 

Till,  some  day,  —  he'll  all  fall  to  pieces  at  last 

■Pfwartnce  and  votco  of  Uifl  iltter,  tbowi  (but  the  tjnmpioiiit 
fitf«,ft|  leau  very  tlmllir; 

S|iumca  time  pr  Iniuni  rmblet  Tn«na  per  era 

Efflult 

tunc  moritiu  vutli  uluiiiliu  In  «ntrU« 
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TORY  PLEDGE& 

I  PLEDGE  myielf  throogh  thick  and  thin. 

To  labour  still,  with  zeal  deroat. 
To  get  the  Onts,  poor  deriU,  in. 

And  torn  the  Inns,  the  wretches,  ooL 

I  pledge  myself^  though  mnch  bereft 

Of  ways  and  means  of  mling  ill. 
To  make  the  most  of  what  are  left. 

And  stick  to  all  that's  rotten  stilL 

Though  gone  the  days  of  place  and  pelf; 

And  drones  no  more  take  all  the  honey, 
I  pledge  myself  to  cram  myself 

With  all  I  can  of  public  money; 

To  quarter  on  that  social  purse 

My  nephews,  nieces,  sisters,  brothers, 

Nor,  so  we  prosper,  care  a  curse 
How  much  'tis  at  the'  expense  of  others. 

I  pledge  myself,  whenerer  Right 

And  Might  on  any  point  divide. 
Not  to  adL  which  is  black  or  white. 

But  take,  at  once,  the  strongest  side. 

For  instance,  in  all  Tithe  discussions, 
Vmfor  the  Reverend  encroachers :  — 

I  loathe  the  Poles,  applaud  the  Russians, — 
Am  for  the  Squires  against  the  Poachers. 

Betwixt  the  Corn-Lords  and  the  Poor 
Fve  not  the  slightest  hesitation, — 

The  people  must  be  starv'd  to'  insure 
The  Land  its  due  remuneration. 

I  pledge  myself  to  be  no  more 

With  Ireland's  wrongs  bepros'd  or  shamm'd,- 
I  vote  her  grievances  a  bore. 

So  she  may  suffer,  and  be  d — d. 

Or  if  she  kick,  let  it  console  us, 
We  still  have  plenty  of  red  coats, 

To  cram  the  Church,  that  general  bolus, 
Down  any  giv'n  amount  of  throats. 

I  dearly  love  the  Frankfort  Diet, — 
Think  newspapers  the  worst  of  crimes; 

And  would,  to  give  some  chance  of  quiet, 
Hang  all  the  writers  of  The  Times ; 

Break  all  their  correspondents'  bones, 
AU  authors  of"  Reply,"  "  Rejoinder," 


From  the  Anti-Tory,  Coloiiel  J— es. 
To  the  Anti-Suttee,  Mr.  P— ynd— r. 

Such  are  the  Pledgee  I  propoae; 

And  thoo^  I  cm*t  now  offer  gold. 
There's  maay  m  way  of  buying  those 

Who've  but  the  taste  for  being  sold. 

So  liere's,  with  three  times  three  horrahs, 
A  toast,  of  which  yoall  not  complain,  — 

**•  Long  life  to  jobbing;  may  the  days 
Of  Peculation  shine  againl" 


ST.  JEROME  ON  EARTH. 


FIBST  VUIT. 


183S. 


As  St  Jerome,  who  died  some  ages  ago. 

Was  sitting,  one  day,  in  the  shades  below, 

"  I've  heard  much  of  English  bishops,"  quoth  he, 

"  And  shall  now  take  a  trip  to  earth,  to  see 

^  How  far  they  agree,  in  their  lives  and  ways, 

"  With  our  good  old  bishops  of  ancient  days." 

He  had  leam'd — bntleam'd  withont  misgivings — 

Their  love  for  good  living,  and  eke  good  livings ; 

Not  knowing  (as  ne'er  having  taken  degrees) 

That  good  living  means  claret  and  fricassees. 

While  its  plural  means  simply — pluralities. 

**  From  all  I  hear,**  said  the  innocent  man, 

**  They  are  quite  on  the  good  old  primitive  plan. 

"  For  wealth  and  pomp  they  little  can  care, 

**  As  they  all  say  *  Ab  '  to  the*  Episcopal  chair ; 

**  And  their  vestal  virtue  it  well  denotes, 

**  That  they  all,  good  men,  wear  petticoats." 

Thus  saying,  post-haste  to  earth  he  hurries. 
And  knocks  at  the'  Archbishop  of  Canterbury's. 
The  door  was  oped  by  a  lackey  in  lace. 
Saying,  "  What's  your  business  with  his  Grace  ?  " 
**  His  grace !"  quoth  Jerome — for  pos'd  was  he. 
Not  knowing  what  sort  this  Grace  could  be ; 
Whether  GncQ  presenting.  Once  pewticmlar, 
Grace  of  that  breed  called  Quinqwzrticular  ^  — 
In  short,  he  rummag'd  his  holy  mind, 
The'  exact  description  of  Grace  to  find. 
Which  thus  could  represented  be 
By  a  footman  in  full  livery. 

1  So  called  fh>in  the  proceedings  of  the  Sjmod  of  Dort. 
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At  l^t,  out  loud  ID  a  laugli  he  brokci 

**  A  sign  of  the  times,  I  plainly  see,"* 

(For  dearly  the  good  saint  lov'd  hia  joke)  ' 

Said  the  Saint  to  himself  as,  poudcring,  he 

■ 

And  said  —  survey iag,  as  sly  be  Bpoke, 

Sail'd  off  in  the  death-boat  gallantly. 

■ 

The  costly  palace  from  roof  to  base  — 

■ 

••  Weil,  it  isoX  at  least,  a  mvinff  Grace  1" 

Arriv'd  on  earthy  quoth  he,  "  No  more 

**  Umph,"  said  the  lackey,  a  man  of  few  words. 

**  I'll  affect  a  body,  as  before  ; 

"  The*  Archbishop  is  gone  to  the  House  of  Lofds.*^ 

"  For  I  think  I'd  best,  in  the  company 

**  To  the  Uoufie  of  the  Lord,  you  mean,  my  boo. 

**  Of  Spiritual  Lords,  a  spirit  be. 

^^  For  iQ  mt/  time,  at  leasts  there  was  but  otie; 

"  And  glide,  unseen,  from  See  to  See," 

"  Unless  such  maoy-foW  priests  as  these 

But  oh  !  to  tell  what  scenes  he  law,- — 

•*  Seek,  ev'n  in  their  Lobi>,  pluralities  !'** 

It  was  more  than  Rabelais'  pen  could  draw. 

"  Ko  time  for  gab/"  quoth  the  man  in  lace  : 

For  instance,  he  found  Ex — ^t — r, 

Then,  slamming  the  door  in  Sl  Jerome's  fa^e, 

^ul,  body,  inkstand,  all  in  a  stir, — 

With  a  curse  to  the  single  knockers  all. 

For  love  of  God  ?  for  sake  of  King? 

Went  to  finish  his  port  in  the  seriaots*  hall, 

For  good  of  people  ? — no  such  thing  \ 

And  propose  a  toast  (humanely  meant 

But  to  gel  for  himself,  by  some  new  trick, 

To  incltide  even  Curates  in  its  extent) 

A  shoYe  to  a  better  biBhoprick. 

**  To  BR,^Mrvet  the*  EstablishDaeQt." 

He  found  that  pious  soul.  Van  M— Id— I, 
Mttch  with  hia  moaey-bags  bcwildcr'd  ^ 
Suubbiog  the  Ckrks  of  the  Diocess,  * 

Because  the  rogaes  showed  restlessnesa 

At  having  too  little  cash  to  touch. 

ST.  JEROME  ON  EARTH, 

While  he  so  Christianly  bears  too  mticli. 
He  found  old  Sarum's  wits  as  gone 

■ 

SECOND  VISIT. 

As  hia  own  beloved  text  in  John, — ^ 
Text  he  hath  pros^  ao  long  upon. 

1 

•'  Thii  mucJi  t  dar«  lajf,  lh*t,  tlnce  lording  and  loitering 
hjrth  come  up,  pnjachtng  hjith  come  donFH,  contrary  to  ihc 

That  'tis  thought  when  ask'd,  at  the  gate  of  heaven, 

1 

Apofttlei*  timi>i.      For  they  preached  4Dd  lorded  not;   and 

His  name,  he'll  answer  "  John,  v.  7." 

tnnr  thejr  hrd  and  pnujcb  noi .....  ^ver  ilnco  Die  PrelAlti 

were  madn  Lordf  and  Hottles,  the  plough   ttAndrih  i  there 
It  n«wor1(  don«,  Ibe  people  vUrv<6."  —  Latimrr,  Sfrmon  nf 

"  Btit  enough  of  Bishops  Fve  had  to^ay," 

ike  Plough. 

Said  the  weary  Saint,  —  **  I  must  away. 
**  Though  I  own  I  shouhl  like,  tM-Fore  I  go, 

"  Once  more,"  said  Jerome,  **  Til  run  up  and  see 

**  To  sec  for  once  (as  Fm  ask'd  heiow 

How  the  Church  goes  on/'^ — and  oif  set  he. 

"  If  really  such  odd  sights  exist) 

Just  then  the  packet-boatt  which  trades 

*'  A  regular  six-fold  Pluralist/' 

Betwixt  our  planet  and  the  shades, 

Just  then  he  heard  a  general  cry  — 

Had  arrived  below,  with  a  freight  &o  queer, 

"  There's  Doctor  Hodgson  galloping  by  !'* 

*•  My    eyesl"    said    Jerome,    *' what    have    we 

*'  Ay,  that*s  the  man,**  says  the  Saiot,  "  tofollow^** 

here?''^ 

And  off  he  seta,  with  a  loud  Tiew-hollo, 

For  he  saw,  when  nearer  he  explored, 

At  Hodgson*8  heels,  to  catch,  if  he  can. 

They'd  a  cargo  of  Bishops'  wif^s  aboard. 

A  glimpse  of  this  siogular  plural  mun< 

"  They  are  ghosts  of  wigs,"  said  Charon,  "*  all, 

Bat,  —  talk  of  Sir  Boyle  Roche's  bird  !" 

**  Once  worn  by  nobs  Episcopal^ 

To  compare  him  with  Hodgson  is  absurd. 

*»  For  folks  on  earth,  who've  got  a  store 

"  Which  way,  sir,  pray,  is  the  doetor  gone  ?** — 

♦*  Of  cast  off  things  they'll  want  no  more, 

"  He  ts  now  at  his  living  at  Hillingdon." — 

**  Oft  Bend  them  down,  as  gifts,  you  know, 

*'  No,  no,— you're  out,  by  many  a  mile^ 

♦*  To  A  certain  Gentleman  here  below." 

**  He's  away  at  hit  Deanery,  in  Carlisle." — 

«  Whnesi  hi*  woll  knoim  pun  tm  the  ovne  of  hh  Bdir«r. 

*  $«e  ttie  Bifthop'ft  Letter  to  ClerRj  of  hl«  Dloo8*«« 

■ 

^  1  Ji^hii,  f.  7.     A  tciLt  wblcti,  thouffh  lovif  ftTcn  up  bf  nil 

■ 

*  The  iti«pklon  AttarhivJ  to  ii)m«  of  the  e«rLf  Falhen  of 

tli«  rt'it  of  Ihc  orthodox  vrortd,  ti  itill  pertlnAcloutlf  adKered 

■ 

b«tnc  Artant  in  their  doctrine  wnuld  appemr  to  derive  lomft 

to  by  thii  Rjfht  Bcrernid  »rholar. 

■ 

conftrmalkM)  rrom  tbii  pasuigQ. 

■  It  wju  «  Mjiiif  of  the  well' known  Sir  Boyt««  (bat  "a  m«B 

■ 

■  TiM  wlff,  which  hid  to  lon^  formed  an  eif^ntlBl  iwrt  of 

CMiM  not  bo  In  two  plocei  At  ones,  unleii  he  wu  ■  bLrd.*^ 

todlfiMOfedvltli. 

■ 

■ 
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"  Pardon  me,  sir ;  but  I  ooderstand 

"  He's  gone  to  hh  living-  m  Cuiiibt?rIflnd."-= 

"God  blets  roe,  no,— he  can't  he  there  j 

"  You  must  try  St,  George's,  HanoTer  Square/* 

Thus  all  in  vain  tlie  Sfttnt  ioquir'd. 

From  living  to  living,  tnock'd  and  lir*d ; — 

*Twas  Hodgson  here,  'twas  Hodgson  there, 

'Twas  Hodgeon  nowhere,  everywhere  ; 

Till,  fairly  beat,  the  Saint  gave  o'er. 

And  flitted  away  to  the  Stygian  shore. 

To  astoni&h  the  nativei  under  ground 

With  the  comical  things  he  on  earth  had  found. 


THOUGHTS  ON  TAR  BARRELS. 

(V]0B  BUCAimON  OF  A  LATft  FItS.1) 

What  a  pleasing  contrivance  !  how  aptly  devis*d 
'Twlxt  tar  and  magnolias  to  puzzle  one's  noses  ! 

And  how  the  tar-barrels  must  all  be  sarpria'd 
To  find  themfielves  seated  like  "Love  among 
roses  r 

Wlmt  a  pity  wa  can*t,  by  precautions  like  these, 
Clear  the  air  of  that  other  slill  viler  infection  ; 

That  radical  pest,  that  old  whiggish  disease. 
Of  which  cases,  true-blue,  arc  in  every  direction, 

'Stead  of  barrels,  let*s  light  up  an  Auto  da  Fe 

Of  a  few  good  combustible  Lords  of  "  the  Clubf ' 
They  would  fume,  In  a  trice,  the  Wbig  cholera 
away» 
And  there's  B — eky  would  bars  like  a  barrel  of 
bub. 

How   R — d — n  would  blaze  1  and  what  rubbish 
throw  out  1 
A  volcano  of  nonacose,  io  active  display ; 
While  V — nep  as  a  butt,  amidst  laughter,  would 
Bpeuit 
The  hot  nothings  he's  full  of,  all  night  and  all  day. 

A  ml  then,  for  a  finish,  there's  C — mb — d*s  Dnke,^ — 
Good  Lord,  how  his  chin-tuft  would  crackle  in 
air  I 

Unless  (as  is  shrewdly  surmis'd  from  his  look) 
He's  already  bespoke  for  combustion  elsewhere. 

1  Tho  M ■  of  H^Jtf— d'l  FAte.  —  From  dnnd  of  cbo- 

Ipra  his  t^ordthip  h«4  onterod  Ur-borrrlt  to  be  buni«il  in  ertjrj 
dkriTtioii. 

*  TliPU!  trefic*.  m  wdl  hm  *amc  otber*  th*l  follcsw,  (p.  ML) 
wer«  «](tortcd  from  mc  by  that  lAmeTntAble  izi«aiure  of  the 
Wh\g  mlubtry,  tbe  ItUh  Coercion  Act. 


THE  CONSULTATION.* 


'  When  thej  do  agree,  thdr  oiMolroltj  !■  wonderful  /* 


Seemg  mumm  Dr,  HlUg  tmd  Dr.  Toty  At  eomtrntt^Uiam, 
Patient  om  tkejtoor  heimerm  Iknm, 

Dr.  Whiff. —  Tms  wild  Irish  padent  doeg  pester 

me  so, 
That  what  to  do  with  him,  Vm  curst  if  I  know ; 
Fve  promisd  him  anodynes 

Dr.  Tort/,  Anodynes! — ^StuC 

Tic  him  down^^gag  him  well — ^ he'll  be  tranquil 

enoughs 
That's  mtf  mode  of  practice. 

Dr.  Whig.  Tme»  quite  in  jftmr  line. 

But  unluckily  not  much,  till  lately,  in  mine. 
'Tis  so  painful— — 
Dr.  Tor^ — Pooh,  nonsense — ^ask  Udc  how  he 

ftHjls, 
When,  for  Epicure  feasts,  he  prepares  his  liTeeela, 
By  flinging  them  in,  'twixt   the  bars  of  the  fire. 
And  letting  them  wriggle  on  there  till  they  tire. 
J9e,  too,  says  *''tis  painful** — '*  quite  makes  hia 

heart  bleed  "^^ 
But  **  your  eels  are  a  vile,  oleaginous  breed,'* — 
He  would  fain  use  them  gently,  but  C^wkery  gays 

"  No," 
And^in  short — eels  were  bom  Io  be  treated  juat 

so.  ^ 
*Tls  the  same  with  these  Irish, — who*re  tpdder  fiah 

still,— 
Your  tender  Whig  heart  shrinlu  from  uaiog  them 

ilh 
I,  myself^  in  my  youth,  ere  I  came  to  get  wise. 
Used,  at  some  operations,  to  blush  to  the  eyes  ;  — 
But,  in  fact,  my  dear  brother,  —  if  I  may  make  bold 
To  style  jon,  as  Peachnm  did  Lockit,  of  old, — 
We,  I>octor&,  must  act  with  the  firmness  of  Ude, 
And,   indifferent  like  him,-^so  the   fish   is   hiii 

stew'd,— 
Muit  torture  live  Pats  for  the  general  good, 

{Here  patient  grvauM  and  kicka  a  liitte* 
Dn  Whiff,  —  But  what,  if  one^s  patient's  so  devil- 
ish perverse, 
That  lie  wo'nt  be  thus  tortur'd  ? 
Dr.  Tor^.  Coerce,  sir,  coerce 

3  Tblj  eralrteDt  ixtfst,.  In  thf  teccmd  edition  of  the  work 
whereJn  he  pro|TOundi  (bta  mode  of  purirylng  hU  eeU.  V^'^ 
feftet  tiLin«&ir  mrich  cnncerncd  At  the  chArse  of  laliuinuiltx 
broojbt  Affalnit  hU  prAi-tlec,  but  «tlll  beg •  leNte  reapectflitUf 
to  repeat  ttaftt  k  U  (be  outy  proper  mode  ot  pTepartng  c«rl*  fof 
Lfae  lAble. 
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YottVe  a  jiiYeiiile  perforraer,  bat  OQce  you  begm, 
Yon  caaH  think  how  fast   you  may   train  your 

hand  in  : 
And  {smiting)  who  knows  but  oid  Tory  may  take 

to  the  sbelf, 
With  the  comforting  tliought  that,  in  place  and  in 

pelf, 
He's  succeeded  by  one  ju«t  as — bad  as  himself? 
J>r.  Whig  ((oakingjCutered) ^liy,  to  tell  yoti 

the  tnith^  IVe  a  smalj  roatter  here. 
Which  you  helped  me  to  make  for  my  patient  last 

year,— 

l^Goes (o  a  cupboard  and  brings  out 
a  strait  waiatcoat  and  tfag^ 
And  such  rest  Fve  enjoy'd  Ihmi  his  raving  since 

then, 
That  I  have  made  up  my  mind  he  shidl  wear  it 

again. 
Dr.  Tor^  (emhraeing  himX  —  Oh,  charming  1 

My  dear  Doctor  Whig,  you^rt"  a  treasure. 
Next  to  torturing  mytetf,  to  help  ytw  is  a  pleasure, 
\_AMn^tmg  Dr.  Whig^ 
Give  me  leave  —  Vve  some  practice  in  these  mad 

machines ; 
There — tighter — the  gag  in  the  mouth,  by  all 

means. 
DeUfhtfiill — airs  snug — ^  not  a  squeak  need  you 

fear, — 
Yon  may  now  put  your  anodynes  off  till  next  year. 


TO  THE  REV.  CH— RL— S  OV— BT— N, 

ctraATS  OF  aoMALDxin&. 

AUnOa  Of  T«l  rOKTlCAL  POBTIUITCIKA  ot  tiis  ciiikchJ 

Sweet    stnger    of    Romaldkkk,    thou   who  art 

reckoa*d» 
By  critics  Episcopal,  David  the  Second,* 
If  thus,  a«  a  Curate,  so  lof\y  your  fLighU 
Only  think,  in  a  Rectory,  how  you  would  write ! 
Once  fairly  inspir'd  by  the  **Tilhe-crown'd  Apollo,** 
(Who  beat*,  1  confess  »t»  our  %  Phffibus  hollow, 


1  See  Edinburgh  tlevi«v,  No.  UT. 

»  •*  Ifoar  Lofilthlp,"  mji  Mr.  Or—rt^n.  In  the  Dedication 
«f  hij  Poem  to  the  Btibop  of  Ch«>*ier.  ■*1im  kindly  i?xptP*»od 
jour  partuulcya  ihftt  mj  '  Mu*o  will  otw^yi  be  m  Mufe  of 
1  iimg«  md  tti«t  it  utiU  bt  imme4  «  S>a9id'»  wa*.'  '* 
Bo|ihocl«i. 
I  — -  Album  mill  or  Id  ulttein 

Supem^ :  DAACUTihirque  Ivtes 
Ftrr  digltos.  humfroiique  ptiiniiv. 


Having  gotten^  beBides  the  old  A'lWs  inspiration^ 
The  Ttnth  of  all  eatable  things  in  creation,) 
There's  notliing,  in  fact,  that  a  poet  likt  you. 
So  he*«/«'«/  and  he-tentk"d,  couldn't  easily  do. 
Round  the  lips  of  the  sweet-tongned  Athenian  ^ 

tbcy  say, 
While  yet  hut  a  habe  in  his  cradle  he  lay, 
Wild  honey- becfl  swarm'd,  as  a  presage  to  tell 
Of  the  sweet-flowing  words  that  thence  afterwards 

feU. 
Just  so  round  our  Ov— rt^-n*s  cradle,  no  doubt, 
Tenth  ducklings  and  chicks  were  seen  flitting  about  $ 
Goose  embryos,  waiting  their  doom'd  decimation. 
Came,  shadowing  forth  his  adult  destination. 
And  small,  sucking  tithe-pigs,  in  musical  droves, 
Announc'd  the  Church  poet  whom  Chester  ap- 
proves. 

O  Horace  I  when  thou,  in  thy  vision  of  yore. 
Didst  dream  that  a  snowy-white  plumage  come  o'er 
Tby  etherealis'd  limbs,  stealing  downily  ou. 
Till,  by  Fancy's  strong  spelU  thou  wort  tum'd  to  a 

BWOUi  * 

Little  tbought'st  thou  such  fate  cotild  a  poet  befall, 

Without  any  effort  of  fancy,  at  nil  j 

Little  thought's!  thou  the  world  would  in  Ov^-rt— o 

find 
A  bird,  ready-made,  somewhat  different  in  kind. 
But  OS  perfect  as  Michaetmas*  self  could  produce, 
By  gods  yclept  ttH*ei\  by  mortals  a  goote. 


SCENE 


FROM   A   PI.AT,   ACTEB  AT  OXFORD,   CALLED 

"  MATRICULATIOK/'* 

18)4. 
[Boy    dlicorarcd  at  a  tuble,  with  the  'n)irt}''nlDe  Artlclei 
b^furfl  him.  ^-^  Enter  the  Kt.  Rev.  Doctor  Fh'— Up— ti  ] 

D^'tor  /I— The  BE,  my  lad.  lie  the  Articles  —  {Bog 
htginji  fp  eount  them)  just  thirty-tiine— 

No  occasion  to  count— ^you've  now  only  to  sign. 

At  Cambridge,  where  folks  are  less  High-cburcb 
than  vre, 

The  whole  Nine-ond- Thirty  are  lump'd  into  Three. 


'  "  It  App«ftri  tliMl  wheo  a  jcrotli  oritfk«en  goes  to  hm  nudii'- 
ctilaled.  at  Osford,  snd  li  retiulred  flrit  to  fubtcribc  TLirtjr* 
nlni"  Article*  of  tteliirfous  Brllef,  this  oaly  mr.iDt  that  h* 
ifngait^M  hlmkclf  aflcr^'atrdi  to  underiland  what  ii  now  u!i*a\« 
hii  cotnpretienilon ;  that  he  es:prpt»ea  no  a»«rtit  at  all  lo  whai 
he  iigni }  and  that  be  la  (or,  o-Hfthi  to  he)  at  TuU  iJlH^rty,  when 
ho  hai  itudilcd  the lubj ect,  to  vlthd raw  hi ■  [irov Ulomal  tiuent.'* 
—  Edinbi^rgh  Rt^iete,  Ko.  XVi. 


I 
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V/} 


MfyXET^  woscs. 


l^%  m.  V«7  Hui  Mxam ; — dcR:'f 

TJi  v«  r«ae&,  ]C  .aavt.  i^bwa.  B«Mt'f  gir^nfiinn. 
Tltfi^f  ndBeaese — v^,  «^ — ad.^r3i^ 

A  tnmmfAymi  »A  Arjix  ■ake-V^rre  of  Idjel 
Whkk  mn  Omr^  Lm  dnva  sp..  in  a  S^im  t&M 

airtienlar. 
To  kiMrp  <'/at,  m  iniwrml.  all  vbr/re  ponkalar. 
B«t  wbdrt'i  tb«  Vryj  ^>iA^?   vhat!  readia;  aU 

Aj»i  mj  Uu^httfjb  tut  <^y>I:&tr ! — tikii  nrrer  vill  ^ 
/ifejr  (p*fhM^  *fK4(r  tkt  ArttcU*.) — Here  «re  pooits 
wfajcb—prar,  IMjcuw,  vkat't  **  (Jfac«  of 
CoDgnutjr?" 
Ikieiar  P,  (akarpfy), — Yovll  fiod  oat,  joung  nr, 
when  jooVe  more  togeonitjr, 
At  present,  by  figDiag,  yoa  pledge  jrocmelf  merelj, 
WlMrte*er  it  may  be,  to  beliere  it  %meert\y. 
hfAh  io  dining  nA  ngming  we  take  tbe  Mme  plan, — 
First,  swaJlow  all  down,  tben  digest — as  we  can. 
Ihy(»till  reading ). — I've  Ut  gulp,  I  tee,  St.  Atba- 
nasios't  Creed, 
Wbicb,  Fm  told,  is  a  verj  toogh  morsel,  indeed ; 

As  be  damns 

iJoctor  P.  (aside), —  Ay,  and  so  would  /,  will- 
ingly, too, 
All  ctmtdundtd  particular  young  boobies,  like  yon. 
Tbis  comes  of  Ileforming  * — alFs  o'er  with  our  land. 
When  people  wo*n*t  stand  what  they  can't  umd^r- 

stand; 
N<ir  perceive  that  our  erer-rever'd  Thirty-Nine 
Were  made,  not  for  men  U)  Mievet  but  to  ngn. 

[^ICxU  iJr.  P.  in  a  passion. 

LATE  TITHE  CASE. 

*•  8Ic  vof  non  robli." 

1833. 
••  Th«  View  of  B'-mh.ni  def  Ires  ni«  to  tUte  that,  In  con- 
MH|ti<fnr«  of  th«  pMaliiK  of  a  recent  Act  of  Parliament,  he  In 
cotnp4ill«d  to  adopt  menaiires  which  may  by  some  be  con- 
fld«r«d  harfh  or  praclpitnte  ;  but,  in  duty  to  what  he  owet  to 
M»  iueefiion,  he  fi'eU  bound  to  preaerve  the  rights  of  the 
vlrarafn."—  Lfttrr/rum  Mr.  S.  Powell,  August  6. 

No,  ru>t  for  youriiolvc«,  ye  reverend  men, 
I>o  you  take  one  pig  in  every  ten, 

I  fourteen  agricultural  labourers  (one  of  whom  received 
so  lltiln  as  six  guineas  for  yearly  wages,  one  eight,  one  nine, 
anolher  ten  guineas,  and  the  l)est  paid  of  the  whole  not  more 
than  IN/,  annually)  were  all.  In  the  course  of  the  autumn  of 
1KI9,  served  with  demands  of  tithe  at  the  rate  of  Ad.  In  the  I/. 


Tboo,  too,  Lr— ad  J 

A  Reeior  tnse,  if  e*er  there  was  one, 

WliQ,  ibr  aike  «f  the  L— odies  «f 

Gripeit  the  teatlis  «f  bboorers' wagcs^> 

Tis  tnse,  in  die  poekeCs  of  %  smaO-ckxhes 

Tbe  elana'd  **obventioo>*'  of  iioar-peBee  goes ; 

Bat  its  abstract  spirit,  iincoDfia*d,  | 

Spreads  to  aU  fataie  Bcctor^iad,  i 

Wamiag  them  all  Io  dieir  rights  Io  wake. 

And  rather  to  Ihee  the  block,  die  stake. 

Than  gire  np  dieb  darling  right  io  take. 

One  grain  of  mask,  it  is  said,  perfumes 
(So  subtle  its  spirit)  a  thousand  rooms. 
And  a  single  four-pence,  pocketed  well. 
Through  a  thousand  rectors'  Utcs  will  telL 
Then  still  continue,  ye  reTerend  souU, 
And  still  as  your  rich  Pactolus  rolls, 
Grasp  CTery  penny  on  every  side. 
From  every  wretch,  to  swell  its  tide : 
Remembering  still  what  the  Law  lays  down. 
In  that  pure  poetic  style  of  its  own, 
"•  If  the  parson  fa  esse  submits  to  loss,  he 
**  Inflicts  the  same  on  the  parson  m  posmJ* 


FOOLS  PARADISE. 

DBEAM  THE   FIRST. 

I  HAVE  been,  like  Puck,  I  have  been,  in  a  trice. 
To  a  realm  they  call  Fools'  Paradise, 

sterling,  on  behalf  of  the  R«v.  F.  L— dy.  Rector  of  ,  ftc. 

&c.  —  The  Time;  August  1833. 

>  One  of  the  various  general  temu  under  which  obUtions, 
tithes,  &c.  are  comprised. 
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Lying  N.  N,  E,  of  the  Land  of  Sensie^ 

And  fieldoni  blefis'd  with  a  glioinier  thence. 

Bat  tbej  want  it  not  in  this  happy  place, 

Where  a  light  of  iia  own  gilds  cTcry  fiioe ; 

Or,  if  some  wear  a  shadowy  hrow, 

*Ti*  the  irwA  to  l*x>k  wise,  ^- not  knowiog  how?, 

St'if-gloiy  glistens  o'er  all  that's  there, 

The  trees,  the  flowers  have  a  jaunty  air ; 

The  well-bred  wind  in  a  whisper  blows, 

The  snow^  if  it  snows,  is  couhur  tie  rose^ 

The  falling  founts  in  a  titter  Ml, 

And  the  sun  looks  simpering  down  on  alL 

Oh,  Hisn't  in  tong<ie  or  pen  to  tmee 

The  scenes  I  saw  in  that  joyous  plaee. 

There  were  Lords  and  Ladies  sitting  together. 

In  conTerse  sweet, "  What  charmiag  weatherl  — 

*'  You'll  all  rejoice  to  hear,  I'm  suj*e, 

'*  Lord  Charles  has  got  a  good  sinecure ; 

"  And  the  Premier  saysj  roy  youngest  brother 

"  (llim  in  the  Guards)  shall  have  another. 

**  Isn't  this  vcry»  ivry  gallant  I  — 

**  As  for  my  poor  old  Tirgin  aunt, 

•*  Who  has  lost  her  all,  poor  thing,  at  whist, 

**  We  must  ijuarter  her  on  the  Pension  List/' 

Thus  smoothly  time  in  that  Edea  roLl'd  ] 

It  seem'd  like  an  Age  of  reai  gold. 

Where  all  who  lik'd  might  have  a  slice, 

So  rieb  was  that  Poors  Pai-adise. 

But  the  sport  at  which  most  time  ibcy  spent, 
Was  a  puppct-show»  called  Parliamentt 
Perform  "d  by  wooden  Ciceroa, 
As  large  as  life,  who  rose  to  prose, 
While,  hid  behind  them,  lords  and  s^juires^ 
Who  owu*d  the  puppets,  pulFd  the  wires  j 
And  thought  it  the  Tery  best  device 
(>f  that  most  prosperous  Paradise, 
To  make  the  vulgar  pay  through  the  nose 
For  them  and  their  woodeo  Ciceros* 

And  many  more  Bueh  thing*  I  saw 
In  this  EdeQ  of  Church,  and  State,  and  Law  ; 
Kor  e  er  were  known  such  pleasant  folk 
As  those  who  had  the  best  of  the  joke. 
There  were  Irish  Rectors,  such  as  resort 
To  Cheltenham  yearly,  tu  drink  ^  port, 
And  bumper,  **  Long  tnay  the  Church  endure, 
Sriny  her  cure  of  souls  be  a  sinecure. 
And  a  score  of  Parsons  to  every  soul 
A  moderate  allow unce  on  the  whole." 
There  were  Heads  of  Colleges,  ijing  about. 
From  which  the  sense  had  all  run  out. 
Even  to  the  lowest  classic  lees. 
Till  nothing  was  lefl  but  qtiantUieJt ; 


Which  made  them  heads  most  fit  to  be 
Stuck  up  on  a  UniTersity, 
Which  yearly  hatches,  in  its  schools, 
Such  flights  of  young  Elysian  fools. 

Thus  all  went  on,  so  snug  and  nice* 

In  this  happiest  possible  Paradise. 

But  plain  it  was  to  see,  alas  E 

That  a  downfall  soon  must  come  to  pasi. 

For  grief  is  a  lot  the  good  and  wise 

Don't  quite  so  much  monopolise. 

But  that  ("  lapt  in  Elysium  "  as  they  are) 

Even  blessed  fooLs  must  have  their  share. 

And  so  it  happened  :  —  but  what  befell. 

In  Dream  the  Second  I  mean  to  telL 


THE  RECTOR  AND  HIS  CCJRATE; 

OR,   ONK   POtIKU  TWO. 

*'  J  Cniit  we  khall  part,  u  we  met,  lu  |»eace  snd  durity.  Mj 
Lut  p^nocnt  to  you  p«fd  jour  lalvry  up  to  tbe  lit  of  thli 
nMWtii.  Sinn  tliat.  I  owe  jou  Tor  one  month,  whlcli,  beln| 
a  kNif  moatli.  of  thlrtj-ooe  day ■,  mmounti,  aa  near  u  I  can 
etkulKte.  to  si%  poundi  eight  ahUlingi.  Mj  Bteward  roturai 
JOU  u  a  debtor  to  the  amount  of  tfsvtn  rouKot  rv*  •yiLLiNoa 
WOM  con-Acta-GnoLitTt,  whkb,  learei  iome  trlOlng  bAUfic«  in 
my  favour,"— Zj-jf/irr  qf  Dismisaal  from  ik*  Reif.  MarcuB 
Berr^fQrd  to  At*  Curate,  ike  Heo.  T.  A.Lyont. 

Tbh  account  is  baJanc'^d  —  the  bill  drawn  oat,  — 
The  debit  and  credit  all  right,  no  doubt — 
The  Rector,  rolling  in  wealth  and  state, 
Owes  to  his  Curate  six  pound  eight  \ 
The  Curate,  that  Imst  well  fed  of  men, 
Owes  to  his  Rector  seven  pound  ten, 
Whieh  maketh  the  balance  clearly  dne 
From  Curate  to  Rector,  one  pound  two. 

Ah  balance,  oo  earth  imfair,  uneven  I 
But  sure  to  be  all  set  right  in  heaven. 
Where  bllla  like  these  will  be  eheck'di  sotne  day, 
And  the  balance  settled  the  other  way  : 
Where  Lyons  the  curate's  hard-wrung  «um 
Will  back  to  bis  shade  with  interest  etime  \ 
And  Marcus,  the  rector,  deep  may  rue 
This  tot,  in  hit  favour,  of  one  pound  two* 


I 
I 
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PADDY'S  METAMORPHOSI&i 

AsofTT  6ttj  yean  linee,  in  tkedajf  of  oar  daddies. 
That  plan  vat  eccsmene'd  whidi  the  viie  now 
applaod. 

Of  ibippiDg  off  Inrland't  most  tmlmlent  Paddies, 
As  good  raw  materials  tor  tettUrt,  abroad. 


adrise,  [st«Aj. 

Ere  die  seats  that  thej  sit  on  hare  time  to  get 
I  SIT,  while  I  listen,  with  tears  in  m  j  erea; 
"^  Good  Lord  ! —  onl J  think,— black  and  cnriy 

abcadj!" 


COCKER.  ON  CHUBCH  REFORM. 


Some  West-Iodian  island,  whose  name  I  forget. 
Was  the  regi<m  then  chosen  for  this  scheme  so 
romantic; 

And  such  the  success  the  first  colonj  met. 

That  a  second,  soon  after,  set  sail  o*er  the*  Atlantic. 

Behold  them  now  safe  at  the  long-look*d  for  shore. 

Sailing  in  between  banks  that  the  Shannon  might 

greet,  \ 

And  thinking  of  friends  whom,  but  two  years  before. 

They  had  lorrow'd  to  lose,  but  would  soon  again 

meet 

And,  hark  I  from  the  shore  a  glad  welcome  there 

came  — 

*•  Arrah,  Paddy  from  Cork,  is  it  you,  my  sweet 

boy?" 

While  Pat  stood  astounded,  to  hear  his  own  name 

Thus  haird  by  black  devils,  who  capered  for  joy  ! 

Can  it  possibly  be  ? — half  amazement — half  doubt, 

Pat  listens  again  —  rubs   his  eyes  and  looks 

steady; 

Then  heaves  a  deep  sigh,  and  in  horror  yells  out, 

**  Good  Lord  I  only  think  ^  black   and  curly 

already  I  ** 

Dcceiv'dby  that  well-mimick'd  brogue  in  his  cars, 
Pat  read  his  own  doom  in  these  wool-headed 
figures, 
And  thought,  what  a  climate,   in  less  than  two 
years. 
To  turn  a  whole  cargo  of  Pats  into  niggers  ! 


MORAL. 

'Tis  thus,  —  but  alas  I  —  by  a  marvel  more  true 
Than  is  told  in  this  rival  of  Ovid's  best  stories, — 

Your  Whigs,  when  in  office  a  short  year  or  two, 
Hy  a  lu9U8  natnrtCf  all  turn  into  Tories. 

'  I  hire  alreiuly  In  a  procodlng  page,  referred  to  this  squib, 
M  iMJing  ono  of  tho«o  wrnnR  fyoni  nio  by  the  Irish  Coen  Ion 
Act  of  my  friends,  the  Whigs. 


rO€KU(ED  CTOV  0OXE  LATB  CALCHLATtOSSA. 

1831. 

FonB  figures  of  speech  let  yoor  orators  follow. 

Old  Cocker  has  figures  that  beat  them  all  hoUow; 

Thoogh  fiun*d  for  his  rales  Anaiode  may  be. 

In  but  half  of  this  Sage  any  merit  I  see. 

For,  as  honest  Joe  Hume  says,  the  **toitle'*^{or  me! 

For  instance,  while  others  discuss  and  debate. 
It  is  thus  about  Bishops  /ratiocinate. 

In  England,  where,  spite  of  the  infideFs  laughter, 
'Tis  certain  our  souls  are  look*d  very  well  after. 
Two  Bishops  can  well  (if  judiciously  sundered) 
Of  parishes  manage  two  thousand  two  hundred, — 
Said  number  of  parishes,  under  said  teachers. 
Containing  three  millions  of  Protestant  creatures,  — 
So  that  each  of  said  Bishops  full  ably  controls 
One  million  and  five  hundred  thousands  of  souls. 
And  now  comes  old  Cocker.  In  Ireland  we*retold. 
Half  3.  million  includes  the  whole  Protestant  fold ; 
If,  therefore,  for  three  million  souls  'tis  conceded 
Two  proper-sized  Bishops  are  all  that  is  needed, 
'Tis  plain,  for  the  Irish  Aoi^  million  who  want  *em. 
One  third  of  one  Bishop  is  just  the  right  quantum. 
And  thus,  by  old  Cocker's  sublune  Rule  of  Three, 
The  Irish  Church  question's  resolv'd  to  a  T ; 
Keeping  always  that  excellent  maxim  in  view. 
That,  in  saving  men's  souls,  we  must  save  money  too. 

Nay,  if — as  St  Roden  complains  is  the  case — 
The  half  million  ofsoul  is  decreasing  apace. 
The  demand,  too,  for  bishop  will  also  fall  o£^ 
Till  the  tithe  of  one,  taken  in  kind,  be  enough. 
But,  as  fractions  imply  that  we'd  have  to  dissect. 
And  to  cutting  up  Bishops  I  strongly  object. 
We've  a  small,  fractious  prelate  whom  well  we  could 

spare. 
Who  has  just  the  same  decimal  worth,  to  a  hair; 
And,  not  to  leave  Ireland  too  much  in  the  lurch. 
We'll  let  her  have  Ex— t — r,  «>fe»,  as  her  Church. 

>  The  tofai,  —  so  pronounced  by  this  industrloui  tenator. 
3  C'orporation  sole. 


^ 

1 

1 
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And  these  wood  creatures  of  ours  will  sell 

LES  HOMMES  AUTOMATES. 

For  secular  purposes  just  as  welt  — 

I 

1S». 

Our  Eeresfords,  tani*d  to  bludgeons  stout, 

I 

May,  'sread  of  beating  their  own  about. 

■ 

oii1|  wa,Xk  and  ipr^k.^  and  perfonn  moft  of  the  cm  word  Tunc- 
tUm*  of  animal  hPe,  but  <l>rlii|r  wound  up  once  ■  veek)  wtU 
periiap*  reaion  u  well  ju  moit  of  ytmv  Lxjuntrj  par»o«u.''— ^ 

Be  knocking  the  brains  of  Papists  out  y 
While  our  smooth  O^Sullivans,  by  all  meuus, 

■ 

Memoirt  q/  Martinu*  Scribierut,  chap.  iJI. 

Should  transmigrate  into  tttrrnnff  machiues^ 

It  being  an  object  now  to  meet 

• 

With  Parsons  ihut  don*t  wunt  to  eat. 

Fit  men  to  fill  tbose  Iruh  rectories, 

Which  soon  will  have  but  scant  refectori*?Sj 

It  has  bi/en  suggested,  —  lest  that  Church 

HOW  TO  MAKE  ONE'S  SELF  A  PEER, 

Should,  nil  at  once,  be  left  in  thi*  lurch, 

For  want  of  reverend  men  endued 

ACX-OBDJKO    tX»    Tire    W«W«8T    UKCEIPT,    AB    DO- 

With  this  git\  of  ne'er  recjuiring  food,— 

Cl/OSKD  IN  A  ULTB  HfiEALLHC   VfO&K.^ 

To  try,  by  way  of  ciperiment,  whether 

There  couldti*t  be  made,  of  wood  and  leather, ' 

1B34. 

■ 

(Howe'er  the  notion  may  Bound  chimerical,) 

Cboose  some  title  that's  dormant  —  the  Peerage 

1 

Jointed  figures  not  fu^f*.  but  clerical, 

hath  many  — 

I 

Which,  wound  up  carefully  once  a  week, 

Lord  Baron  of  Shamdos  sounds  nobly  as  any. 

■ 

Might  just  like  parsons  look  and  speak. 

Next,  catch  a  dead  cousin  of  said  defunct  Peer, 

Kay  even,  if  requisite,  reason  too, 

And  marry  him  off-hand,  in  some  given  year. 

As  well  as  most  Irish  parsons  do. 

To  ihe  daughter  of  somebody,  *- no  matter  who, — 
Fig,  the  grocer  himself,  if  you're  hard  run,  will  do ; 

The*  experiment  having  succeeded  qtnte, 

For,  the  Medici  piiU  still  in  heraklry  tell, 

(Whereat  those  Lords  must  much  delight, 

And  why  shovddu't  loiljfpf^pM  quurttr'as  well? 

1 

Who've  shown,  by  stopping  the  Church's  food. 

Thus,  having  your  couple,  and  one  a  lord's  cotisin. 

They  think  it  isn't  for  her  spiritual  gmA 

Young  materials  for  peers  may  be  had  by  the  dozen ; 

To  be  serv'd  by  parsons  of  fiesh  and  blood,) 

And 'lis  hard  if,  inventing  each  small  mother's  son 

The  Patentees  of  this  new  invention 

of  'em. 

Beg  leave  respectftilly  to  mention. 

Toa  can't  somehow  manage  to  prove  your§cif  one 

They  now  are  enabled  to  produce 

of  'em* 

An  ampk-  supply,  for  present  use. 

Should  registers,  deeds,  and  such  matters  refractory, 

Of  those  reverend  pieces  of  machinery, 

Stand  in  the  way  of  this  lord -manufactory, 

Ready  for  vicarage*  rectory,  deanery. 

Fire  merely  to  hint,  as  a  secret  auricular. 

Or  any  such-like  post  of  skill 

One  grand  rule  of  enterprise, — don't  be  particular. 

That  wood  and  leather  are  fit  to  fill 

A  man  who  once  takes  such  a  jump  at  nobility. 
Must  not  mince  the  matter,  like  folks  of  nihility,* 

N.B. — ^In  places  addictetl  to  arson. 

Bnt  clear  thick  and  thin  with  true  lordly  agility. 

We  can't  recommend  a  wooden  parson  : 

But,  if  the  Church  any  such  oppoiots, 

'Tis  true,  to  a  would-be  descendant  from  Kings, 

They'd  better,  at  least,  have  iron  joints. 

Parish-registers  sometimes  are  trouhlesome  things; 

' 

In  pants,  not  much  by  Protestants  haunted. 

As  oil,  when  the  vision  is  near  brought  about, 

A  figure  to  took  of  a  all  that^i  wanted— « 

Some  goblin,  in  shape  of  a  gn>cer,  grins  out ; 

A  block  in  black,  to  eat  and  sleep, 

Or  some  barber,  perhaps,  with  my  Lord  mingles 

Which  (now  that  the  eatbg's  o'er)  comes  cheap. 

bloods, 
And  one's  patent  of  peerage  is  left  la  the  suds. 

P.  S,  — Should  the  Lords,  by  way  of  a  treat, 

Permit  the  cler^  again  to  eat. 

But  there  are  ways— when  folks  are  re«oW*d  to  be 

The  Church  will,  of  course,  no  longer  need 

lords — 

I  mi  tat  ion*  parsons  that  never  feed  ^ 

Of  cxpurgiog  eVn  troublesome  parish  records: 

1  Title  malPriaU  tif  which  tho«e  Nurvniliicrf  Sjivani,  moti- 

*  Th9  Claltn  to  ttwi  liaronjr  of  Cbiuidoi  (if  1  rteollMrt  right) 

■ 

elonc^  bj  Scrtblemi,  comlnictcd  thoir  uriiScial  man* 

Advanced  by  the  lata  Sir  Rg—r— u-n  lif— d    u 

■ 

>  The  wooden  modeli  Uied  bj  palnteri  are,  U  if  well  known, 

«   '  Thb  we  call  pun  olhUUf ,  or  m«r«  nothli^.''^  WMU'§ 

■ 

called  **  Laj  flfuro."' 

Logic. 

■ 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^&. 

J 
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What  think  ye  of  scissors  ?  depend  on*t  no  heir 
Of  a  Shamdos  should  go  unsnpplied  with  a  pair, 
As,  whatever  else  the  leam'd  in  such  lore  may  invent, 
Yoar  scissors  does  wonders  in  proving  descent 
Yes,  poets  may  sing  of  those  terrible  shears 
With  which  Atropos  snipe  off  both  bumpkins  and 

peers. 
But  they're  nought  to  that  weapon  which  shines 

in  the  hands 
Of  some  would-be  Patrician,  when  proudly  he  stands 
0*er  the  careless  churchwarden's  baptismal  array. 
And  sweeps  at  each  cut  generations  away. 
By  some  babe  of  old  times  in  his  peerage  resisted? 
Chie  snip, — and  the  urchin  hath  never  existed  I 
Does  some  marriage,  in  days  near  the  Flood,  in- 
terfere 
With  his  one  sublime  object  of  being  a  Peer? 
Quick  the  shears  at  once  nullify  bridegroom  and 

bride, — 
No  such  people  have  ever  iiv*d,  married,  or  died  I 

Such  the  newest  receipt  forthose  high-minded  elves, 
WhoVe  a  fancy  for  making  great  lords  of  themselves. 
Follow  this,  young  aspirer,  who  pant'st  for  a  peerage. 
Take  S — m  for  thy  model  and  B — z  for  thy  steerage. 
Do  all  and  much  worse  than  old  Nicholas  Flam  does, 
And  —  who  knows  but  youll  be  Lord  Baron  of 
Shamdos  ? 


THE  DUKE  IS  THE  LAD. 

Air.  —  A  master  I  hare,  and  I  am  his  man, 
Galloping  dreary  dun." 

Castle  qf  Andalusia. 

The  Duke  is  the  lad  to  frighten  a  lass. 
Galloping,  dreary  duke ; 
The  Ehike  is  the  lad  to  frighten  a  lass. 
He's  an  ogre  to  meet,  and  the  d — 1  to  pass, 
With  his  charger  prancing, 
Grim  eye  glancing, 
Chin,  like  a  Mufti, 
Grizzled  and  tufty. 
Galloping,  dreary  Duke. 

Ye  misses,  beware  of  the  neighbourhood 
Of  this  galloping  dreary  Duke ; 
Avoid  him,  all  who  see  no  good 
In  being  run  o'er  by  a  Prince  of  the  Blood. 


1  See  his  Letters  to  Friends,  lib.  ix.  epist.  19,  SO,  &c. 


For,  rarely,  no  Dymph  la 
Fond  of  a  grim  phiz. 
And  of  the  married. 
Whole  crowds  have  miscarried 
At  sight  of  this  dreary  Duke. 


EPISTLE 

FROM  ERASMUS  ON  EABTH    TO   dCKBO  IX  TEE 
SHADES. 


As  *tis  now,  my  dear  Tally,  some  weeks  since  I 

started 
By  rail-road,  for  earth,  having  to w'd,  ere  we  pwted, 
To  drop  yon  a  line,  by  the  Dead-Letter  post. 
Just  to  say  how  I  thrive,  in  my  new  line  of  ghost, 
And  how  deucedly  odd  this  live  world  all  appears. 
To  a  man  who's  been  dead  now  lor  three  handled 

years, 
I  take  up  my  pen,  and,  with  news  of  this  earth, 
Hope  to  waken,  by  turns,  both  your  spleen  and 

your  mirth. 

In  my  way  to  these  shores,  takiog  Itmly  first. 
Lest  the  change  from  Elysium  too  sodden  sboiild 

burst, 
I  forgot  not  to  visit  those  hannts  where,  of  yore, 
Tou  took  lessons  from  PsBtus  in  cookery's  lore,i 
Tum*d  aside  from  the  calls  of  the  rostrum  and  Muse, 
To  discuss  the  rich  merits  of  rStis  and  stews. 
And  preferr'd  to  all  honours  of  triumph  or  trophy, 
A  supper  on  prawns  with  that  rogue,  little  Sophy.^ 

Having  dwelt  on  such  classical  musings  awhile, 

I  set-off,  by  a  steam-boat,  for  this  happy  isle, 

(A  conveyance  you  ne'er,  I  think,  sail'd  by,  my 

TuUy, 
And  therefore, /)€r  next,  I'll  describe  it  more  fully.) 
Having  heard,  on   the  way,  what   distresses   me 

greatly. 
That  England's  o*er-run  by  idolaters  lately. 
Stark,  staring  adorers  of  wood  and  of  stone. 
Who  will  let  neither  stick,  stock,  or  statue  alone.      | 
Such  the  sad  news  I  heard  from  a  tall  man  in  black. 
Who  from  sports  continental  was  hurrying  back. 
To  look  after  his  tithes ;— seeing,  doubtless,  'twould 

follow. 
That,  just  as,  of  old,  your  great  idol,  Apollo, 


*  Ingentium  squillarum  cum  Sophia  SepUmbi.  ~  Lib.  tx. 
epist.  10. 


r 

r 
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Deiroar'd  all  the  Tenths  i,  so  the  idols  in  quesiii>n» 

Sea  Captains'*,-^ the  idols  here  most  idolised; 

These  wood  aod  itoae  gods,  may  have  equal  di- 

And of  whom  some,  alas,  might  too  well  be  com- 

1 

gestion. 

prised 

^^ 

And  the'  idolatrous  crew,  whom  thm  Beclor  de* 

Among  ready-made  Saints,  as  they  died  caiti«4»i- 

H 

ApiseA, 

isedj  — 

^1 

Mn/  eat  tip  tke  lithe -pig  which  he  idoli^is. 

With  a  multitude  more  of  odd  cockneyfied  deities, 
Skrined  in  such  pomp  that  quite  shocking  to  use 

1 

London. 

it  'lisi 

^1 

Ti«  aU  bat  too  trtte — -grim  Idolatry  reigns. 

Nor  know  I  what  better  the  Rector  could  do 

H 

In  fbll  pomp,  orer  Eagknd's  lost  cities  aad  plains  ! 

Than  to  shriue  there  his  own  belov'd  quadruped  too; 

H 

On  arrtTlng  jiut  now,  as  my  first  thought  and  care 

As  most  surely  a  tithe-pig,  whate'er  the  world 

H 

Wu,  SB  vaxmi,  to  seek  out  some  near  House  of 

thinks,  is 

^^^^ 

Prayer, 

A  much  fitter  beait  for  a  church  than  a  Sphinx  is. 

^^H 

Some  calm,  holy  spot,  fit  for  Chri^tiaos  to  pray  on, 

^^H 

I  was  shown  to  —  what  think  you  ?— a  downright 

But  I'm  caird  off  to  dinner — grace  juat  has  been 

^^k 

Pantheon ! 

said. 

H 

A  grand,  pillor'd  temple*  with  oiches  and  hatU,^ 

And  my  host  waits  for  nobody,  living  or  dead. 

H 

Full  of  idols  and  gods,  which  they  niekoame  St. 

H 

Paurs;  — 

^1 

Thotigh  'tis  clearly  the  place  where  the  idolatrous 

1 

crew. 
Whom  the  Rector  convplalQ*d  of,  their  dark  rites 

1 

pursue ; 

LINES* 

H 

And,  'mong  all  the  "strange  gods"  Abraham's  fa- 

^^ 

ther  carv'd  out,  * 

ON  THE  DEPABTtiaE  OF  LOEWS  C— BT — B — GH 

H 

That  he  ever  carv'd  Mtrun^  than  the«e  I  much 
doubt. 

AND  BT— ^W— ^BT  FOR  THE  CONTINENT* 
At  PariM  7  et  Fimtret,  t'f  qui  mptiirff  tub  lUli. 

1 

Were  it  even,  my  dear  Titlly,  your  Hchea  and 

Vlx  Umui^rfl  inaoui  (tcl*  boc,  9lcncl««}  ucriiiHfas. 

Graces, 

Ovid.  MHam.  lib.  xllL  v^^n^ 

And  such  pretty  things,  that  usnrp*d  the  SaiatA" 

places. 

Go,  Brothers  in  wisdom  —  go,  bright  pair  of  Peers, 

I  shouldu't  much  miod,  —  for,  in  this  classic  dome. 

And  may  Cupid  and  Fame  &n  you  both  with 

Such  folks  from  Olympus  would  feel  quite  at  home- 

their  pinions ! 

But  the  gods  ihey*ve  got  herein- such  a  queer 

The  one,  the  best  lover  we  haTc- — ofhi»  jfttirt^ 

omnium  gatherum 

And  the  other  Prime  Statesman  of  Britain's  do- 

Of mishegot  things,  that  no  poet  would  father 'ecn  -f^^ 

minions. 

Britannias,  in  light,  summer-wear  for  the  skies, ^- 

Old  Thames,  turn'd  to  stone,  to  his  no  small  sur- 

Go, Hero  of  Chaneerj-,  blest  with  the  smile 

prise,—                                                         j 

Of  the  Misses  that  love,  and  the  monarchs  that 

Father  Nile,  too, — a  portrait,  (in  spite  of  what*s 

prize  thee ; 

said, 

Forget  Mrs,  Ang— >lo  T— yl— r  awhile, 

That  no  mortal  eVryet  got  a  glimpse  of  his  head,^) 

And  all  tailors  but  him  who  so  well  dandijits 

And  A  Ganges,  which  India  would  think  somewhat 

thee. 

fat  for*t, 

Unless  'twas  some  ^U -grown  Director  had  sat 

Never  miod  how  thy  juniors  in  gnllontry  scoff. 

for't;  — 

Never  heed  how  perverse  affidaviu  may  thwart 

Not  to  mention   the*  ei  ctxteroM   of   Genii    and 

thee. 

Sphinxes, 

But  show  the  young  Misses  thou'rt  scholar  euough 

Fame, Victory,  and  other  such  »eaji-clad  minxes  j — 

To  translate  **  Amor  Fortis"  a  love,  aitml/ori^/ 

^ 

1  TkbM  were  pa^d  to  lh»  Fy^Uitui  Apo1>"« 

*  Thlt  uhI  the  foltowlng   Kqutb,  which  iziuit  Havb  b«Hi 

I 

>  5««  Dr.  Wij^m*a't  l«*ftied«id  abl«  letter  to  Mr,  Pojiider. 

written  about  the  jcar  ISlft-lfi,  bive  b««i  \xj  mom  QT«>rflfbl. 

*  J{j'»hiui,  xtlv«  S. 

mbplAced. 

^H 

^                           ^-^  "  Nrc  contljrit  ollt 

'  Ovid  1«  nlMakm  In  Mylnf  that  It  wa*  •*  at  Parli  '*  thew 

^H 

Hoc  V IdUte  cftput.'*                    Ct a u oum . 

r4|i«ci««it   trsAMctknia   took   place— we   tHould  read  *'ai 

^1 

»  Captilai  Moite,  Elou,&c,  tt^ 

Vleaaa.** 

J 

i 

k ; 
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And  sure  *ti8  no  wonder,  when,  fresh  as  young 
Mars, 
From  the  battle  you  came,  with  the  Orders 
you'd  eam'd  in*t. 
That  sweet  Lady  Fanny  should  cry  out "  My  start ! " 
And  forget  that  the  Moon,  too,  was  some  way 
concem'd  in't 

For  not  the  great  R — g~t  himself  has  endur'd 
(Though  I've  seen  him  with  badges  and  orders 
all  shine, 

Till  he  looked  like  a  house  that  was  over  insured) 
A  much  heavier  burden  of  glories  than  thine. 

And  *ti8  plain,  when  a  wealthy  young  lady  so 
mad  is. 
Or  anj^  young  ladies  can  so  go  astray. 
As  to  marry  old  Dandies  that  might  be  their  dad- 
dies. 
The  9tars  •  are  in  fault,  my  Lord  St — w— rt,  not 
they  I 

Thou,  too,  t'other  brother,  thou  TuUy  of  Tories, 
Thou  Malaprop  Cicero,  over  whose  lips 

Such  a  smooth  rigmarole  about  **  monarchs,"  and 
"  glories," 
And  "  nuUidge  «,"  and  "  features,"  like  syllabub 


Go,  haste,  at  the  Congress  pursue  thy  vocation 
Of  adding  fresh  sums  to  this  National  Debt  of 
ours, 
Leaguing  with  Kings,  who,  for  mere  recreation, 
Break  promises,  fast  as  your  Lordship  breaks 
metaphors. 

Fare  ye  well,  fare  ye  well,  bright  Pair  of  Peers, 
And  may  Cupid  and  Fame  fan  you  both  with 
their  pinions ! 
The  one,  the  best  lover  we  have — of  his  years^ 
And  the  other.  Prime  Statesman  of  Britain's 
dominions. 


*  *'  When  weak  women  go  astray. 

The  stars  are  more  in  fault  than  they.'* 

s  It  it  thus  the  noble  lord  pronounces  the  word  "  know- 
ledge "^deriving  it,  as  far  as  hli  own  share  is  concerned, 
from  the  Latin,  "  nullus." 

*  Sic  te  Diva  potens  Cypri, 

Sic  fratres  Helenas,  lucida  sidera, 
Ventorumquo  regat  pater. 

*  See  a  description  of  the  tirmt^  or  Bagi  of  Eolus,  in  the 
Odyssey,  lib.  10. 

*  Navis,  quflp  tibi  creditum 

Dcbcs  Virgilium. 

*  Anima?  dimidium  meum. 


TO  THE  SHIP 

IN  WHICH  LOBI>  C — 8T R— gH    gan.gn  |oi  m 

CONTINENT. 

ImtiaUdJirom  Horace^  lib.  I.  ode  X 

So  may  my  Lady*8  prayers  preTmx],3 

And  C— nn— g's  too^  and  hteid  Br-gge% 
And  Eld — ^n  beg  a  faTonring  gale 

From  Eolus,  that  cider  Bags, « 
To  speed  thee  on  thy  destiii'd  way. 
Oh  ship,  that  bear'st  our  C— «t — r— gh,» 
Our  gracious  R— g — f s  better  half,* 

And,  therefore,  quarter  of  a  King — 
(As  Van,  or  any  other  calf. 

May  find,  without  much  figuring). 
Waft  him,  oh  ye  kindly  breeaes. 

Waft  this  Lord  of  place  and  pelf. 
Any  where  his  Lordship  pleases. 

Though  'twere  to  Old  Nick  himself! 

Oh,  what  a  face  of  brass  was  his,  7 

Who  first  at  Congress  show*d  his  phix 

To  sign  away  the  Rights  of  Man 

To  Russian  threats  and  Austrian  joggle; 
And  leave  the  sinking  African  ^ 

To  fall  without  one  saving  struggle 

'Mong  ministers  from  North  and  South, 

To  shew  his  lack  of  shame  and  sense. 
And  hoist  the  Sign  of  *« Bull  and  Mouth" 

For  blunders  and  for  eloquence  ! 

In  vain  we  wish  our  Sees,  at  home  9 

To  mind  their  papers,  desks,  and  shelves. 

If  silly  Sees,  abroad  wiXL  roam. 

And  make  such  noodles  of  themselves. 

But  such  hath  always  been  the  case — 

For  matchless  impudence  of  face. 

There's  nothing  like  your  Tory  race!  ><> 

First,  Pitt  > »,  the  chosen  of  England,  taught  her 

A  taste  for  famine,  fire,  and  slaughter. 

I  lUi  robur  et  ct  triplex 

Circa  pectus  erat,  qui,  k.c, 

>  prccipitetn  Africum 

Decertantem  Aquilonilnis. 
*  Nequicquam  Dcus  abscidit 

Prudent  oceano  dlMociabiU 
Terrai,  »i  tamen  itnpic 
Not)  tangcnda  Ratet  tranfillunt  vada. 
This  last  line,  wc  may  suppof e,  allude*  to  aome  distingtd»hed 
JUU»  that  attended  the  voyager. 
>o  Audax  omnia  perpeti 

Gens  ruit  per  Tetitoxn  nefas. 

I I  Audax  Japeti  genua 

Ignero  fraude  maU  gentlbui  intollt. 
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Then  c^ine  tlic  Doctor ',  for  oiir  ease, 

With  E — d — us,  Ch^ — ^th^^ms,  H^ — wk — b — s, 

And  olher  deadly  maladies. 

Wheo  each,  in  turn,  had  ran  their  rigs. 

Necessity  brotight  ia  the  Whigs  :  * 

And  oh,  I  blush,  I  blush  to  mj. 

When  these,  in  turn,  were  put  to  flight,  too, 
lUustrioufl  T— «P — e  flew  away 

With  /oiK  ofpEja  he  had  no  right  k>f^ 
In  short,  what  will  not  mortal  man  do  ?  * 

And  now,  that — strife  and  bloodshed  past — 
We've  done  on  eartb  what  harm  we  can  do. 

We  gravely  take  to  hwaven  at  Jast,  * 
And  think  its  favourite  smile  to  purchase 
(Oh  Lord,  good  Lord  I)  by  ^building  churches  ! 


SKETCH  OF  THE  FIRST  ACT  OF  A 
NEW  R05IANTIC  DRAMA. 

**  And  now,"  quoth  the  goddess,  in  accents  joco«e, 
"  Having  got  good  materials,  111  brew  such  a  doae 
"  Of  Double  X  mischief  as,  tnortala  shall  say» 
"  They've  not  known  its  equal  for  many  a  loDg  day," 
Here  she  wink'd  to  her  subalterii  iiops  to  be  steady, 
And  oil  wagg'd  their  fire-tipp'd  tails  and  stood  ready, 

"  So,  now  for  the*  ingredients: — first,  hand  me 

that  bishop;" 
Whereon,  a  whole  bevy  of  imps  run  to  6«h  up, 
From  out  a  largt*  reservoir,  wherein  they  peu  'em, 
The  blackest  of  all  its  black  dabblers  io  venom  i 
And  wrapping  him  up  (lest  the  virus  should ooae, 
And  one  *'  drop  of  the*  immortal^"  Right  Rev.'^ 

they  might  loste) 
In  the  sheets  of  his  own  speech  es»  charges,  reviews, 
Pop  him  into  the  caldron,  while  loudly  a  burst 
From  the  by*itanders  welcomes  ingredient  the  first  1 

"  Now   fetch   the    Ex- Chancellor,"  mutter'd  the 

dome— 
"  Ho  who*s  call'd  after  Harry  the  Older,  by  name." 
"The    Ex- Chancel  lor!"    echoed    her    imps,    the 

whole  crew  of  *em  — 
"  Why  talk  of  one  Ex,  when  your  Mischief  has 

hooof 'em?" 

^  Foit 

.     .     .    niaciei,  ct  nnva  fi'brJitTn 
Terrti  tncubit  cohori. 

•  — -^ tarda  n«!««lt«l 

L«tht  corripult  grailum. 

*  Expcrlu*  raatmrn  Dftdolus  ftjsra 


Ptnnia  mm  hommi  4attM. 


**  True,  true,"  said  the  hag,  looking  arch  at  her 

eWes, 
*^  And  a  double-^*.!'  dose  they  compose,  in  them^ 

selves/ 
Thisjoke/thesly  meaning  of  which  was  seen  lucidly, 
Set  dJI  the  devils  a  laughing  most  deucedly, 
So,  in  went  tbc   pair,  and  (what  none  tbought 

surprising) 
Show'd  talents  for  slaking  aa  great  as  for  rising  ; 
While  not  a  grim  phiz  In  that  realm  but  woi 

lighted 
With  joy  to  see  spirits  so  twin -like  united  — 
Or  (plainly  to  speak)  two  such  birds  of  a  feather. 
Id  one  mess  of  venom  thus  spitted  together. 
Here  a  flashy  imp  rose  —  some  connection,  no  doubt, 
Of  the  young  lord  in  question — and,  scowling 

ahoat, 
"  Hop*d  his  fiery  &iead,  St — nl — y,  wocild  not  be 

left  out  \ 
"  As  no  schoolboy  on  whipped,  the  whole  world 

must  agree, 
^'  Lov'd  mischief,  pure  mischief,  more  dearly  than 

he." 

But,  no — the   wise   hog  wouldB*t  hear  of   the 

whipster ; 
Not  merely  because,  as  a  shrew,  he  eclips'd  her, 
Aod  nature  had  given  him,  to  keep  him  still  young, 
Much  tongue  in  his  bead  and  no  head  in  his  tongue  ; 
Btit  because  she  well  knew  that,  for  change  ever 

ready. 
He'd  not  even  to  mischief  keep  properly  steady; 
That  soon  e  veo  the  wrong  side  would  cease  to  delight, 
And,  for  want  of  a  change*  he  must  swerve  to  the 

ri^ht  i 
Wliile,  on  facA,fto  at  random  his  misfiiles  he  threw. 
That  the  side  he  attack'd  was  most  safe  of  the  two,^ 
This  ingredient  was  therefore  put  by  on  the  shetf, 
There  to  bubble,  a  bitter,  hot  mess,  by  itself, 
"  And  now,"  quuth  the  hag,  as  hercaldron  she  ey'd. 
And  the  titbits  so  friendlily  rankling  inside, 
**■  There  wants  but  some  seasoning; — so,  come, 

ere  I  stew  'em, 
"  By  way  of  a  relish,  well  throw  in  *  +  John  Tuain** 
"  In  cooking  up  mischief,  there's  do  flesh  or  Jish 
*<  Jjike  your  meddling  High  Priest,  to  add  aesl  to 

the  dish." 
Thus  saying,  she  pops  in  the  Irish  Grand  Lama — 
Which  great  event  ends  the  First  Act  of  the  Drama. 

Tbli  *Uud«t  to  the  l9tKtf.  worth  of  iUtJon«rf,  wlikh  hli 
Lordihip  li  lakl  to  hive  ordered,  when  on  the  point  of  pnfotittg 
hli  place. 

<  NtJ  morUllbui  Arduum  «t. 

*  Colum  ipium  pctlmui  ttnltkUir, 

0  "  To  lofo  no  drop  of  tbe  Immortal  i 

'    The  pretent  Bi&hop  of  Ek— t^^. 


558 


MOORE'S  WQRKS. 


ANIMAL  MAGNETISM. 

Though  fam*d  was  Mesmer,  in  his  day, 

Nor  less  so,  in  ours,  is  Dupotet, 

To  say  nothing  of  all  the  wonders  done 

By  that  wizard.  Dr.  EUiotson, 

When,  standing  as  if  the  gods  to  invoke,  he 

Up  waves  his  arm,  and — down  drops  Okey!  i 

Though  strange  these  things,  to  mind  and  sense, 
If  you  wish  still  stranger  things  to  see — 

If  you  wish  to  know  the  power  immense 

Of  the  true  magnetic  influence. 
Just  go  to  her  Migesty's  Treasury, 

And  learn  the  wonders  working  there — 

And  111  he  hang*d  if  you  dont  stare  I 

Talk  of  your  animal  magnetists. 

And  that  wave  of  the  hand  no  soul  resists. 

Not  all  its  witcheries  can  compete 

With  the  ft-iendly  heckon  towards  Downing  Street, 

Which  a  Premier  gives  to  one  who  wishes 

To  taste  of  the  Treasury  loaves  and  fishes. 

It  actually  lifts  the  lucky  elf. 

Thus  acted  upon,  above  himself;  — 

He  jumps  to  a  state  of  clairvoyance. 

And  is  placeman,  statesman,  all,  at  once  I 

These  e£Pects  observe  (with  which  I  begin), 
Take  place  when  the  patient's  motion*d  in ; 
Far  diflferent,  of  course,  the  mode  of  affection. 
When  the  wave  of  the  hand's  in  the  out  direction  ; 
The  effects  being  then  extremely  unpleasant. 

As  is  seen  in  the  case  of  Lord  6 ^m,  at  present; 

In  whom  this  sort  of  manipulation 

Has  lately  produc'd  such  inflammation. 

Attended  with  constant  irritation, 

That,  in  short — not  to  mince  his  situation  — 

It  has  work'd  in  the  man  a  transformation 

That  puzzles  all  human  calculation  ! 

Ever  since  the  fatal  day  which  saw 

That  "  pass*"  perform'd  on  this  Ix)rd  of  Law  — 

A  pass  potential,  none  can  doubt. 

As  it  sent  Harry  B ^m  to  the  right  about — 

The  condition  in  which  the  patient  has  been 
Is  a  thing  quite  awful  to  be  seen. 
Not  that  a  casual  eye  could  scan 

This  wondrous  change  by  outward  survey  ; 
It  being,  in  fact,  the'  interior  man 

That's  tum'd  completely  topsy-turvy  :  — 
Like  a  case  that  lately,  in  reading  o'er  'em, 
I  found  in  the  Acta  Eruditorum, 

)  The  name  of  the  heroine  of  the  performances  at  the 
North  London  Iloipital. 
*  The  technical  term  for  the  moTement*  of  the  magnetizer'i 


Of  a  man  in  whose  inside,  when  disclosed. 
The  whole  order  of  things  was  Iband  tnm^ai'd:^ 
By  a  lunu  naturce,  strange  to  see. 
The  liver  plac'd  where  the  heart  should  be^ 

And  the  spUem  (like  B ^m's,  since  laid  oa  tke 

shelf) 
As  diseas'd  and  as  much  out  ofpitMce  as  himttlf 

In  short,  'tis  a  case  for  consultation. 

If  e'er  there  was  one,  in  this  thinking  nation; 

And  therefore  I  humbly  beg  to  propose. 

That  those  tavans  who  mean,  as  the  ramoor  goo. 

To  sit  on  Miss  Okey's  wonderful  case. 

Should  also  Lord  Harry's  case  embrace ; 

And  inform  us,  in  both  these  patients*  states, 

Which  ism  it  is  that  predominates. 

Whether  magnetism  and  somnamhulism. 

Or,  simply  and  solely,  mountebankism. 


THE  SONG  OF  THE  BOX. 

Let  History  boast  of  her  Romans  and  l^artaas, 
And  tell  how  they  stood  against  tyranny's  shoeks ;  ' 

They  were  all,  I  confess,  in  iny  eye,  Betty  HartiBS,  ' 
Compar'd  to  George  Gr — te  and  his  wondeifal  : 
Box. 

Ask,  where  Liberty  now  has  her  seat? — Oh,  it  isat 
By  Delaware's  banks  or  on  Switzerland's  rocks ;—  . 

Like  an  imp  in  some  coi^uror's  bottle  imprison'd. 
She's  slily  ^ut  up  in  Gr— te's  wonderful  Box.     \ 

How  snug ! — 'stead  of  floating  through  ether's  do- 
minions. 

Blown  this  way  and  ihat,  by  the  •*  popoli  vox," 
To  fold  thus  in  silence  her  sinecure  pinions. 

And  go  fast  asleep  in  Gr — te's  wonderful  Box. 

Time  was,  when  free  speech  was  the  life-breath  of 
freedom  — 
So  thought  once  the  Seldens,  the  Hampdens,  the 
Lockes ; 
But  mute  be  our  troops,  when  to  ambush  we  lead 
'em. 
For  **  Mum"  is  the  word  with  us  Knights  of  the 
Box. 

Pure,  exquisite  Box  !  no  corruption  can  soil  it ; 
There's  Otto  of  Rose,  in  each  breath  it  unlocks ; 

'  Omnes  fcrd  Interna*  corporis  partes  inverse  ordine  sitas. 
^Act.ErudiL  lG9a 
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Wlnle  G  r — te  is  the  **  Betlj/'  that  serves  at  the  toilet. 
And  breathes  all  Arnbia  oroimd  from  hU  Bo3t,» 

•Ti«  ft  singular  fact,  tliat  the  hm*d  Hugo  Grotius^ 
(A  nnmeiake  ofGr — ^te't^heing  boib  of  Dutch 
itock«)p 
Like  Gt^-4e,  too,  a  gcniu*  profound  as  preco- 
cious, 
Was  also,  like  him,  much  reiioirii*d  for  a  Box  -,^ 

An  immortal  old  cIothi;i-ho3c,  in  which  the  great 
Grotiiut 

When  Hiffermg,  in  prison,  for  views  heterodox. 
Was  packed  up  iocog.,  spite  of  gaolers  ferocious,'^ 

And  sent  to  hit  wife*,  carriage  free,  in  a  Box ! 

But  the  fame  of  old  Hugo  now  rests  on  the  shelf, 
Since  a  rival  hath  risen  that  all  parallel  mocks ; — 

TTiat  Grotius  iogloriously  lav'd  but  himself* 
While  ourM  saves  the  whole  British  realm  bj  a 
Box! 

And  oh  when,  al  last,  even  this  greatest  of  Gr — tea 

Muftt  bend  to  the  Power  that  at  every  door 

knocks,* 

Maj  he  drop  in  the   um  like  hit  own  "silent 

votes," 

And  the  tomb  of  bis  rest  be  a  large  Baliot-Hoz. 

Whik  long  at  his  thrine,  both  from  county  and  city, 

Shall  pilgrims  triennially  gather  in  flocks, 
And  sing,  while  ihey  whimper,  the*  appropriate 
ditty, 
^  Oh  breathe  not  his  name,  let  it  sleep  —  in  the 
Box," 


ANKOUNCEMENTOF  A  NEW  THALABA. 

AnoaKssKD  TO  BoiisaT  sotrrttcY,  esq. 

Wmbn  erst,  my  Soothe j,  thy  tuneful  tongue 
Th«  terribl«  lalt  of  Tbalaba  sung  — 
Of  hitn,  the  Destroyer,  doomed  to  root 
That  grim  divan  of  oovjurora  ooi. 


*  lad  an  ArSMa  IfMilMi  tram  yoniw  bn 

•  Oraipf.or  Onsir,  UilalsMl  liHo  OeoltM, 

«  ror  the  psfttanlsra  «r  ihto  moii*  oI  OfoUut  fren  ih# 
C— U«  0f  Las»iiimla,  t>y  wmmisf  s  bwa  (oalf  ilma  f#ri  *rid 
a  a^lMHf,  II  Is  «iM)  In  wVUk  bMikt  UMd  to  b*  owatkMiAKr 
MM  10  aia  Slid  fM  llocB  fstafasd,***  mnr  of  Um  II4dcn|thu 
esl  TTHctliwiai  Isi 


Whose  dwelling  dark,  as  legends  say. 
Beneath  the  root*  of  the  ocean  lay, 
(Fit  itiace  for  deep  ones,  such  as  they,) 
How  little  thou  knew'si,  dear  l>r  Stmlhey, 
Although  bright  genius  all  allow  thee. 
That,  some  years  thence,  thy  wond'ring  eyes 
Shonld  see  a  second  Tbalaba  rise  — 
As  ripe  for  ruinous  rigs  as  thine, 
Though  his  havoc  lie  in  a  different  line. 
And  should  find  this  new^  improved  Destroyer 
Beneath  the  wig  of  a  Yankee  lawyer ; 
A  sort  of  an  "  alien,"  alias  man. 
Whose  country  or  party  guess  who  can. 
Being  Cockitey  half,  half  Jonathan  ; 
And  his  life,  to  make  the  thing  completer. 
Being  all  in  the  genuine  ThaJaha  metre. 
Loose  and  irregular  as  tby  feet  are  ;  — 
First,  into  ^VHiig  Pindarics  rambling. 
Then  in  low  Tory  doggrel  scrambling  ; 
Now  lore  his  theme,  now  Church  his  glory 
(At  once  both  Tory  and  ama^tory), 
Now  in  the'  Old  Bailey -i!r]^  meandering, 
Now  in  soft  atuplet  style  philandering ; 
And,  lastly,  in  lame  Alexandrine, 
Dragging  bis  wounded  length  along,* 
When  scoorg'd  by  Holland's  silken  thong. 

In  short,  dear  Bob,  Destroyer  the  Second 
May  fairly  a  match  for  the  First  be  reckoned ; 
Save  thai  four  Thataba*s  talent  lay 
In  sweeping  old  conjurors  clean  away, 
While  onrs  at  aldermen  deals  his  blows, 
(Who  no  great  conjurors  are,  God  knows,) 
Lays  Corporations,  by  wholesale,  levels 
Sends  Acts  of  Parliament  to  the  devil. 
Bullies  the  whole  Mtlesian  race  — 
Seven  millions  of  Paddies,  face  to  face ; 
And,  seising  that  magte  wand,  himself. 
Which  erst  thy  conjurors  left  on  the  shelf. 
Transforms  the  boys  of  the  B<jyne  and  Li^y 
All  into/oretiTaers,  in  a  jiffey  — 
Aliens,  outcasts,  every  soul  of  'em. 
Bom  hut  for  whips  and  chains,  the  whole  of  *em  I 

Never,  in  short,  did  pafallel 
Betwixt  two  hefoct  ^  so  well ; 
And,  among  Cbt  poiots  in  which  they  fit, 
Thrre*B  one,  dear  Bob,  1  can't  omit. 


*  Th»i  li   nnl  qnltr  a^r,,Tf^\t^|f  la  tbe  (^rt«  of  f  1M  fiSlC  :   M% 

mitm  hAnn«  »k«u  the  cmitrim  r  jf  the  nnUfvm.uArmu^mii 
In  ih4*  ^tMia  l»#n#lf  in  gtve  Hm  Umm  far  sssi^s. 

*  Paliyallarf  a^aapitfsitpi^SkAs^— Ht«At. 

'  "^  A  vhi^Ima  iU#aandriaB  smIv  Kkv  saiitf 


* 

^^^^^ 

^^^^H 

1 
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Thai  hacking,  hectorint^  blade  of  tbine 

W^here'er  I  sit,  or  stand,  or  run^ 

■ 

Di?alt  much  in  the  iJomdunkl  I  me  i ' 

Ye  hnnnt  me  evcrj^  where* 

And  'tis  but  rendering  justice  doe, 

Though  Job  had  patience  tough  enough, 

To  say  thfti  ours  and  bis  Tory  crew 

Such  duplicates  would  try  it; 

1            Damn  Daniel  most  devoutly  too* 

Tin  one*s  tum'd  out  and  t'other  off, 
We  shan't  have  peace  or  qtjieL 

But  small's  the  chance  that  Law  affords^ 
Such  folks  are  daily  let  off  ^ 

KIVAL  TOPICS.^                         J          And,  'twixt  the'  Old  Bailey  and  the  Lords, 

They  both,  i  fear,  wiU  get  offL 

AN   RXTfiAYAGANZA, 

Oh  W— U — ngt — n  and  Stephenson, 
Oh  morn  mid  evening  papers, 

Times,  Herald,  Courier,  Globe,  and  Sun, 

When  will  ye  cease  our  ears  to  stun 

THE  BOY  STATESMAN. 

With  these  two  heroes'  capers  ? 

Still  ^^ Stephenson"  and  •*  W— 11— ngt^n," 

DV    A    TOUY. 

The  everlasting  two  !  — 

Still  doom'd,  from  riiM^  to  set  of  sun^ 

'*  Thnt  hoj  wlU  be  Ibe  doth  of  me/'          MatktwM  ot  Home. 

To  hear  what  mischief  one  has  done. 

And  t'other  means  to  do  :  — 

Ah,  Tories  dear,  our  ruin  is  near, 

What  bills  the  banker  pass'd  to  friends, 

With  St— nl— y  to  help  os,  we  can-t  but  fallj 

Bat  never  meant  to  pay  ; 

Already  a  warning  voice  I  hear, 

What  Bills  the  other  wight  intendi. 

Like  the  late  Charles  Mathews'  croak  in  my  ear, 

As  honejiti  in  their  way  ;  — 

^  That  boy— that  boy  11  be  the  death  of  you  aU." 

Bills^  payable  at  distant  sight, 

J 

lieyond  the  Grecian  kalends. 

He  will,  God  help  us  I — not  even  Seriblerins 

I 

When  all  good  deeds  will  come  to  light, 

In  the  "  Art  of  Sinking"  bit  tnatch  could  be ; 

1 

When  W^ll — ngt^— n  will  do  what  s  right, 

And  our  case  is  growing  exceeding  serious. 

1 

And  Rowland  pay  his  balance. 

For»  all  being  in  the  same  boat  as  he« 
If  down  my  Lord  goes,  down  go  we. 

To  catch  the  hanker  all  have  sought. 

l^rd  Baron  St— nJ— y  and  Company, 

M 

But  still  the  ropie  unhiurt  is ; 

As  deep  in  Oblivion's  swamp  below 

n 

While  t'other  juggler — who'd  have  thought? 

As  such  **  Masters  Shallow  "  well  could  go ; 

Though  slippery  long,  baa  just  been  caugbt 

And  wlUjrc  we  shall  ail,  both  low  and  high, 

By  old  Archbishop  Curtis  \  — 

EmbalmM  in  mud,  as  forgotten  lie 

And,  such  the  power  of  papal  crook, 

As  already  doth  Gr— h— ra  of  Netherhy ! 

The  erosier  scarce  had  quivcr'd 

But  that  boy,  that  boy  1 — there's  a  tale  I  know. 

Ji 

About  his  ears^  when»  lo,  the  Duke 

Which  in  talking  of  him  comes  d.  propos. 

1 

Woa  of  a  Bull  delivered  I 

Sir  Thomas  More  had  an  only  son. 
And  a  foolish  lad  was  that  only  one. 

Sir  Riehard  Birnie  doth  decide 

And  Sir  Thomas  said,  one  day  to  hts  wife, 

That  Rowland  "  must  he  mad»" 

"  My  dear,  I  can't  but  wish  you  joy. 

In  private  coach,  with  crest,  to  ridet 

"  For  you  prayed  for  a  boy,  and  you  now  have  a  boy. 

When  chaises  could  be  had. 

*'  \\Tio*Ll  continue  a  boy  to  the  end  of  bis  life." 

And  t'other  hero,  all  agree, 

St*  Luke's  will  soon  arrive  at. 

Even  stich  is  our  own  distressing  lot, 

If  thus  be  shows  off  publicly, 

With  the  ever-young  statesman  we  have  gol  i — 

1 

^Vhen  he  might  pas*  in  private. 

Nay  even  still  worse  ;  for  Master  More 
Wasn't  more  a  youth  than  he*d  been  before. 

1 

Oh  W — U — ngt — n,  oh  Stephenson, 

While  ours  such  power  of  boyhood  shows. 

1 

Ye  ever-boring  pair. 

That,  the  older  he  gets,  the  more  juvenile  he  grows, 

1 

1            "  Vnln  art  tke  tpelli.  th<>  Dftlrofw 

■  l^M  dais  or  ihit  iqulb  t»yit  1mt«  be«n,  1  tlilnk^  «bout 

1 

IMMl 

■ 

Tkataha,  *  Mflfcrleil  RmwiiM. 

■ 

1 

I 

i 

1 

^ 
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Andf  at  what  extfeine  old  age  beli  close 
His  schoolboy  coursCf  heareo  only  knows  ;^ 
Some  centnrj  hence,  should  he  reach  so  far. 

And  ourselves  to  witneM  it  heaven  condeiniiT 
Wc  shall  find  him  a  sort  of  cub  Old  Parr» 

A  whippcr-imflpper  Methusalem ; 
Nay,  ev'n  should  he  make  still  longer  stay  of  it. 
The  boy'U  want  Judgment,  ev'n  to  the  day  of  it  I 
Meanwhile,  'tis  a  serious,  sad  infliction ; 

Aod,  day  and  night,  with  awe  I  recall 
The  late  Mr.  Mathews*  solemn  prediction, 

"  That  boy'M  be  the  death,  the  death  of  yon  all.' 


LETTER 

FROM    LAERT   0*BRANTOAN    TO   THE    HEV. 
MUBTAGU    o'MI.TJ*IOAN. 

AsjiAH,  where  were  ^u,  Murthagh,  that  beautiful 
day?  — 
Or,  how  came  it  your  riverence  was  kid  on  the 
shelf, 
When  that  poor  craythur,  Bobby  —  as  you  wer« 
away  — 
Had  to  make  twice  tat  hig  a  Tom-fool  of  himstlf, 

T broth,  It  wasn't  at  all  civil  to  lave  in  the  larch 
A  boy  BO  desarving  your  tiudh'reit  affection; — 

Two  snch  iligant  Siamase  twins  of  the  Cburcb, 
As  Boh  and  yotir&elf,  ne'er  sboald  cut  the  c*)n- 
nection. 

If  thus  in  two  dlflereat  dinectioas  joa  pnll; 

'Faith,  they  11   swear  that   yourself  and  your 
rive  rend  brother 
Afe  like  those  qiiare  foxes,  in  Gregorj'^g  Bull, 
Whose  tails  were  join'd  one  waj,  while  they 
look'd  another!  ^ 

Ocb  blessed  be  he,  wbosomdevef  he  he^ 

That  help'd  soft  Miigee  to  that  Bull  of  a  LeltherJ 
Not  ev'n  my  own  self,  though  I  sometimes  make 
free 
At  snch  buIUmanufacture,  could  make  him  a 
betther. 


'  "  You  wilt  incTvu*  th«  mmhj  with  which  they  «*«  «- 
girded  bythfrfr  Auocfattttia  hcrctj,  thuj  tyiviK  these  foxM 
hj  tb«  UlU,  tbBlUi«ir1!u«iiiuiy  ti^ntl  In  opposite  dtrcctianj/* 
--  Boa  «  £mil,  nid  U  Exvt«-r  Hall,  Juljr  U. 

'  ^'  An  iQfcnkMu  ilerlco  of  my  letmed  MeDd.**  — Boi'r 
t^ler  to  StandofH, 

^  Had  1  tontulted  oatj  roj  own  wUhiti,  I  ihould  not  havti 
Rtlowed  thit  hutf  ■ttack  qd  Dr.  Todd  to  biite  mjide  Hi  up* 


To  he  sure,  when  a  lad  takea  to  for^n\  thta  way, 
*Tis  a  ihrick  he's  much  timpted  to  carry  od  gaily ; 

Till,  at  last,  his  **  inj anions  devices,"*  some  day. 
Show  him  up,  not  at  Exether  Hall,  but  the'  Quid 
Bailey. 

That  paraoM  sboidd  forge  thus  appears  mighty  odd, 
And  (as  if  iomethm'  "  odd"  m  their  names,  too, 
must  he,) 

One  forger,  of  ould,  was  a  riverend  Dod, 
While  a  nvereud  Todd's  now  hia  match,  to  a  T.^ 

But,  uo  matther  ir/jodid  it— nil  blessins  betide  hint, 

For  dish  in'  up  Bob,  iti  a  manner  so  nate  ; 
And  there  wanted  hut  yoM,  Murthagb  *voumeeii, 
beside  him. 
To  make  the  whole  grand  disb  of  itvU-^alf  com- 
plate. 


MUSINGS  OF  AN  UNREFORMEB  PEER. 

Of  all  the  odd  plans  of  this  monstrously  queer  age» 
The  oddest  is  that  of  reforming  the  peerage  ;  — 
Just  aa  if  we,  great  dons,  with  a  title  and  star. 
Did  not  get  on  exceedingly  well,  as  we  are, 
And  perform  all  the  functions  of  noiKlles,  by  birth, 
As  completely  as  any  bom  notjdlcs  on  earth. 

How  acres  de«cend,  ia  in  bw-bookg  dispby'd. 
But  we  as  u?iV«icres  descend,  ready  made  ^ 
And,  by  right  of  our  rank  in   Debrett's  nomen- 
clature. 
Are*  all  of  us,  bom  legislatora  by  nature;  — 
Like  ducklings*  to  water  instinctively  taking, 
So  we,  with  like  quackery,  take  to  law-makiDgi 
And  Gcd  forbid  any  reform  should  come  o'er  us. 
To  make  us  more  wise  than  our  sires  were  before  ui. 

The*  Egyptians  of  old  the  same  policy  knew  — 
If  your  sire  was  a  cook,  yon  must  be  a  cook  too  t 
Thai  makings  from  father  to  son,  a  good  Irode 

of  it, 
Foisouera  If^  righi  (m  no  more  could  be  said  of  itX 
The  cookSt  like  our  lordships^  a  pretty  mcit  made 

of  il; 


pcaranoe  in  thti  Cotlectioii ;  twlng  now  f^lf;  convlnrcd  ttiAt  eK« 
cbMfjtv  broug'ht  tfJilriit  itiAt  rovf n'litl  gt<i]tk''mAn  of  Inl^rntltiif 
ro  pftU  off  M  B«Duln»  bti  funouk  mock  t*«)M4l  Jyftter  •»•  «Uiv 
gather  upToundML  Finding  it  to  bt  thp  wUh,  bow«>f  er,  of  my 
reverend  friend  —  u  I  tan  now  glad  to  li«  p<ennlttiMl  to  <«ll 
btm  —  thAt  t>oth  the  wrong  «t>d  tho  rciimfjiilnTi,  tHn  Oilc  ihmI 
the  PnUnode,  thmild  be  tbui  f»lM«l  In  |iixtA(M;rfUlon,  I  h«T« 
thought  it  btu  due  to  blm  to  comply  wkth  hia  requntt. 
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While,  fam*d  for  conservative  stomachs,  the*  Egyp- 

That  wonderful  jump  to  Exeter 

tiaoB 

With  the  Reverend  Pamphleteer. 

Without  a  wry  face  bolted  all  the  prescriptions. 

Set  a  beggar  on  horseback,  wise  men  gay. 

It  is  true,  we*ve  among  us  some  peers  of  the  past. 

The  course  he  will  take  is  clear  ; 

Who  keep  pace  with  the  present  most  awfully  fast — 

And  in  that  direction  lay  the  way 

Fruits,  that  ripen  beneath  the  new  light  now  arising 

Of  the  Reverend  Pamphleteer. 

With  speed  that  to  i«,  old  conserves,  is  surprising, 

Conserves,  in  whom  —  potted,  for  grandmamma 

"  Stop,  stop,"  said  Truth,  but  vain  her  cry  — 

uses  — 

Left  far  away  in  the  rear. 

*Twould  puzzle  a  sunbeam  to  find  any  juices. 

She  heard  but  the  usual  gay  **  Good-by " 

Tis  true,  too,  I  fear,  midst  the  general  movement. 

From  her  faithless  Pamphleteer. 

Ev'n  our  House,  God  help  it,  is  doom*d  to  im- 

provement. 

You  may  talk  of  the  jumps  of  Homer's  gods. 

And  all  iu  live  furniture,  nobly  descended. 

When  cantering  o*er  our  sphere — 

But  sadly  worn  out,  must  be  sent  to  be  mended. 

Pd  back  for  a  bounce,  'gainst  any  odds. 

With  moveables  'mong  us,  like  Br m  and  like 

This  Reverend  Pamphleteer. 

D— rh— m. 

No  wonder  ev*u  fixtures  should  learn  to  bestir  *em; 

But  ah,  what  tumbles  a  jocky  hath  I 

And,  distant,  ye  gods,  be  that  terrible  day. 

In  th£  midst  of  his  career, 

When  —  as  playful  Old  Nick,  for  his   pastime. 

A  file  of  the  Times  lay  right  in  the  path 

they  say. 

Of  the  headlong  Pamphleteer. 

Flies  off  with  old  houses,  sometimes,  in  a  storm  — 

So  ours  may  be  whipt  off,  some  night,  by  Reform  ; 

Whether  he  tripp'd  or  shy'd  thereat. 

And,  as  up,  like  Loretto's  fam*d  house »,  through 

Doth  not  so  clear  appear : 

the  air. 

But  down  he  came,  as  his  sermoni  flat— 

Not  angels,  but  devils,  our  lordships  shall  bear. 

This  Reverend  Pamphleteer  I 

Grim,  radical  phizzes,  unus'd  to  the  sky. 

Shall  flit  round,  like  cherubs,  to  wish  us  "good-by," 

Lord  King  himself  could  scarce  desire 

While,  perch'd  up  on  clouds,  little  imps  of  ple- 

To see  a  spiritual  Peer 

beians. 

Fall  much  more  dead,  in  the  dirt  and  mire. 

Small  Grotes  and  O'CJonnells,  shall  sing  Jo  Pseans. 

Than  did  this  Pamphleteer. 

Yet  pitying  parsons,  many  a  day. 

Shall  visit  his  silent  bier. 
And,  thinking  the  while  of  Stanhope,  say 

"  Poor  dear  old  Pamphleteer! 

THE  REVEREND  PAMPHLETEER. 

"  He  has  finished,  at  last,  his  busy  span. 

A    ROMANTIC    BALLAD. 

"  And  now  lies  cooUy  here — 

**  As  often  he  did  in  life,  good  man. 

Oh,  have  you  heard  what  hap'd  of  late  ? 

"  Good,  Reverend  Pamphleteer  I " 

If  not,  come  lend  an  ear. 

While  sad  I  state  the  piteous  fate 

Of  the  Reverend  Pamphleteer. 

All  prai8*d  his  skilful  jockeyship. 

Loud  rung  the  Tory  cheer. 

A  RECENT  DIALOGUE. 

While  away,  away,  with  spur  and  whip. 

ins. 

Went  the  Reverend  Pamphleteer. 

A  Bishop  and  a  bold  dragoon. 

The  nag  he  rode  —  how  could  it  err  ? 

Both  heroes  in  their  way, 

•Twas  the  same  that  took,  last  year. 

Did  thus,  of  late,  one  aftemooa. 

Unto  each  other  say  :  — 

*  The  Casa  Santa,  supposed  to  hare  oeen  carried  by  angels 

"  Dear  bishop,"  quoth  the  brave  hoMar, 

through  the  air  from  Galilee  to  Italy. 

**  As  nobody  denies 

r 
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**  That  yoti  a  wise  logician  are, 

"  And  I  am — otherwise, 
**  'Tis  fit  that  in  this  question,  we 

**  Slick  each  to  bis  own  art  — 
u  ftiat  ypMT^  should  be  the  eophistry, 

"  And  mine  thin  Ji^htini^  part 
♦*  My  creed,  I  need  oot  tell  yoy,  is 

♦*  Like  that  of  W n, 

**  To  whom  DO  harlot  eomes  amiss, 

**  SflTe  her  of  Babylon  ;  * 
"  And  when  we're  at  a  loss  for  word:?, 

*'  If  hughing  reasoners  flout  ui!, 
•*  For  lack  of  sense  we'll  draw  our  swords  — 

**  The  sole  thing  sharp  about  u«."— 
"  Dear  hold  dragoon,'*  the  bishop  said, 

**  'Tis  true  for  war  tbou  art  meant  ? 
•*  And  reasoning— bless  that  dandy  head ! 

**  Is  not  in  thy  department 
**  So  leave  the  argument  to  mc^- 

"  And»  when  my  holy  labour 
"  Hath  lit  the  fires  of  bigotry, 

"  Thoult  poke  them  with  thy  &ahrv. 
"  From  pulpit  and  from  sentrj^-box, 

"  We'll  make  our  joint  attacks, 
**  I  at  the  bead  of  my  Cassocks^ 

"  And  you  of  your  Cossackt. 
"  So  here's  your  health,  my  brave  hussar, 

**  My  exquisite  old  fighter^ 
**  Sueeess  to  bigotry  and  war, 

**  The  musket  and  the  mitre!'* 
Thus  pray*d  the  minister  of  heareo  — 

"Vlliile  V — k,  just  entering  then, 
Snor'd  out  (aa  if  some  Clerk  bod  given 

His  nose  the  ctie)  '*  Amen/* 

T.B. 


THE  WELLINGTON  SPA. 


'  And  drink  oblivion  to  our  iro«t/ 


Awn  A  Matilda. 


Tale  no  more  of  your  Cheltenham  and  Harrowgnte 
springs, 
*Tis  from  Letfm  we  now  ouj"  potations  must  draw  ; 
Your  Lethe'i  a  cure  for — all  possibl*?  things, 
And  the  doctors  have  nam'd  it  the  Wellington 
Spa. 

Other  pbyiicol  waters  but  cure  you  io  part ; 
One   cobbles  your   gout^ — t<Aher  mends   your 
digestion — . 

*  Cui  nuilM  toeratriE  dttplLcyJt  prnter  BabyloalouD. 


Some  settle  your  stofDach^  but  thu — bless  yotir 
heart  I  — 
It  will  settle,  for  evei^  your  Catholic  Qnestion. 

Unlike,  too,  the  potious  in  fashion  at  present^ 
This  WeMingtoD  nostrum,  restoring  by  stesUth, 

So  purges  the  memVy  of  all  that's  unpleasant. 
That  patientsybr^/^f  themselves  into  rude  health. 

For  instance,  the*  inventor ^ — his  having  once  said 

''  He  should  think  himself  mad,  if,  at  an^  one's 

call, 

"  He  became  what  he  is^'^is  so  purg*d  from  his 

head, 

That  he  now  doesn't  think  he's  a  madman  at  alL 

Of  coupse,  for  your  mem'ries  of  very  long  stand- 
iog— 

Old  chroT)ic  diseases,  that  date  hack,  undaunte^J, 
To  Brian  Boroo  and  Fita-Stephens' first  landing — 

A  dcv'l  of  a  do«e  of  the  Lathe  is  wanted. 

But  ev*n  Irish  patents  can  hardly  regret 

An  oblivion, so  much  in  their  own  native  style, 

So  conveniently  planifd^  that,  whatever  tbcy  forget, 
They  may  go  on  rememb'ring  it  still,  all  the 
while  I » 


A  CHARACTER. 

Half  Whig,  half  Tory,  like  those  midway  things, 
'Twixt  bird  and  beast,  that  by  mistake  have  wtogs  ; 
A  mongrel  Statesmoo,  'twixt  two  factions  nurst, 
\Mio,  of  the  faults  of  each,  combines  the  worst  — 
The  Tory's  loftiuess,  the  Whigling's  sneer. 
The  leveller's  rashness,  and  the  bigot's  fear  ] 
The  thirst  for  meddling,  restless  itlll  to  show 
How  Freedom's  clock,  repaired  by  Whigs,  will  go  j 
The'  alarm  when  others,  more  sincere  than  Ihey, 
Advance  the  hands  to  the  true  time  of  day. 

By  Mother  Church,  high-fed  and  haughty  dame. 
The  boy  was  dandled,  in  bis  dawn  of  fame  j 
List'oing,   she   smil'd,   and    bless'd    the   flippaol 

tongue 
On  which  the  fate  of  unlvorn  titbe-pigi  bung. 
Ah,  who  shall  pairtt  the  grandam's  grim  dismay, 
When  loose  Reform  en  tic 'd  her  boy  away  ; 
When  shocked  she  heard  him  ape  the  rubble's  tone. 
And,  in  Old  Sarum's  fate,  foredoom  her  own  1 

>  T1i«  oQlf  parallel  t  know  lo  tbli  lofl  of  obUvIoa  ii  to  b* 
round  In  a  line  of  the  Lat«  llr.  R.  P.  Knight. 

'•  Title  pkatlDg  memoir  of  thlngt  forgot. " 
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Groaning  she  cried,  while  tears  roll'd  down  her 

cheeks, 
**  Poor,  glib-tongued  yoath,  he  means  not  what  he 

speaks. 
••  Like  oil  at  top,  these  Whig  professions  flow, 
"  But,  pure  as  lymph,  runs  Toryism  below. 
**  Alas,  that  tongue  should  start  thus,  in  the  race, 
**  Ere  mind  can  reach  and  regulate  its  pace  ! — 
"  For,  once  outstripped  by  tongue,  poor,  lagging 

mind, 
"  At  every  step,  still  further  limps  behind. 
*•  But,  bless  the  boy  I  — whatever  his  wandering  be, 
♦*  Still  turns  his  heart  to  Toryism  and  me. 
**  Like  those  odd  shapes,  portray'd  in  Dantc*s  lay,  > 
**  With  heads  fix'd  on,  the  wrong  and  backward 

way, 
**  His  feet  and  eyes  pursue  a  diverse  track, 
**  While  those  march   onward,  these  look   fondly 

back." 
And  well  she  knew  him — well  foresaw  the  day, 
Which  now  hath  come,  when  snatch'd  from  Whigs 

away. 
The  self-same  changeling  drops  the  mask  he  wore. 
And  rests,  restored,  in  granny*s  arms  once  more. 

But  whither  now,  mixt  brood  of  modem  light 
And  ancient  darkness,  can'st  thou  bend  thy  flight  ? 
Tried  by  both  factions,  and  to  neither  true, 
Fear*d  by  the  old  school,  laugh'd  at  by  the  new ; 
For  this  too  feeble,  and  for  that  too  rash, 
T^is  wanting  more  of  fire,  that  less  of  flash ; 
Lone  shalt  thou  stand,  in  isolation  cold, 
Betwixt  two  worlds,  the  new  one  and  the  old, 
A  small  and  **  vex'd  Bermoothes,"  which  the  eye 
Of  venturous  seaman  sees — and  passes  by. 


A  GHOST  STORY. 

To  TM  Air  of  *'  Unpurtcnatb  Miss  Bailey." 

1835. 

Not  long  in  bed  had  L — ndh — rst  lain. 

When,  as  his  lamp  bum'd  dimly. 
The  ghosts  of  corporate  bodies  slain, « 

Stood  by  his  bed-side  grimly. 
Dead  aldermen,  who  once  could  feast. 

But  now,  themselves,  are  fed  on, 
And  skeletons  of  mayors  deceased, 

This  doleful  chorus  led  on  :  — 

»  **  Che  dalle  reni  era  tornato  1  volto, 

E  indiptro  venir  li  cotiTenia, 
Perchd  M  rcdcr  dinanil  era  lor  tolto." 

*  Referring  to  the  line  taken  by  Lord  L— ndh— rit,  on  the 
qaettioD  of  Municipal  Reform. 


**  Oh  Lord  Lr— ndh— «t, 
**  UnmerciAil  Lord  L — ndh — ^rst, 

"  Corpses  we, 

*♦  All  burk'd  by  thee, 
**  Unmerciful  Lord  L — ^ndh' — rst ! 

**  Avaunt,  ye  frights  I  **  his  Lordship  cried. 

Ye  look  most  glum  and  whitely." 
**  Ah,  L— ndh^rst,  dear !  **  the  frights  replied, 

"  You've  us'd  us  unpolitely 
*'  And  now,  ungrateful  man !  to  drive 

**  Dead  bodies  from  your  door  so, 
*'  Who  quite  corrupt  enough,  alive, 
**  You've  made,  by  death,  still  more  to. 
♦*  Oh,  Ex-ChanceUor, 
"  Destructive  Ex-Chancellor, 
"  See  thy  work, 
'*  Thou  second  Burke, 
"  Destructive  Ex-Chancellor !  •* 

Bold  L — ndh — rst  then,  whom  nought  coald  keep 

Awake,  or  surely  that  would. 
Cried  "  Curse  you  all  "—fell  fast  asleep — 

And  dreamt  of  "  Small  v,  Attwood." 
While,  shock'd,  the  bodies  flew  down  stairs. 

But,  courteous  in  their  panic. 
Precedence  gave  to  ghosts  of  ma3ron, 
And  corpses  aldermanic. 

Crying,  "  Oh,  Ix)rd  L — ndh — rst, 
"  That  terrible  Lord  L— ndh— rst, 
«*  Not  Old  Scratch 
*'  Himself  could  match 
"  That  terrible  Lord  L— ndh— rst" 


THOUGHTS 

ON  THE  LATI 
DESTRUCTIVE    PROPOSITIONS   OP   THE   TOBIES.^ 

BT    A    COMUON-COUNCILMAK. 

I83.V 

I  SAT  me  down  in  my  easy  chair, 

To  read,  as  usual,  the  morning  papers ; 
But — who  shall  describe  my  look  of  despair. 

When  I  came  to  Lefroy's  **  destructive  "  capers ! 
That  he — that,  of  all  live  men,  Lefroy 
Should  join  in  the  cry  "  Destroy,  destroy  ! " 
Who,  ev'n  when  a  babe,  as  I've  heard  said. 
On  Orange  conserve  was  chiefly  fed, 

'  These  veriei  were  written  in  reference  to  the  Bill  brought 
in  at  tbii  time,  for  the  reform  of  Corporations,  and  the  swerp* 
ing  amendments  proposed  bj  Ix>rd  Lyndburstand  other  Tory 
Peers,  in  order  to  obstruct  the  measure. 
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And  nerert  till  now,  n  movctnetit  mode 
That  wMii*t  most  manfttlly  retrograde  ! 
Only  Ihink  —  to  sweep  from  the  Light  of  day 
MayorSt  maces,  criera,  and  wigs  away  t 
To  aimihiliitc  —  never  to  ri*e  again — 
A  whole  generation  of  aldermeOt 
Nor  leave  them  ev'o  the*  accuuroni^d  tolls, 
To  keep  t«|?ether  their  bodies  and  souls  !  — 
At  a  time,  too,  when  snug  posts  and  places 

Are  falling  away  ftom  us  one  by  one. 
Crash — craah — ^like  the  mummy -casea 

Beijconi,  in  Egj^t,  sat  u|m>d, 
^Tierein  lay  pickled*  in  state  sublime, 
Conservatives  of  the  ancient  time ;  — 
To  choose  such  a  moment  to  overset 
The  few  snog  nuisances  left  us  yet ; 
To  add  to  the  niiii  that  round  ns  reigns. 
By  knocking  out  mayors'  and  town-clerks*  braitifi  ; 
By  domniDg  alJ  corporate  bodies  to  fall, 
Till  they  leave,  at  last,  no  l>odies  at  all — 
Nought  but  the  ghosts  of  by-gone  glory, 
Wrecks  of  a  world  that  once  was  Tory  ! 
Where  pensive  criers,  like  owls  unblest, 

Robb'd  of  their  roosts,  shall  Rtill  hoot  o*er  them  ! 
Nor  maters  sball  know  where  to  seek  a  neMt, 

Till  Gaily  Knight  shuUJind  one  for  them  ;  — 
Ttll  mayors  and  kings,  with  none  to  me  Vm, 

Shall  perish  all  in  one  common  plague  i 
And  the  soverfifpiii  of  Belfast  and  Ttiam 

Must  join  their  brother,  Charles  Dix  at  Prague 

Thua  raoiM  I,  in  my  chair,  alone, 

(As  above  described)  till  dozy  grown. 

And  nodding  assent  to  my  own  opinions, 

I  found  myself  borne  to  sleep's  dominions, 

'^VTiere,  lo,  before  nny  dreaming  eyes, 

A  new  House  of  Commons  appear  d  to  rise, 

WhtMe  living  contents,  to  fancy's  survey, 

Seem'd  t<i  me  all  turn'd  topsy-tarry  — 

A  juiiible  of  poU  pi  —  nobody  knew 

Whicb  was  the  head  or  which  the  qticne. 

Here^  Inglis,  turn'd  to  a  sans-calotte» 

Was  dancing  the  hays  wiib  Hume  and  Grote  ; 

There^  ripe  for  riot.  Recorder  Shaw 

Was  learning  from  Roebfoek  **  ^a-ira  j  ** 

While  Stanley  and  Graham,  as  poiuarde  wcnchea, 

Scream'd  **  o  iot  /"  from  the  Tory  benchef  ; 

And  Peel  and  0*Connell,  cheek  by  jowl. 

Were  dancing  an  Irish  carmagnole. 

The  Lord  prei«rvc  ua  I — ^if  dreams  come  true, 
What  U  tlita  bapleai  r«alm  to  do? 


*  A  tern)  Ibmad  en  th*  model  of  th«  Miiiladen,  tkc. 


ANTICIPATED  MEETING 


DIllTlSH  ASSOCIATION  IN  THE  VEAR  2S»6, 

1836. 

AjrTEK  aome  obaervations  from  Dr,  M*Grig 
Oo  that  fofisile  reliquium  ej^U'd  Petrified  Wig, 
Or  PerruquviithHA  —  a  sj>ecinien  rare 
Of  those  wigs,  made  for  antediluvian  wear, 
Whiehr  it  seems,  stood  the  Flood  without  turning 

a  hair  — 
Mr»  Tomkins  rose  up,  and  requested  attention 
To  facts  no  less  wondrous  which  hti  had  to  mention. 

Some  large  fossil  creatures  had  lately  been  found 
Of  a  species  oo  longer  now  seen  above  ground, 
But  the  same  (as  to  Tomkins  most  clearly  appears) 
With  those  animals,  lost  now  for  bundreds  of  years, 
Which  our  ancestors  ns'd  lo  caU  "  Bishops''  and 
"  Peers/'  [stow'd  on, 

But  which  Tomkins  more  erudite  names  has  be* 
Having  eall'd  the  Peer  fossil  the*  A ri«tocratodon,  * 
And,  finding  mueli  food  under  t'other  one^sthonuc, 
Has  christened  that  creature  the'  Episcopus  Vorax 

Lest  the  Mt^ontet  and  dandies  should  think  this  all 

fable. 
Mr,  Tomkins  mo*t  kindly  produced  on  the  eabic, 
A  sample  of  eaeb  of  these  species  of  creatures. 
Both  tornibly  human,  ifi  structure  and  features. 
Except  that  the"  Episeopns  seems.  Lord  deliver  us! 
To*ve  been  carnivorous  as  well  as  granivorous; 
And  Tomkins,  on  searching  its  stomach,  found  there 
Large  lumps,  such  as  no  modem  stomach  could  bear. 
Of  a  substance  caird  Titbe,  upon  which,  as  Hitsaidy 
The  whole  Genus  Clericum  formerly  fed  *, 
And  which  having  lately  himself  decompounded, 
Just  to  see  what  'twas  made  of,  be  actually  found  it 
Compos'd  of  all  possible  cookable  thioga 
That  e*er  trtpp'd  upon   trotters  or  aoar'd  opon 

wings — 
AU  products  of  earth,  both  gramineous,  berbaceoiia, 
Hordeaceous,  fabaceous,  and  eke  farinaceous. 
All  clubbing  their  quotas  to  glut  the  ijfsophagus 
Of  this  ever  greedy  and  grasping  Tithophagus,* 
"  Admire,"  exclaim'd  Tomkins,   "  the   kind  dis- 
pensation 
**  By  Providence  shed  on  thi8moch-fkvonr*d  nation, 
**  In  sweeping  so  rnvenoaf  a  race  from  Ihe  earth, 
•*  That    might    else    have  occaaion'd   a   general 

dearth  — 
"  And  thus  burying  *em,  deep  as  even  Joe  Haine 

would  sink  *em, 
**  With  the  Iclilhyosauruj  and  Paliporyadiaro, 

«  Tbe  f  (Milockol  term  ftrr  a  lltb»-i«l«f . 
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**  And  other  queer  ct-<2fnaiil  things,  under  ground — 
"  Not  forgetting  that  fossilised  youth  >,  so  renown'd, 
**  Who  liv'd  just  to  witness  the  Deluge — was  gra- 
tified 
**  Much  hy  the  sight,  and  has  since  been  found 
gtratified  !*" 

This  picturesque  touch — quite  in  Tomkins's  way — 
Caird  forth  from  the  tarantes  a  general  hurrah  ; 
While  inquiries  among  them  went  rapidly  round. 
As  to  where  this  young  stratified  man  could  be 

found. 
The  **  leam'd  Theban's**  discourse  next  as  li?elily 

flow*d  on. 
To  sketch  t'other  wonder,  the'  Ari*tocratodon  — 
An  animal,  differing  from  most  human  creatures 
Not  «omuch  in  speech, inward  structure,  or  features. 
As  in  having  a  certain  excrescence,  T.  said. 
Which  in  form  of  a  coronet  grew  from  its  head. 
And  devolv'd  to  its  heirs,  when  the  creature  was 

dead; 
Nor  mattered  it,  while  this  heir-loom  was  trans- 
mitted. 
How  unfit  were  the  heads,  so  the  coronet  fitted. 

He  then  mention'd  a  strange  zoological  fact. 
Whose  announcement  appear'd  much  applause  to 

attract. 
In  France,  said  the  learned  professor,  this  race 
Had  so  noxious  become,  in  some  centuries'  space, 
From  their  numbers  and  strength,  that  the  land 

was  o'emm  with  *em. 
Every  one's  question  being,  "  What's  to  be  done 

with  *em?" 
When,  lo !  certain  knowing  ones  —  savans,  mayhap. 
Who,  like  Buckland's  deep  followers,  understood 

trap,* 
Slily  hinted  that  nought  upon  earth  was  so  good 
For  ^rt«tocratodons,  when  rampant  and  rude, 
As  to  stop,  or  curtail,  their  allowance  of  food. 
This  expedient  was  tried,  and  a  proof  it  affords 
Of  the'  effect  that  short  commons  will  have  upon 

lords  ; 
For  this  whole  race  of  bipeds,  one  fine  summer's 

mom. 
Shed  their  coronets,  just  as  a  deer  sheds  his  bom, 
And  the  moment  these  gewgaws  fell  off,  they  became 
Quite  a  new  sort  of  creature — so  harmless  and  tame. 
That  zoologists  might,  for  the  first  time,  maintain  'em 
To  be  near  akin  to  the  genus  humanum. 
And  the*  experiment,  tried  so  successfully  then. 
Should  be  kept  in  remembrance,  when  wanted  again. 


>  The  man  found  by  Scheucbicr.  and  supposed  bj  him  to 
hare  wUness«d  tbe  Deluge  ("  homodiluvii  testis  ").  but  who 
turned  out,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  to  be  merely  a  great  liiard. 


SONGS  OF  THE  CHURCH. 
Nal. 

LEAVE  ME  ALONE. 

A  PaSTOBAI.  BALLAD. 

**  We  are  erer  gUmdiag  on  the  defendTC.  All  tlwt  w  ny 
to  tbem  Is,  •  teame  mt  mkme.*  Tbe  Ectabliabcd  Churcb  fa  p«t 
and  parcel  of  tbe  conrtltutkm  of  thia  coqntyy.  Tmi  ■!  ii  IiiimI 
to  conform  to  this  coaatHotkm.  We  ask  of  yoa  aochi^ 
more;— in M  Aftmr.**  — Letter  ia71r7¥JBa«S,  Not.  lOi. 

lOi. 

Come,  list  to  my  pastoral  tones. 

In  clover  my  shepherds  I  keep ; 
My  stalls  are  well  fumish'd  with  drones. 

Whose  preaching  invites  one  to  aleepw 
At  my  spirit  let  infidels  scoff^ 

So  they  leave  but  the  substamce  my  own  $ 
For,  in  sooth,  Fm  extremely  well  off. 

If  the  -^orld  will  but  let  me  alone. 

Dissenters  are  grumblers,  we  know  ; — 

Though  excellent  men,  in  their  way. 
They  never  like  things  to  be  ao. 

Let  things  be  however  they  may. 
But  dissenting's  a  trick  I  detest ; 

And,  besides,  His  an  axiom  well  known. 
The  creed  that's  best  paid  is  the  best. 

If  the  unpaid  would  let  it  alone. 

To  me,  I  own,  very  surprising 

Your  Newmans  and  Puseys  all  teem. 
Who  start  first  with  rationalizing. 

Then  jump  to  the  other  extreme. 
Far  better,  *twixt  nonsense  and  sense, 

A  nice  half-wBiy  concern,  like  our  own. 
Where  piety's  mix'd  up  with  pence. 

And  the  hitter  are  ne^er  left  alone. 

Of  all  our  tormentors,  the  Press  is 

The  one  that  most  tears  us  to  bits ; 
And,  now,  Mrs.  Woolfrey's  •*  excesses" 

Have  thrown  all  its  imps  into  fits. 
The  dev'ls  have  been  at  us,  for  weeks, 

And  there's  no  saying  when  they'll  have  done  ;— 
Oh  dear,  how  I  wish  Mr.  Breeks 

Had  left  Mrs.  Woolfrey  alone ! 

If  any  need  pray  for  the  dead, 

'Tis  those  to  whom  post-obits  fUl ; 
Since  wisely  hath  Solomon  said, 

'Tis  "  money  that  answereth  alL" 

*  Particularly  tbe  formation  called  TVtuuUiom  Tnp, 
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But  ours  be  the  patrons  who  live ; — 

For,  once  in  their  glebe  they  are  thrown, 

The  dead  have  no  living  to  give. 
And  therefore  we  leave  them  alone. 

Though  in  morals  we  may  not  excel. 

Such  perfection  is  rare  to  be  had  ; 
A  good  life  is,  of  course,  very-  well. 

But  good  living  is  also  —  not  bad. 
And  when,  to  feed  earth-worms,  I  go, 

I^t  this  epitaph  stare  fn>m  my  stone, 
**  Here  lies  the  Right  Rev.  so  and  so ; 

"  Pass,  stranger,  and — leave  him  alone." 


EPISTLE  FROM  HENRY  OF   EX— T— R 
TO  JOHN  OF   TUAM. 

Dear  John,  as  I  know,  like  our  brother  of  London, 
You've  8ij)j)'d  of  all  knowledge,  both  sacred  and 

mundane. 
No  doubt,  in  some  ancient  Joe  Miller,  you've  read 
What  Cato,  that  cunning  old  Roman,  once  said  — 
That  he  ne'er  saw  two  rev'rend  soothsayers  meet. 
Let  it  be  where  it  might,  in  the  shrine  or  the  street. 
Without  wondering  the  rogues,  'mid  their  solemn 

grimaces. 
Didn't  burst  out  a  laughing  in  each  other's  faces.  ^ 
What  Cato  then  meant,  though  'tis  so  long  ago, 
Even  we  in  the  present  times  pretty  well  know ; 
Having  soothsayers  also,  who — sooth  to  say,  John  — 
Are  no  better  in  some  points  than  those  of  days  gone. 
And  a  pair  of  whom,  meeting  (bet  ween  youandme). 
Might  laugh  in  their  sleeves,  too — all  lawn  though 

they  be. 
But  this,  by  the  way — my  intention  being  chiefly 
In  this,  my  first  letter,  to  hint  to  you  briefly. 
That,  seeing  how  fond  you  of  Tuum  -  must  be. 
While  Meum's  at  all  times  the  main  point  with  me. 
We  scarce  could  do  better  than  form  an  alliance. 
To  set  these  sad  Anti-Church  times  at  defiance: 
You,  John,  recollect,  being  still  to  embark. 
With  no  share  in  the  firm  but  your  title  '*  and  mark; 
Or  ev'n  should  you  feel  in  your  grandeur  inclin'd 
To  call  yourself  Pope,  why,  I  shouldn't  nmch  mind; 
While  my  church  as  usual  holds  fast  by  your  Tuum, 
And  every  one  else's,  to  make  it  all  Suum. 

Thus  allied,  I've  no  doubt  we  shall  nicely  agree. 
As  no  twins  can  be  liker,  in  most  points  than  we  ; 

<  MIrarf  te,  il  augur  aiigurcro  asplcleni  libi  tempnraret  a  riiu. 
*  So  rpclled  in  thote  ancient  veniclei  which  John,  we  un- 
derstand, frequenllj  chantt :  — 

"  IlAd  erery  one  Suum, 
You  would'nt  Imvc  Tuum, 


Both,  specimens  choice  of  that  miz'd  sort  of  beast, 
(See  Rev.  xiii.  1.)  a  political  priest; 
Both  mettlesome  chargeTs,  both  brisk  pamphleteers, 
Ripe  and  ready  for  all  that  sets  men  by  the  ears ; 
And  I,  at  least  one,  who  would  scorn  to  stick  longer 
By  any  giv'n  cause  than  I  found  it  the  stronger. 
And  who,  smooth  in  my  turnings  as  if  on  a  swivel, 
When  the  tone  ecclesiastic  wo'n't  do,  try  the  ciPiY. 

« 
In  short  (not  to  bore  you,  e\*njure  divmo) 
We've  the  same  cause  in  common,  John  —  all  but 

the  rhino ; 
And  that  vulgar  surplus,  whate'er  it  may  be, 
As  you're  not  us'd  to  cash,  John,  you'd  best  leave 

to  me. 
And  so,   without  form — as  the  postman  woVt 

tarr>'  — 
I'm,  dear  Jack  of  Tuam, 

Yoors, 

EXETEB  HaBBT. 


SONG  OF  OLD  PUCK. 

"  And  thofc  thingi  do  bosl  plcaio  me, 
That  berall  prepoatcrouKljr." 

Puck  Junior,  MUitummfr  Kigkt*t  Dream. 

Wno  wants  old  Puck?  for  here  am  I, 
A  mongrel  imp,  'twixt  earth  and  sky. 
Ready  alike  to  crawl  or  fly  ; 
Now  in  the  mud,  now  in  the  air 
I      And,  so  'tis  for  mischief,  reckless  where. 

As  to  my  knowledge,  there's  no  end  to't, 
For  where  I  haven't  it,  1  pretend  to't; 
And,  'stead  of  taking  a  leam'd  degree 
At  some  dull  university. 
Puck  found  it  handier  to  commence 
With  a  certain  chare  of  impudence. 
Which  passes  one  oflP  as  leam'd  and  clever. 
Beyond  all  other  degrees  whatever ; 
And  enables  a  man  of  lively  sconce 
To  be  Master  of  all  the  Arts  at  once. 
No  matter  what  the  science  may  be  — 
Ethics,  Physics,  Theology, 
Mathematics,  Hydrostatics, 
Aerostatics  or  Pneumatics  — 
Whatever  it  be,  1  take  my  luck, 
'Tis  all  the  same  to  ancient  Puck  ; 

Dut  I  vhciuld  hare  Metim, 
And  Ding  Tr  Drum. 
3  For  his  kerping  thi>  title  he  majr  quote  rlaMical  autho- 
rity, as  Horace  exprei»ly  tays,  "  Foterla  icrvare  T 
Dt  Art,  Poet.  t.  829.  —  CAromide. 


f/M 


UCXJETS  WCMULSu 


WftfAt  Ut«tf  «  IK/  f uU  ^  al;  wrii  tif  i 
f  f  f  Itti  Iftc  '^  Uue  »  iis>  fBdCr'nxiie, 

Mr  dtii;  M  ft  Jjjbjruflie  *!>  amk  kuw 

^'h0tu,  M  01^  Cxducbbaad*  fLttic  ito^  mote, 

Aj  j/oxxM  tL'^M  kcTMil  Tkntbum  modb. 
To  kto'/w  if' i»»»  JwuuKcrit  or  Hlirfi  ihach, 
Ai;«4  M<^A/  i;«AT4&  f/feM'<i  «jtlt  tL«'  cxK^^Aerrmf 

TMttr'k  iifAhluy:  ]:k^  it  io  aJl  uita^joitr. 

IJk-T  Hnufto  (my  [^riVas  car^y, 

**  I'lo  b«rr*,  1*01  d^*:»  I'm  tl^^ry  whert."'* 

If  «if)r  '^rur'»  «au3V:;d  W  uk«  th«  cluuT, 

V^m  Muy  %tih)*f^  any  «lMrr«, 

Ju*t  WA  around,  aod  —  Fuck  xf  tb«re ! 

Wlwrfi  %UuiithUrr\  au  >iaAd«  y*>ur  Wni  of  prcr 

U  iMrrw  krjO«fi  to  J^  out  */f  tht  way ; 

Atid  wU*:rt;rt:r  iiii**;hi^i  t/j  be  got, 

Thf:rti'%  I*uck  intit/inltr,  fm  tht  •p'iL 

Only  find  we  in  negu«  luid  appbuue. 

And  I'm  your  man  for  any  cauK';. 

If  tf^r/my  the  cauMf,  i\t*:  more  my  delight ; 

ISut  I  don't  obje*rt  U}  it,  ev'n  when  hyht, 

If  I  *^ly  can  vex  »<'ime  old  friend  by*t ; 

There**  U — rh— m,  for  instance  ;  —  Ut  worry  him 

FilU  up  my  cup  of  bli^n  U)  the  brim  ! 

(S<1TH  BV  THK  KDITOK.) 

Th'Mie  who  are  anxious  Ut  run  a  muck 
Can't  do  Urtrer  than  join  with  Puck, 
They'll  find  him  f^m  diable — spite  of  his  phiz  — 
And,  in  fEu;t,  his  great  ambition  is, 
While  playing  old  I'uck  in  first-rate  style, 
To  be  tititufjht  liobiu  Goodfellow  all  the  while. 


POLICK  REPORTS. 

CAHK  OK  IMPOHTURK. 

A  MONO  Other  Stray  flushincn,  disposed  of,  this  week, 
Was  a  youngster,  nain'd  8t — nl — y,  genteelly 
connected, 

I  Vcrbnlliii,  «•  laltl.    This  tribute  ii  onljr  eqiullcd  bj  that 

of  T«llt<jrrniiil  to  hli  mi*dlcal  frlfiid,  I)r :  "  II  Mconnoit 

•II  lout  \  rt  miinn  un  |mmi  en  in6Ue<-lno." 

■  Hong  In  '•  The  I'iMllork." 


Fw%At  t(x4  kxB.  howerer.  Eke  SmOs.  as  ks  wvtt^ 
And  tfaeietalems  <jJi prix'd  as  kaa  <fw^  x^aaexm.] 

Were  bad  for,  with  tMftrmtm  er'a  ^ub«  *'*^^'-^' 
Tban  has  oAen  dittaagnsL'd  thk  great  ^v^v^ 


Talk  of  wooden  one  now  and  thes  ices  adrmix'i. 

"  Black  swans" — **QneeB  Anne  ftztkings'' — 

or  er'n  •*a  child's  caai* — 

Much  and  jut]  j  as  all  tkcM  rare  obgeecs  mre  priz'd. 

"  Si— nl~j*s    takou*    ootdid    thes — svjoh., 

farthines,  and  all! 

At  length,  some  mistmst  of  this  eoin  got  ahnmd. : 
Eren  quondam  belieren  began  Hmdi  to  donbi 
of  it; 

Some  rang  it,  some  rabb*d  it,  suspecting  a  frand — 
And  the  hard  mbs  it  got  rather  took  the  shine 

oat  of  iL 

I 

Others,  wishing  to  break  the  poor  prodigj's  &11, 

Said  'twas  known  well  to  all  who  had  studied  . 

the  matter,  j 

That  the  Greeks  had  not  only  great  talents  bat  j 

small,*  i 

And  those  foimd  on  the  yoimgster  were  clearly  ' 

tlie  latUr. 

While  others,  who  viewed  the  grave  farce  with  a 
grin  — 
Seeing  coanterfeits  pass  thus  for  coinage  so 
massy, 
By  way  of  a  hint  to  the  dolts  taken  in. 
Appropriately  quoted  Budsos  de  Asse, 

In  short,  the  whole  sham  by  degrees  was  found  oot. 
And  this  coin,  which  they  chose  by  such  fine 
names  to  call, 

Prov*d  a  mere  Iacker*d  article — showy,  no  doabt. 
But,  yc  gods,  not  the  true  Attic  Talent  at  alL 

*  For  an  account  of  the  coin  called  Talents  by  tlieandenta, 
tee  BudKut  do  Asie,  and  the  other  writers  de  Re  NummariA. 

<  The  Talcntum  Magnum  and  the  Taientum  Attkum  ap- 
pear to  have  been  the  tame  coin. 


I 
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As  the'  impostor  was  still  young  enough  to  repent, 
And,  besides,  had  some  claims  to  a  grandee  con- 
nexion, 
Their  Worships — considerate  for  once — only  sent 
The  young  Thimblerig  off  to  the  House  of  Cor- 
rection. 


REFLECTIONS. 

ADDRESSED  TO  THE  AUTHOR  OF  THE  ARTICLE  OF 
THE  CHURCH,  IN  THE  LAST  NUMBER  OF  THE 

QUARTERLY  REVIEW. 

Fbi  quite  of  your  mind; — though  these  Pats  cry 
aloud 
That  they've  got  "  too  much  Church,"  'tis  all 
nonsense  and  stuff; 
For  Church  is  like  Love,  of  which  Figaro  yow'd 
That  even  too  much  of  it's  not  quite  enough.  ^ 

Ay,  dose  them  with  parsons,  'twill  cure  all  their 
Uls;— 
Copy  Morison's  mode  when  from  pill-box  un- 
daunted he 
Pours  through  the  patient  his  black-coated  pills. 
Nor  cares  what  their  quality,  so  there's  but 
quantity. 

I  verily  think,  *t would  be  worth  England's  while 
To  consider,  for  Paddy's  own  benefit,  whether 

'Twould  not  be  as  well  to  give  up  the  green  isle 
To  the  care,  wear  and  tear  of  the  Church  alto- 
gether. 

The  Irish  are  well  us'd  to  treatment  so  pleasant ; 
The  harlot  Church  gave  them  to  Henry  Planta- 
genet,« 
And  now,  if  King  William  would  make  them  a 
present 
To  'tother  chaste  lady — ye  Saints,  just  ima- 
gine it ! 

Chief  Sees.,   Lord- Lieutenants,   Commanders-in- 
chief, 
Might  then  all  be  cull'd  from  the'  episcopal 
benches ; 
While  colonels  in  black  would  afford  some  relief 
From  the  hue  that  reminds  one  of  the'  old  scarlet 
wench's. 


I  En  fait  d'amour,  trop  mfane  n'ett  pas  acsei.  —  Barhicrde 
SeviUe. 


Think  how  fierce  at  a  charge  (being  practis'd 
therein) 
The    Right    Reverend    Brigadier  Ph— 11— tts 
would  slash  on  I 
How   General    Bl — ^mf— d,   through  thick    and 
through  thin. 
To  the  end  of  the  chapter  (or  chapters)  would 
dash  on! 

For,  in  one  point  alone  do  the  amply  fed  race 
Of  bishops  to  beggars  similitude  bear  — 

That,  set  them  on  horseback,  in  full  steeple  chase. 
And  they'll  ride,  if  not  pull'd  up  in  time — you 
know  where. 

But,  bless  you,  in  Ireland,  that  matters  not  much. 

Where  affairs  have  for  centuries  gone  the  same 

way; 

And  a  good  staunch  Conservative's  system  is  such 

That  he'd  back  even  Beelzebub's  long-founded 

sway. 

I  am  therefore,  dear  Quarterly,  quite  of  your 
mind;  — 
Church,  Church,  in  all  shapes,  mto  Erin  let's 
pour; 
And  the  more  she  rejecteth  our  med'cinc  so  kind. 
The  more  let's  repeat  it  —  **  Black  dose,  as 
before." 

Let  Coercion,  that  peace-maker,  go  hand  in  hand 
With  demure-ey'd  Conversion,  fit  sister  and  bro- 
ther; 

And,  covering  with  prisons  and  churches  the  land. 
All  that  wo'n't  go  to  one,  we'll  put  into  the  other. 

For  the  sole,  leading  maxim  of  us  who're  indin'd 
To  rule  over  Ireland,  not  well,  but  religiously. 
Is  to  treat  her  like  ladies,  who've  just  been  con- 
fin'd, 
(Or  who  ought  to  be  so)  and  to  church  her  pro- 
digiously. 


NEW  GRAND  EXHIBITION  OF  MODELS 

or  TRK 

TWO  HOUSES  OF  PARLIAMENT. 

Come,  step  in,  gentlefolks,  here  ye  may  view 
An  exact  and  nat'ral  representation 

•  Grant  of  Ireland  to  Henry  II.  by  Pope  Adrian. 


MOORED  WCMUlSl 


Of  Ae  L«r<£i  aad  Osmsuxs  rl  tkis  here  aaa 

TVere  tfcey  «rt  —  ii:  cat  oa:  ia  €firk  — 

The  *•  CflftieeclTe  Wad^m  '  vciuirou  to  we ; 

3f  J  ejci !  vb<n  all  tkem  hmi*  are  at  vork. 
WIhc  a  vaae^j  v«if!i:j  eMuart  is  mmB,  be. 


As  lor  dM '^  vEtdMB.''  —  Dbxl  Bttj  eone  as«9e ;  ^j^^ 

TVx^  to  la J  trvdL  ve  wiaeilAes  iee  q^  ^^^ 

TAad  I  fiad  dhe  pikcnoaaeaoa  ao  aacoanoB  *«k)  g^ 
A  am  Tbo'i  H  P.  visk  a  iMsd  thaCt  M.  T. 


t 


Oar  Lorii  are  ridutr  too  laull.  'da  trve ; 

Hm  ihfr;  60  well  exyvo^  fc»r  CaboMi  fhelTea : 
Afid,  betidea,  —  via/'s  a  man  wizh  cre^tsrs  to  do 

That  make  fOfch  K€rry  naaH  figvra  tLeicselT<a? 

There — doo'i  XrAich  xhrjyt  lordi,  mr  prettT  dean — 

\       Cone  the  childreo !  —  this  omes  of  reformmg  ' 
a  oatioD: 
Tbote  meddling  joong  brats  have  to  duoag^d  mj 
i  peers, 

I  most  lajr  in  more  cork  for  a  nev  creation. 

I    Them  yoader's  oar  bifiho|>s  —  **  to  vbom  much  is 
given/' 
And  vbo*re  readj  to  take  as  moch  more  as  joa. 
please: 
The  seers  of  old  times  saw  visions  of  heaven. 
But  these  bolj  seers  see  nothing  bat  Sees. 

Like  old  Atlas  >  (the  chap,  in  Cbeapside,  there 

below,) 
Tis  for  so  mocb  per  cent  they  take  heaven  on 

their  shouMers ; 
And  joy  *tis  to  know  that  old  High  Chorch  and 

c:o., 

Thoagh  not  capital  priests,  are  snch   capital- 
holders.  I 

i 

There's  one  on  'em,  Ph — Up — ts,  who  now  is  away,  ' 
As  weVe  having  him  fiU'd  with    bumbostible 
stuff,  I 

Small  crackers  and  squibs,  for  a  great  gala-day,      ' 
When  wc  annually  fire  his  Right  Reverence  oflf. 

'T would  do  your  heart  good,  ma'am,  then  to  be  by, 
"When,  bursting  with  gunpowder,  *8tead  of  with  ' 
bile, 
C.'rack,  crack,  goes  the  bishop,  while  dowagers  cry, 
"  How  like  the  dear  man,  both  in  matter  and 
style!" 


»  On#»  of  tim  mott  interpiting  nod  curioui  of  all  the  exhl- 
Mtlons  of  thi>  day. 


Sa,«ep 


sack  as  BUT  JHdl  writ  s 
carka  or  OrCnMrBi  aie  — fc, 
re  mAit  Shavs  aai  Lefrojs  oC  ■« 

i%  gcaddblka»  &c  &c 


ASSOrXCEMEXT 


A   XEW   GRAXD  ACCELESATIOS   OOMFAKT 


THE  SrSED  OF  LITSBATraL 

LocD  comi^aints  being  aaadet  m  tkew  qoick-md- 

ing  times, 
Of  too  slack  a  siqiply,  bolk  of  proae  worka  and 

rfaymea, 
A  new  Company,  form*d  oa  the  kecp-nKmag  plan. 
First  propos'd  by  the  great  firm  of  Catch-*eBB-who- 

can. 
Beg  to  say  they've  now  ready,  in  fall  wind  and  speed. 
Some  fiut-going  amhors,  of  qoite  a  new  breed — 
Sach  as  not  he  who  rumM  bat  who  gaUopt  may 

read — 
And  who,  if  well  carried  and  fed,  they've  no  doobC, 
Will  beat  ev'n  Bentley's  swift  stud  oat  and  oat. 
It  is  true,  in  these  days,  sach  a  drag  is  renown. 
We've  ^  Immortals  **  as  rife  as  V.P^  about  town; 
And  not  a  Blue's  roat  bat  can  off-hand  snpply 
Some  invalid  bard  who's  insnr'd  **  not  to  die." 
Still,  let  England  but  once  try  €mr  anthora,  shell 

find 
How  fast  they'll  leave  er'n  these  Immortals  behind; 
And  how  trnly  the  toils  of  Alcides  were  light, 
Compar'd  with  hU  toil  who  can  read  all  they  write. 

In  fact,  there's  no  saying,  so  gainful  the  trade, 
How  fast  immortalities  now  may  be  made ; 
Since  Helicon  never  will  want  an  **  Uqdyinp  One," 
As  long  as  the  public  continoes  a  Buying  One; 


s  The  tign  of  the  Insurance  Ofllce  in  Chcaptids. 
*  Producing  a  baf  full  of  lord!  and  I 
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And  tlie  Company  hope  yet  to  witness  tlie  hour, 
WhcD,  "by  strongly  applying  the   nmre-niotiTe  ^ 

power, 
A  tliree-decker  novel,  'midst  oceans  of  pratse, 
May  'be  written,  launch'df  read^  and — forgot,  in 

three  days ! 

In  addition  to  all  this  stopendous  celerity, 

Which ^^ to  tbc  no  BTOall  relief  of  posterity ^ — 

Pays  off  at  flight  the  whole  debit  of  fame, 

Nor  li^ublt*fl  futurity  er'n  with  a  name 

(A  project  that  iro'n't  as  much  tickle  Tom  Tegg 

m  us. 
Since  'twill  rob  him  of  hm  second^priced  Pegasns) ; 
VTe^  th«  Company — still  more  to  shov  how  im- 
mense 
Is  the  power  o*er  the  mind  of  pounds,  sliUUDgs, 

and  pence  t 
And  that  not  even  PhcEbus  liimself,  in  our  day, 
Could  get  up  a  Iti^  without  6r6t  an  ouflaj- — 
Beg  to  add,  as  onr  literature  soon  may  eompare. 
In  its  quick  make  and  vent,  witb  our  Birmitighatn 

ware, 
And  it  do«aD*l  at  all  matter  in  either  of  these  liaeaf 
How  sham  m  the  article*  so  it  but  akines, — 
We  keep  authors  ready,  all  perch 'd,  pen  in  hand. 
To  write  off,  in  any  given  style,  at  command. 
No  matter  what  bard»  he  he  living  or  dead,- 
Ask  a  work  from  his  pen,  and  *tis  done  soon  as  said ; 
There  being,  on  tbe'  establishment,  six  Walter  Scotts, 
One  capital  Wordsworth,  and  Southeys  in  lots;  — 
Three  choice  Mrs.  Nortons,  all  singing  like  syrens* 
While  most  of  our  pallid  yoimg  clerks  ate  Lord 

Byrons. 
Then  we've  •  •  's  and  •  •  •s  (for  whom  there's  small 

call), 
And  ♦•••  and  •••«  (for  whom  no  caJl  at  all). 

In  short,  whosoe'er  the  last  "  Lion  "  may  be, 
WeVc  a  Bottom  who*ll  copy  his  roar  3  to  a  T, 
And  so  well,  that  not  one  of  the  buyers  whoVe 

got  'era 
Can  tell  which  is  lion^  and  which  only  Bottom. 

N.B.^The  company,  since  they  set  up  in  (his  line, 
Have  mov'd  their  concern,  and  are  now  at  the  sign 
Of  the  Muse*s  Velocipede^  Fleet  Street,  where  all 
Who  wish  well  to  llie  scheme  are  invited  to  call. 


I  '*  'Til  nioii«7  iDAfcn  the  mxre  to  go/' 
'*  W«  have  todglofft  Apirt,  Tor  our  potthuiriDUf  people, 
At  wc  find  that.  If  left  wttli  th«  IItc  ohm,  they  kffp  ill. 


SOME  ACCOUNT  OF  THE  LATE  DINNER 
TO  DAN. 

From  tongue  to  tongue  the  rumour  flew  ; 
All  ask'd,  aghast,  **  Is*t  true?  is*t  true?" 

But  none  knew  whether  'twas  fact  or  fable  : 
And  still  the  unholy  rnraour  ran^ 
From  Tory  woman  to  Tory  man^ 

Though  none  lo  come  at  the  truth  was  able  — 
Tiill,,  lo,  at  last,  the  fact  came  out. 
The  horrible  fact,  l^iyond  all  doubt. 

That  Dan  had  din'd  at  the  Viceroy's  table  j 
Had  llesb'd  his  Popish  knife  and  fork 
in  the  heart  of  the*  EstabUiih'd  mutton  and  pork  I 

Who  can  forget  the  deep  sensation 

That  news  produced  in  this  orthodox  nation? 

Deans,  rectors,  conttes,  aU  agreed. 

If  Dan  was  allow'd  at  the  Castle  to  feed* 

'Twas  clearly  ail  up  with  the  Protestant  creed  1 

There  had'nt,  indeed^  such  an  apparition 

Been  beard  of,  in  Dublin,  tiiuoe  that  day 
When,  during  the  first  grand  exhibition 

Of  Don  GioTanni,  that  naughty  play, 
There  appear'd,  as  if  rais'd  by  necroniancers^ 
An  extra  devil  among  the  dancers  I 
Yes^ — cVry  one  saw,  with  fearful  thrillt 
That  a  devil  too  much  had  joined  the  quadrille-,* 
And  sulphur  was  smelt,  and  the  lamps  let  full 
A  grim,  green  light  o'er  the  ghastly  ball, 
And  the  poor  Mfmm  devils  didn't  like  it  at  all ; 
For,  they  knew  from  whence  the'  intruder  htuj  come, 
Though  he  left,  that  night,  liU  tail  at  home. 

This  fact,  we  see,  is  a  parallel  case 

To  the  dinner  that,  some  weeks  since,  took  place. 

With  the  difference  slight  of  fiend  and^iDan, 

It  shows  what  a  nest  of  Popish  sinners 
That  city  raust  l>c,  where  the  devil  and  Dan 

May  thus  drop  in,  at  quadrilles  and  dinners  I 

But,  mark  the  end  of  these  foul  proceedings, 
These  demon  hops  ntid  Popish  feedings. 
Some  comfort  'twill  l>e — ^lo  tliose,  at  least. 

Who've  studied  this  awful  dinner  question  — 
To  know  that  Dan,  on  the  night  of  that  feast, 

Was  seix'd  with  a  dreadful  indigestion  -, 
That  envoys  were  sent,  post-haste,  to  his  priest, 
To  come  and  absolve  the  sufleriug  sinner, 
For  eating  bo  much  nt  a  heretic  dinner  \ 
And  some  good  people  were  even  afraid 
That  Peel's  old  confectioner      still  at  the  trade — 
Had  poiaon'd  the  Papist  with  tmtn^ade, 

'  "  Bottom  :  l*cl  mr  pkjr  the  lioa }   I  will  rota  you  ■• 

«  Hlctor;  of  the  Irbti  fllafe. 


L. 


'>•  2 


MOORFS  WORKS 


5EW  HOSPITAL  FOR  SICK  LITERATI 

WfTM  aL  tratilltr  ▼*  V^ 

To  isfcrBk  tLt  pt-'AJE,  tifls  Toa  T*^ — 

KjKfvn  for  iJi  ^y^z^j  wj^KzlxirjeA, 

W]b5elii,  all  ksiK  vwt^  Lf  ^piie  farpnKS^ 

Making  dead  aatdwn  SMrre  a^ain, 

Aj  dk«ffa  tber  fcill  vere  irring  bcb  ; — 

AH  tliii,  tfj%  maaai^'d,  la  a  trice, 

Bj  tboM  two  itazic  wcffdi,  -  Half  Price," 

WbSeh  brixxfn  ihn  charm  to  quick  abovt. 

That  wom-^yal  po*rU,  l«fi  withMit 

A  f^ooody^xrf  wL<5T*r>ii  to  ra£.d. 

Are  inade  to  go  at  s^rrood  hand;  — 

Twill  pleaAe  the  public,  w<&  repeat. 

To  learn  that  Teg?,  who  works  thit  feat, 

Aikd,  therefore,  kxKrwi  what  care  it  needs 

To  keep  alire  Fame's  inralids. 

Has  opcsd  an  Hospital,  in  town. 

For  cases  of  knock*d-ap  renown  — 

Falls,  fractures,  dangeroos  Epic^£> 

(Bj  some  call'd  Ca»/a«),  stabs  from  wits; 

And,  (i(  all  wounds  for  which  they're  norst. 

Dead  cuts  from  publishers,  the  worst ; — 

All  these,  and  other  such  fatalities, 

That  happen  to  frail  immortalities, 

hj  Tegg  are  so  expertl j  treated, 

TTiat  oft-times,  when  the  cure's  completed. 

The  patient's  made  robust  enough 

To  stand  a  few  more  rounds  of  puff ^ 

Till,  like  the  ghfMiU  of  Dante's  lay. 

He's  pufT'd  into  thin  air  away  ! 

As  titled  poets  (being  pbenomenons) 

Don't  like  to  mix  with  low  and  common  'uns, 

Tegg's  Hospital  has  separate  wards. 

Express  f6r  literary  lords, 

Where  //ro«c-pcer«,  of  immoderate  length. 

Arc  numVl,  when  they've  outgrown  their  strength. 

And  poets,  whom  their  friends  despair  of, 

Arc — put  to  bed  and  taken  care  of. 

Tegg  begs  to  contradict  a  story, 
Now  current  both  with  Whig  and  Tory, 
That  Doctor  W— rb— t— n,  M.  P., 
Well  known  for  his  antipathy, 
His  deadly  hate,  good  man,  to  all 
The  race  of  po<?t«,  great  and  small  — 
Ho  much,  that  he's  been  heard  to  own. 
He  would  most  willingly  cut  down 
The  holiest  groves  on  Pindus'  mount. 
To  turn  the  timber  to  account ! — 
The  story  actually  goes,  that  he 
Prescribes  ot  Tegg's  Inftrmory  ; 


Aiii«ft.MC«^i 
TW 

B«eikae.eB 

TotwoBck 

TUs 

Sotfraif  a 

Tkat  oaeof  AepoorhvisbaK  cried. 

While  t'ockcr,  tkM^  leas 

Is  on  kii  roai,  ^m  far^d,  tt>  hcmrcB ! 

hawe*cri 


OftUS4 

Tegg  Mens  to  sfir  ao  man  at  ] 
Intending  shortly  to  ptetie 
A  tfatnfm  cf  the  whole  alEur, 
With  fbn  accovBtSy  at  the  same  time. 
Of  soiDC  late  cases  (prose  and  rh  jnaeX 
Sobscrib'd  with  ererr  amhor's  nanae, 
Thaf  s  nov  on  the  Si^  Lirt  of  Fame. 


RELIGION  AND  TRADE. 


"  Sir  Bobnt  PMl  bdicicd  it  wi 
rcspcctlDc  religion  and  tnde  in  m 
—  Ckmrck  Ettnukm,  Mmj  tl.  ISM. 


toorigiiMtean 

or  CiM  IkMUC* 


Sat,  who  was  the  wag,  indecoroasl  j  witty. 
Who,  first  in  a  statote,  this  libel  oooTey'd ; 

And  thus  slily  referred  to  the  self-same  conunittee. 
As  matters  congenial.  Religion  and  Trade? 

Oh  surely,  my  Ph — ^llp — is,  'twas  thoa  didst  the 
deed;  f 

For  none  but  thyself,  or  some  pluralist  brother, 
Accustom'd  to  mix  up  the  craft  with  the  creed. 
Could  bring  such  a  pair  thus  to  twin  with  each 
other. 

And  yet,  when  one  thinks  of  times  present  and 
gone, 
One  is  forc'd  to  confess,  on  matnrer  reflection. 
That  'tisn't  in  the  eyes  of  conunittees  alone 
That  the  shrine  and  the  shop  seem  to  have  some 
connection. 

Not  to  mention  those  monarphs  of  Asia's  fidr  land. 
Whose  civil  list  all  is  in  "god-money"  paid; 

And  where  the  whole  people,  by  royal  conunand. 
Buy  their  gods  at  the  goyemment  mart,  ready 
made; — ^ 


>  The  Birmnns  may  not  boy  the  lacred  marble  In  mast,  bat 
must  purchase  agures  of  the  deity  already  made.  —  Stmis. 
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There  was  also  (fts  mentioned,  in  rhyme  and  in 
prose,  is) 
Gold  heap'd^  throQgboat  Egjpt, on  erery  shnuQ, 
To  make   rings  for   right    reyereud   crocodiles' 
Do&es  — 
Just  such  as,  my  Pk — lip — u,  woold  look  well 
in  thine. 

But  one  needn't  Hy  off,  in  this  erudite  mood; 

And  'ti&  clear,  without  gvilng  to  regions  so  simmy, 
That  priests  love  to  do  the  lra«t  imssible  good. 

For  the  largest  jwa«<  possible  quantum  of  money. 

^'  Of  him,**  saith  the  text,  ^'  onto  whom  much  is 
given, 
"  Of  bim  mmchj  in  turn,  will  be  also  required  :  ** — 
"  By   Hw-/'  quoth   the  sleek  and  obese  man  of 
heaven — 
^^  Give  as  much  as  you  will^ — more  will  still  b« 
desir'd," 

More  money  I  more  cburcbes  1 — oh  Kimrod,  badst 
thoti 
'Stead  of  TW^fr^extension,  some  shorter  way 
gone  — 
Hadst  thou  known  by  what  methods  we  mount  to 
heaven  notL*^ 
And  tried  C/i »rc A-cxtension,  the  feat  had  been 
done! 


MUSINGS. 

SCJaOC8TEt»  BT   TBK  LATK   FBOHOTION  OF 
MBS.   NETMEBCOAT. 

**  The  v^EdlQw  Nethercoat  It  ippolotiMd  gAolcr  orLoaghr»,  to 
Ui«  rootn  ot  hrr  deceued  huilmod/'  ^  Lnnfrict  CArom'cU. 

Wkethcb  as  queens  or  subjects,  in  these  days, 
Women  seem  formed  to  grace  alike  each  station ; — 

As  Captain  Flaherty  galbntly  says, 

**  Yoa,  ladies,  are  the  lords  of  the  creation  ! " 

Thos  o'er  my  mind  did  prescient  visions  Qoat 
Of  all  thttt  matchless  woman  yet  may  be ; 

When,  hark,,  in  rumours  less  aod  less  remote. 
Came  the  glad  news  o'er  Erin's  ambient  fea^ 

The  important  news- — that  Mrs.  Nethercoat 
Had  been  appointed  gaoler  of  Longhrea  ; 

Yes,  mark  il.  History — Nethereoal  is  dead, 

And  Mrs.  N.  now  rules  his  realm  instead ; 

Hers  the  high  task  to  wield  the'  uplockiiig  keys. 

To  rivet  rogues  and  reign  o'er  Rapparees  I 


Thus,  while  your  blustVens  of  the  Tory  school 
Find  Ireland's  sanest  sons  so  hard  to  rule. 
One  meek-ey*d  matron,  in  Whig  doctrines  nurst. 
Is  all  that's  ask'd  to  curb  the  maddest,  worst ! 

Show  me  the  man  that  dares,  with  hlusbless  brow. 

Prate  about  Erin's  rage  and  riot  now  ; — 

Now,  when  her  temperance  fonna  her  sole  excess i 

When  long-lov'd  whiskey,  fading  from  ber  sight, 
"  Small  by  degrees,  aod  beautifally  less," 

W^ill  soon,  like  other  jt/irWtv,  Tanish  quite  ; 
When  of  red  coats  the  number's  grown  so  small. 

That  soon,  to  cheer  the  warlike  parson's  eyes, 
No  glimpse  of  scarlet  will  be  seen  at  oil, 

Save  that  which  she  of  Babylon  supplies;  — 
Or,  at  the  most,  a  corporal's  guard  will  be. 

Of  Ireland's  red  defence  the  sole  remains  j 
W*hile  of  its  gaols  bright  woman  keeps  the  key, 

And  captive  Paddies  tangttish  in  ber  chains  1 

Long  may  such  lot  be  Erin's,  long  be  mine  I 

Ob  yes — ^if  ev'n  this  world,  though  bright  it  ehinei 

In  Wisdom's  eyes  a  prison-house  must  be, 
At  least  let  woman's  hand  our  fetters  twine. 
And  blithe  I'll  sing,  more  joyous  than  if  f^'ee. 
The  Nethercoats,  the  Nethercoats  for  me  1 


INTENDED  TRIBUTE 


AimiOB  OF    AN    AaTlCl^   IN   TBE  LAST  KCMBKfl 
OF   TH£   QtTABTSRLY    REVIEW, 

INTITLtl} 

"ROMAKISM  IS  ]R BLAND/' 

It  glads  us  much  to  be  able  to  say, 

That  a  meeting  is  fix'd,  for  some  early  day, 

Of  all  Bucb  dowagers — he  or  xht  — 

(No  matter  the  sex,  so  they  dowagers  be,) 

WhoE»e  opinions,  concerning  Church  and  State, 

From  about  the  time  of  the  Curfew  date — 

Staunch  sticklers  still  for  days  by-gone, 

Aod  admiring  them  for  iheir  rust  ulone  — 

To  whom  if  we  would  a  leader  give. 

Worthy  their  tastes  conservative, 

We  need  but  some  mummy -statesman  raise, 

W"ho  was  pickled  and  potted  in  Ptolemy's  days; 

For  lhul*B  tlie  man,  if  waked  from  his  shelf* 

To  conserve  and  swaddle  ihia  world,  Like  himsetC 

Such,  weVe  happy  to  state,  are  the  old  Ae-dames 
Who've  met  iu  committee,  and  given  their  i 


(In  good  hieroglyphics),  with  kind  int^til 

To  pay  some  handsome  compliment 

To  their  sister-authorp  the  Dame  less  he» 

Wlm  wrote,  lu  the  lust  new  Quarterfy^ 

That  charming  assault  upon  Popery  ; 

An  article  justly  prijsed  by  ihem, 

A»  a  perfect  antediluvian  gem^ — 

The  work,  as  Sir  Sampsoo  Legend  would  say. 

Of  some  •*  fellow  the  Flood  conldn't  wash  away."  i 

The  fund  bving  rais*d,  there  remained  hut  to  sec 
What  the  dowager-author*s  gift  was  to  be. 
And  here*  I  must  day,  the  Sisters  Blue 
Showed  dtflicate  tiiste  and  judgment  loo. 
For,  finding  the  poor  man  sniTering  greatly 
From  the  awful  wruifhe  lias  thrown  up  lately  — 
So  much  so,  indeed,  to  the  altirnj  of  oil, 
As  to  bring  on  a  fit  of  what  doctors  call 
The  Antipapistico-monoraauia 
(I'm  Horry  with  such  a  long  word  to  detain  ye), 
They've  acted  the  part  of  a  kind  physician. 
By  suiting  their  gift  to  the  patient's  condition  ; 
And,  as  .won  as  'tis  ready  for  presentation, 
We  shall  publish  the  facts,  for  the  gratifieation 
Of  this  highly-favour'd  and  Protestant  nation. 

Meanwhile,  to  the  great  alarm  of  his  Deigbboura, 
He  still  continues  his  QuurU'rlif  labours  j 
And  ofteQ  has  strong  No-Pojiery  flta, 
Which  frighten  his  old  nurse  out  of  her  wit*. 
Sometimes  he  screams,  like  Scrub  in  the  phiy,^ 
**  Thieves  I  Jesuits  t  Popery  I  '*  night  and  day  ; 
Takes  the  Printer's  Devil  for  Doctor  Dens,* 
And  shies  at  him  heaps  of  High-church  pens  *,^ 
Which  the  Devil  (himself  a  touchy  Dissenter) 
Feels  all  in  his  hide,  like  arrows^  enter. 
'Stead  of  swallowing  wholesome  rtuff  from  the 

druggist's. 
He  will  keep  raving  of  **  Irish  Thuggists ;  "* 
Tells  us  they  all  go  mnrd'ring,  for  fan» 
From,  rise  of  morn  till  set  at  sun, 
Pop,  pop,  as  fast  as  a  minute-gun!*^ 
If  ask\l,  how  comes  it  the  gown  imd  cassock  are 
Safe  and  fat,  'mid  this  general  massacre  — 
How  baps  it  that  Pat*s  own  population 
But  swarms  the  more  for  this  trucidation  — 


<  Sc«  Confrrer«'i  Loto  for  L«f •. 

^  Btaux  Slratagein, 

'  The  writer  of  the  Aftlcli]  hai  groped  abottt,  with  much 
iucce««.  Id  whAt  he  cdli  "xhc  djtrk  reeeiMi  of  Dr.  t)en»'i 
Aiu^niiM\ovi*y  —^  Quarterly  ftrtfftp, 

*  "  Prjiy,  tni7  wc  uk,  hai  there  been  ftnjr  rrtieLlloufiiiOYe- 
ment  or  Fcripvry  In  Irt^Land.  >lncc  ihe  planting  of  the  Ultter 
colon tei.  EnwhEcd  •omi-ihtng  odhokiml  wai  not vlilbte among 
tlie  Frcibytertani  at  the  North  '*"  —  Ibi4, 


He  fefen  yon,  for  all  such  meiuoraiida. 
To  the  ^*  archives  of  (he  Propaynnda  f "  7 

This  is  all  we've  got,  for  the  present,  to  say — 
But  shall  take  up  the  subject  some  future  day. 


GRAND  DINNER  OF  TYPE  AND  CO, 

A    POOR    poet's    DBEAM.^ 

A»  I  sate  in  my  study»  lotie  and  stilly 
Thinking  of  Sergeant  Talfourd's  Bill^ 
And  the  speech  by  Lawyer  Sugden  madet 
In  spirit  congenial,  for  "  the  Trade," 
Sudden  I  sunk  to  sleep,  and*  lo, 

Upon  Fancy's  reinless  oight-niare  fitting, 
I  found  myself,,  in  a  second  or  so^ 
At  the  table  of  ilcssrs.  Type  and  Co. 

With  a  goodly  group  of  diners  sitting  ;^ — 
All  in  the  printing  and  publishing  line, 
Drest,  I  thought,  extremely  fine, 
And  sipping,  like  lords,  their  rosy  wine  j 
While  I,  in  a  state  near  inanition, 

With  coat  that  hado't  much  nap  to  spare 
(Having  just  gone  into  its  second  edition), 

Was  the  cmly  wretch  of  an  author  there. 
But  think,  how  great  was  mj  surprise, 
When  I  saw^  in  casting  rouod  my  eyes, 
That  the  dishes,  sent  up  by  Type*s  she-cooks, 
Eore  all,  in  appearance,  the  shape  of  books ; 
Large  folios  —  God  knows  where  lliey  got  *em, 
In  these  smail  times -^ at  top  and  bottom ; 
And  quartos  (such  us  the  Press  provides 
For  no  one  to  read  them)  down  the  sidea. 
Then  flashed  a  horrible  thought  on  my  hndo, 
And  I  said  to  myself, ''  'Tis  all  too  plain  *, 
"  Like  those,  well  known  in  school  quotatioat, 
**  Who  ate  np  for  dinner  their  owe  relations, 
**  I  see  now,  before  me,  smoking  here, 
**  The  bodies  and  bones  of  my  brclhrea  dear;  — 
"  Bright  sons  of  the  lyric  and  epic  Muse, 
**  All  cut  up  in  cutlets,  or  haah*d  in  stcwi; 


*  "  Lord  I^rton,  for  inftaoce,  who.  Tor  clearing  hit  etftat* 
of  a  vtlLage  of  Irlth  TtuigKl^i*."  ^c.  &c_(2iMr/rr/y  itrvimr. 

*  '*  Obw»rve  h&w  murder  after  murdei'  Is  cootmtttifd  like 
mlnutf*'^iii."—  fbid. 

7  "  Brliifht  not  the  arch  ltd  of  the  PrnpacUHla  poeilblf 
lupply  the  kef  ?  ** 

"  Written  during  the  late  a^ltatfon  of  the  qUMttonof  Ccvpf- 
rlght. 
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^  Their  worht  a  ^igbt  through  agea  Co  go» 
Themselves^  eaten  up  hy  Type  and  Co.  1 " 

While  thus  I  moralized,  on  they  went. 
Finding  the  fare  moat  excellent ; 
And  all  so  kindly,  brother  ti>  brother. 
Helping  the  tidbits  to  each  other ; 
"  A  slice  of  Sou  they  k^t  me  stfnd  you"  — 
"This  cut  of  Campbell  I  recommend  you"  — 
**  And  here,  mj  friends,  is  a  treat  indeeil, 
**  The  immortal  Wordsworth  fVica«see'd !  " 

Thus  hnvingj  the  corrnoranU,  fed  some  time. 
Upon  joiuta  of  poetry  —  all  of  the  prime  — 
With  also  (a«  Type  in  a  whisper  averred  it) 
*'  Cold  prose  on  the  sideboard,  for  such  as  pre- 

ferr'd  it"  — 
They  rested  awhile,  to  recruit  their  force, 
Then  pounc'd,  like  kites,  on  the  second  course. 
Which  was  singing-birds   merely  —  Moore  md 

others  ^* 
Who  all  went  the  way  of  their  larger  brotbert ; 
Aud,  numerous  now  though  such  songsters  be, 
Twas  really  quite  distressing  to  see 
A  whole  diahfid  of  Toms — Moore,  Dibdinn,  Bayly, — 
Bolted  by  Type  and  Co.  eo  gailj  I 

Nor  was  this  the  worst  —  I  shudder  to  think 
What  a  scene  was  diselos'd  when  they  came  to  drink. 
The  warriors  of  Odin,  as  every  one  knows. 
Used  to  drink  out  of  skulls  of  slaughtered  foes: 
And  Type's  old  port^  to  my  horror  I  found, 
Was  in  skulb  of  bards  sent  merrily  round. 
And  still  as  each  well-fiird  cranium  came, 
A  health  was  pledged  to  its  owner's  name  i 
While  Type  said  slily,  "midst  general  laughter, 
**  We  eat  them  up  first,  then  drink  to  them  after." 

There  was  no  standing  this  *—  incens'd  I  broke 
From  my  bonds  of  sleep,  and  indignant  woke. 
Exclaiming,  **  Oh  shades  of  other  times, 
*'  Whose  voices  still  sound,  like  deathless  chimes^ 
*"  Could  you  e'er  have  foretold  a  day  would  b<*, 
"  When  a  dreamer  of  dreams  should  live  to  see 
**  A  party  of  sleek  and  honest  John  Bulls 
*'  Hohnobbiag  each  other  in  ports'  skulls!" 


■  '*  Tor  i  certain  mtn  nani«d  Demetrlui,  »  illrvrtmithk 
wItkK  iii*<i«  ihrlne*  for  DIhiiji^  broiiKht  notrriAM  i^aln  unto  th« 
imftimfn «  wMa-m  bi^  called  tuf ether  with  tbo  iiror!lun«a  of 
like  orciipjitlon,  wnd  BAldi»  S\n^  /<  know  that  hf  thti  er«JI  ii« 
hAve  crur  w«alth."  ~  AcU,  xix. 


CHURCH  EXTENSION. 


TO   TUB    aOlTOa    OP    THE    HOAKIKO    CHROHtCLl. 

Sir,  »  A  weU-knowa  cIauIcaI  trftveUer,  while  emplc^red  In 
eiplcxring,  iom*  Llni«  iItic«,  the  luppoied  tlte  of  the  Templv 
ofDl&iu  of  Ephesuf,  wu  lo  fortUQAf e,  In  the  coume  or  hii 
re«Mrcliet«  u  to  light  upon  m.  very  AQcWnt  bark  msaiuctipt, 
whlcli  h«i  turned  out.  on  eXAinijiAtian,  to  be  part  of  im  old 
GpltetLB.li  jH*wtpAper  :  ^^  ft  newipaper  pubLLihed,  a«  yoit  will 
tce^  U3  faf  b*clt  «i  the  time  when  Dt-metrim,  the  great  Shrfne- 
Extender  ',  fiourlf  hetL  1  arn,  Sir.  jouri,  Sec. 

EPHBSIAV  QAZKTTE, 

SteoMdiHition. 
Impobtakt  eTeut  for  the  rich  and  religioiii  I 
Great  Meeting  of  Silversmiths  held  io  Queen 
Square  j  — 
Church  Extension,  their  object,  —  the*  excitement 
prodigious  i  — 
Demetritta,  head  man  of  the  craft,  lakea  the  chair ! 

Third  fdithn. 

The  Chairman  still  op,  when  our  dev'l  come  away  ; 

Having  pref^*d  his  speech  with  the  usaol  state 

prayer,  [day, 

That  the  Thrce-headed  Dian^  would  kindly,  this 

Take  the  Silvcrsmitha*  Company  under  her  care. 

Being  ask'd  by  some  low,  nneslablish^d  divines, 
**  When  your  churches  are  up,  where  are  flocks 
to  be  got  ?  *' 
He  manMly  answered,  "  Let  us  build  the  shrines, J 
"  And  we  car©  not  if  flocks  are  found  tor  them 
or  not** 

He  then  added  —  to  show  that  the  Silversmiths' 

Guild 

Were  above  all  coDfin''d  and  intolerant  views  — 

"Only pay  througib  the  nose  to  the  altars  we  build« 

•"  Yoy  may  pray  through  the  nose  to  what  altars 

joa  chooie.'* 

This  tolenmce,  rare  from  a  sbrinc-dealer*s  lip, 
(Though  a  tolerance  mix*d  with  due  taste  for 
the  till)  — 
So  niiich  chann'd  all  the  holders  of  scrtptaral  scrip. 
That  their  shouts  of  "  Hear  I"  "  Hear  1*'  are  re- 
echoing stilK 

FttuftM  fdiittm. 

Great  stir  in  the  Shrtne  Market  1  altars  to  Pboehus 
Are  going  dog-cheap — may  be  had  for  a  rebus. 

Old  Dia&*B,  as  usual,  ouLsell  all  the  rest  i  — 
But  Venus*s  also  are  much  in  rei^aest 

*  Trt«  VirgInU  ora  Dl&n*. 

'  The  "  »hrine« "'  are  tiijipoMd  Io  tlSVi  l»ecn  fni»1l  churcbet, 
or  chmpmlM,  Adjokoing  tu  the  grmt  tmnplei ;  —  "  ftdlculv,  In 
<|u11kli  ttatitK  reponctmntur.'*— >  BtAiM. 
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LATEST  ACCOUNTS  FROM  OLYMPUS. 

Af  news  from  Olympos  has  grown  rather  rare. 
Since  bards,  in  their  cmises,  have  ceased  to  touch 

there. 
We  extract  for  oar  readers  the*  intelligence  given. 
In  our  latest  accounts  from  that  ci-devant  heaTcn — 
That  realm  of  the  By-gones,  where  still  sit,  in  state. 
Old  god-heads  and  nod-heads,  now  long  out  of  date. 

Jove  himself,  it  appears,  since  hislove-dajsareo^er. 
Seems  to  find  immortality  rather  a  bore  ; 
Though  he  still  asks  for  news  of  earth*s  capers  and 

crimes. 
And  reads  daily  his  old  fellow-Thunderer,  the 

Times.  [j)eck'd  are. 

He  and  Vulcan,  it  seems,  by  their  wives  still  hen- 
And  kept  on  a  stinted  allowance  of  nectar. 

Old  Phoebus,  poor  lad,  has  given  up  inspiration, 
And  pack'd  off  to  earth  on  a  />u^-speculation. 
The  fact  is,  he  found  his  old  shrines  had  grown  dim. 
Since  bards  look*d  to  Bentley  and  Colbum,  not  him. 
So,  he  sold  off  his  stud  of  ambrosia-fed  nags. 
Came  incog,  down  to  earth,  and  now  writes  for  the 

Mags ; 
Taking  care  that  his  work  not  a  gleam  hath  to 

linger  in't,  [finger  in*t. 

From  which  men  could  guess  that  the  god  had  a 

There  are  other  small  facts,  well  deserving  attention, 
Of  which  our  Olympic  despatches  make  mention. 
Poor  Bacchus  is  still  very  ill,  they  allege. 
Having  never  recover'd  the  Temperance  Pledge. 
"  What,  the  Irish  I"  he  cried—"  those  I  look'd  to 

the  most ! 
"  If  they  give  up  the  gpirit^  I  give  up  the  ghost:** 
While  Momus,  who  us'd  of  the  gods  to  make  fun, 
Is  tum'd  Socialist  now,  and  declares  there  are  none  I 

But  these  changes,  though  curious,  are  all  a  mere 

farce, 
Compar'd  to  the  new  "  casus  belli "  of  Mars, 
Who,  for  years,  has  been  suffering  the  horrors  of 

quiet, 
Uncheer'd  by  one  glimmer  of  bloodshed  or  riot  I 
In  vain  from  the  clouds  his  belligerent  brow 
Did  he  pop  forth,  in  hopes  that  somewhere  or 

somehow. 
Like  Pat  at  a  fair,  he  might  "coax  up  a  row: " 
But  the  joke  wouldn't  take — the  whole  world  had 

got  wiser ; 
Men  lik'd  not  to  take  a  Great  Gun  for  adviser; 
And,  still  less,  to  march  in  fine  clothes  to  be  shot, 
"Without  very  well  knowing  for  whom  or  for  what 


The  FiCDeh,  vho  oi  Oaagbur  hud  bad  tbor  fUl 

swing; 
Were  content  with  a  shot,  now  and  then,  at  thdr 

King; 
While,  in  England,  goodfighting's  a  pMtime  aohard 

to  gain. 
Nobody's  left  to  fight  aritt,  hot  Lord  C— id— g—n. 

'Tis  needless  to  say,  then,  how  monstrooal  j  happy 
Old  Mars  has  been  made  by  what's  now  on  the  iapU; 
How  much  it  delights  him  to  see  the  French  ndly. 
In  Liberty's  name,  around  Mehemet  All  ; 
Well  knowing  that  Satan  himself  could  not  find 
A  confection  of  mischief  moch  more  to  his  nund 
Than  the  old  Bonnet  Rooge  and  the  Baahav  oom- 

bin'd. 
Right  well,  too,  he  knows,  that  there  ne'er  were 

attackers. 
Whatever  their  canse,  that  they  didn't  find  backers ; 
While  any  slight  care  for  Hnmanity's  woes 
May  be  sooth'd  by  that "  Art  Diplcnnatiqne,**  which 

shows 
How  to  come,  in  the  moct  appror'd  method,  to  Uowt. 

This  is  all,  for  to-day — whether  Mars  is  mnch  vext 
At  his  friend  Thiers's  exit,  well  know  by  our  next. 


THE  TRIUMPHS  OF  FARCE. 

Our  earth,  as  it  rolls  through  the  regions  of  space. 
Wears  always  two  faces,  the  dark  and  the  sonny ; 

And  poor  human  life  runs  the  same  sort  of  race. 
Being  sad,  on  one  side— on  the  other  side,  funny. 

Thus  oft  we,  at  eve,  to  the  Haymarket  hie. 
To  weep  o'er  the  woes  of  Macready ; — ^bnt  scarce 

Hath  the  tear-drop  of  Tragedy  pass'd  from  the  eye. 
When,  lo,  we're  all  laughing  in  fits  at  the  Faroe. 

And  still  let  us  laugh — preach  the  world  as  it  may — 
Where  the  cream  of  the  joke  is,  the  swarm  will 
soon  follow ; 

Heroics  are  very  grand  things,  in  their  way. 
But  the  laugh  at  the  long  run  will  carry  it  hollow. 

For  instance,  what  sermon  on  human  affiiirs 
Could  equal  the  scene  that  took  place  t'other  day 

'Twixt  Romeo  and  Louis  Philippe,  on  the  stairs— > 
The  Sublime  and  Ridiculous  meeting  half-way ! 

Yes,  Jocus  I  gay  god,  whom  the  Gentiles  supplied. 
And  whose  worship  not  ev'n  among  Christians 
declines. 
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Inour  senate  thou*ct  Unguuih'd  sinee  Sh«rid&&  djed^ 
But  Sydney  still  keeps  thee  ali%^e  in  our  iilirines. 

UnTe  Sydney !  thrice  honoured  the  stall  where  he  siu* 
And  be  hk  every  honoar  he  deign eth  lo  climb  utl 

Had  England  a  liionirchy  fonn'd  nil  of  wit5. 
Who  but  Sydney  would  England  pr<x;lain]  as  its 
primale  ? 

And  long  may  be  Sotinsb,  frank,  merry,  acdbmre — 

A  Horaee  to  hear,  and  a  Paschal  to  read  ; ' 
While   he  lattghM,  all  is  safe,  but,  when  Sydney 

grcws  grave^ 
We  shall  then  think  the  Chorch  Is  in  danger  imiied, 

Mfjm while,  it  mncli  glads  us  to  find  he's  preparing 
To  (each  othtr  bishops  to  **seek  the  right  way  i*'^ 

And  moans  shortly  to  treat  the  whole  bench  to  an 
airing. 
Just  sticb  as  be  gave  to  Charles  James  t*otber  day. 

For  our  partj*,  though  gravity's  good  for  the  soul. 
Such  a  fancy  have  we  for  the  side  that  tht^re's  fun  on, 

We'dratber  with  Sydot-y  south-west  tiike  a  **  stroll  j'" 
Than  coach  it  north-east  wjth  his  Lordship  of 
Lunnuu. 


THOUGHTS  ON  PATRONS.  PUFFS,  AND 
OTHER    MATTERS. 

IN   AN  KFtBTLE  FROM  T.  SL    TO  a  II. 

^VllAT,  f/iriif,  my  friend  !  a  man  of  rhymes, 
And,  belter  still,  a  man  of  guineas, 

To  talk  of  '*  patrons/*  in  these  times, 

When  nutlmrs  thrive,  like  spiouing  jennies. 

Ami  Arkwriglit^s  twkt  and  Bulwfr*s  page 

Alike  may  laugh  at  p&tronagel 

No*  no — those  timet  are  passed  away, 

When,  doom'd  in  upper  floors  to  star  lt» 
The  bard  inscrib'd  to  lords  his  lay, — 

Himself,  the  while,  my  L<>rd  .Mniintgnmt. 
No  more  he  begs,  with  air  dep«tnd«.'nl, 
His  •* little  hark  may  sail  attendant" 

IT  Tiller  »r>riie  lordly  gklp|K'r"s  steerage; 
Ihit  limnch'd  triumphant  in  the  Row, 
Or  ta*en  by  ^lurray's  self  id  tow, 

Outs  b()th  Star  Chamber  aud  Ihe  peerage. 

Patrons,  indeed  !  when  scarce  a  sail 
\»  whisked  fk>om  England  by  the  gale, 

)  Somr  pArti  or  thn  FnwfnriaifM  mAy  be  tahl  to  ht  of  ttiv 
htflieft  ftnier  ntji-mj  ttftprtt  or,  ■(lulbi. 
*  "  TtUt  It  roll  tn  the  iiictro|>oUt  U  e&trenicly  well  mn. 


^ 


But  bears  od  board  some  authors,  shipped 
For  foreign  shores,  all  well-t-iiuipp'd 
With  propiT  book-making  machitiery, 
To  ekoich  the  moruls,  manners,  scenery, 
Of  all  such  lands  as  they  sbail  see, 
Or  not  8et%  as  the  case  may  be  r^ 
It  being  etijoin'd  on  all  who  go 
To  study  first  Miss  M* ••'••••, 
And  learn  from  her  tlie  mi'thod  true. 
To  */y  one*s  books  —  and  readers,  Uh.% 
For  so  this  nymph  of  houm  and  nerve 
Teaches  mankitid  **  How  to  Observe  ;" 
And,  lest  mankind  at  alt  mhould  swerve. 
Teaches  them  also  "  What  to  Observe." 

No,  no,  my  friend  — it  can't  be  blink'd — 
The  Patron  is  a  race  entinct ; 
As  dead  as  any  Mcgatberion 
That  ever  Buckbuid  bailt  a  theory  on. 
Instead  of  bartering,  in  this  age, 
Our  praise  for  pence  and  patronage, 
We  authors,  now,  more  proBperous  elves. 
Hove  learned  to  patronise  ourselires  ; 
And  since  all -potent  Puffing's  made 
The  life  of  song,  the  soul  of  trade, 
Jlore  frugal  of  our  praises  grown. 
We  puff  no  merits  hut  otjr  own. 

Unlike^  those  feeble  gales  of  praise 

W*hich  critics  blew  in  former  dnys, 

Our  modem  puffs  are  of  a  kind 

That  truly,  really  raitte  the  itindi 

And  since  iheyWe  fairly  set  in  blowing. 

We  fiud  them  the  best  trade-'^mds  going. 

'Stead  of  frequenting  paths  so  slippy 

As  her  old  haunts  near  Aganippe*, 

The  Muse,  now,  taking  to  the  till. 

Has  opin'd  &h(  p  on  Ludgnte  Hill 

(Far  handier  tbufi  the  Hill  of  Pindus. 

Ae  seen  from  bard'*  boLk  attic  w  iiidows) ; 

And  swallowing  there  without  cessation 

Large  draughts  {at  tight}  of  inspiration. 

Touches  the  rwtes  for  each  new  theme. 

While  stili  fresh  •*  change  comes  o'er  her  dream." 

What  Steam  is  on  the  deep  —  and  more  — 
Is  tlie  vast  power  of  Puff  on  shore  ; 
Which  jumps  to  glory  s  future  tenses 
Before  the  preSi-nt  even  commences  j 
Aud  makes  "immortal"  and  "diTioc"  of  na 
Before  the  world  has  read  one  line  of  tia. 

In  old  times,  when  the  God  of  Song 

Drove  bis  own  two-horse  team  along, 

trltMl  R»f  your  I>ont*hip'i  ifK^wH  ;  hut  iuiiiiow,  my  (1«r  T^ml, 
tliit  imtuml  of  fotiiK  K'  Anil  N.  E,  you  hiudiumni  aImmii,'*  J|«. 
AcSTDinrt  Smith'*  l^tt  Utttr  ta  IMt  Bhkop  «/  L^mdom. 
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drrriiig  made  a  bard  or  tvo, 
Book'd  for  poiteritT  '^ all  t]iroag!i ;'' — 
Their  lu^j^age,  a  fcrv  ctoe-paek'd  rfariDes, 
(Like  joan.  mj  friend.)  for  aAer-diDes— > 
So  flov  the  pall  to  Fame*f  abode, 
Tbat  IkAkM  oft  flepc  apoo  the  n»cl : — 
Aad  Homer  f  telU  lonketimea,  tber  sar. 
Took  to  his  nightfap  on  the  vav.i 

Te  Gods!  hov  different  is  the  ttory 
With  oar  nev  galloping  ions  of  gkirr, 
VTha,  •coming  all  soeh  slack  and  slov  time. 
Dash  to  posterity  in  mo  time ! 
Raise  bat  one  general  blast  of  Paff 
To  start  roar  author — that's  enough. 
In  Tain  the  critics,  set  to  vatcb  him, 
Trr  at  the  starting  post  to  calcL  him  : 
Hc*s  off — the  puffers  carry  it  hoiiow  — 
The  critics,  if  they  please,  may  fc^lov. 
Ere  tketf'TH  laid  down  their  first  positions. 
He's  fiurly  blovn  through  six  editions ! 
In  rain  doth  Edinburgh  dispense 
Her  blue  and  yellow  pestilence 
(That  plague  so  awful  in  my  time 
To  yoang  and  touchy  sons  of  liiyme) — 
The  Quarterly,  at  three  months*  date. 
To  catch  the*  Unread  One,  comes  too  late  ; 
And  nonsense,  littered  in  a  hurry. 
Becomes  ^  immortaL*  spite  of  Murray. 

But,  bless  me  ! — while  I  thus  keep  fooling, 
I  hear  a  Toice  cry,  **  Dinner's  cooling." 
That  postman,  too,  (who,  truth  to  tell, 
*3Iong  men  of  letters  bears  the  bell,) 
Keeps  ringing,  ringing,  so  infernally 
That  I  miwf  stop— 

Tours  sempitemally. 


THOUGHTS  ON  MISCHIEF. 

BY  LORD  ST— KL— Y. 

(his  fibst  jlttempt  in  verse.) 

"  Evil,  be  thou  mj  good.**  Miltom. 

How  Tarious  are  the  inspirations 
Of  different  men,  in  different  nations ! 
As  genius  prompts  to  good  or  evil. 
Some  call  the  Muse,  some  raise  the  devil. 

>  Quandoque  bonus  dormitat  Homenu.  —  Hokat. 


Oldi 

Kep(apct4 

To  go  aboot  with  him  in 

And  sometimes  give  his  wita  a  jo^ 

So  L — ad — stf  in  oar  day,  we  know. 

Keeps  fredi  rdays  cf  imps  below. 

To  ferwaid,  from  that  nameleas  ^ot. 

His  inspirations,  hoc  and  hoc 


Bat,  neat  as  are  old  L    ad — sc's  < 

Beyond  even  Hecate's  "hcn-hroth**  btvwii^s- 

Hnd  I,  Lord  Stanley,  hot  my  win, 

Fd  show  yon  misrhiff  prettier  still  ; 

Mischief,  combining  boyhoodTs  tricks 

With  age*s  soorest  politics ; 

The  mchin^s  fireaks,  the  veteran's  gall. 

Both  duly  mix*d,  and  matfhleas  all ; 

A  compound  nought  in  history  readies 

But  Machiavd,  when  firtt  in  breeches  ! 

Yes,  Mischiel^  Goddess  mnhiibrm. 

Whenever  thoo,  wiich-Uke,  rid'st  the  stona. 

Let  Stanley  ride  cockhorw  behind  thee — 

No  livelier  lackey  coold  they  find  thee. 

And,  (Sodden,  as  Pm  well  aware. 

So  mischicTs  domt,  yoo  care  not  irAere, 

I  own,  *twill  most  aijr  &ncy  tickle 

In  Paddyland  to  play  the  Pickle  ; 

Having  got  credit  for  inventing 

A  new,  brisk  method  of  tormenting — 

A  way,  they  call  the  Stanley  fiuhion. 

Which  puts  all  Ireland  in  a  passion  ; 

So  neat  it  hits  the  mixture  due 

Of  injury  and  insult  too ; 

So  legibly  it  bears  upon't 

The  stamp  of  Stanley's  braaen  front 


Ireland,  we*re  told,  means  land  of  Ire; 
And  fchjf  she*s  so,  none  need  inquire. 
Who  sees  her  millions,  martial,  manly. 
Spat  upon  thus  by  me.  Lord  St — nl — y. 
Already  in  the  breeze  I  scent 
The  whiff  of  coming  devilment ; 
Of  strife,  to  me  more  stirring  fkr 
Than  the*  Opium  or  the  Sulphur  war. 
Or  any  such  drug  ferments  are. 
Yes — sweeter  to  this  Tory  soul 
Than  all  such  pests,  from  pole  to  pole, 
Is  the  rich,  "8welter*d  venom**  got 
By  stirring  Ireland*s  "  charmed  pot ;"« 
And,  thanks  to  practice  on  that  land, 
I  stir  it  with  a  master-hand. 


'  Swelter'd  Teoom,  sk^pinf  got, 
BoU  thou  first  i*  th«  c 


1 

i 
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A^ain  thouUt  ie«,  when  forth  Imih  gone 

As,  except  when  some  titbe^hunting  pKnon  show*d 

The  War-CI»urch-cry,  **  Ou,  Stanley,  on  ! " 

sport. 

How  Caravals  and  Shuuttvesta 

Some  rector  —  a  eool  band  at  pistols  and  port. 

Shmll  swftrm  from  out  their  mountain  nests, 

Who  **  keeps  dry"  his  powJefj  hut  never  fumMctJ' — 

Wkh  all  their  merry  tnooiiti^ht  brothers, 

One  who,  leaving  his  Bible  to  rust  on  the  sbelf. 

■ 

To  wboni  thtf  Church  (ifrp-dame  ro  other*) 

Sends  bis  pious  texts  home,  in  the  shape  of  hull-    | 

■ 

Hath  been  the  best  of  nursing  mothers. 

caruidges, 

1 

Again  o'er  Erin^s  rich  domain 

Shooting  bis  "  dearly  beloved,**  like  partridges  ; — 

1 

Shall  Rockites  and  right  revert^nda  reigti  \ 

Except  when  some  hero  of  this  sort  turn VI  out. 

And  hoth,  exempt  from  viilgur  toil,                         , 

Or,  the'  Excheqticr  sent,  flaming,  its  tithe-writs^ 

Between  them  sthare  that  titheful  aoil  j 

about  — 

Pu2£ting  amhitiun  whkh  to  climh  at. 

A  contrivance  more  neat,  I  may  say,  without  flat- 

The po«t  of  Captain,  or  of  Primate. 

tery, 

■ 

\' 

Than  e*er  yet  was  thought  of  for  bloodshed  and 

■ 

And  so,  long  life  to  Church  and  Co, — 

battery ; 

■ 

Hurrah  for  mbchiefl  —  berv  we  ga 

So  neat,  that  even  /  might  be  proud,  I  allow, 
To  have  hit  off  so  rich  a  receipt  for  a  row; — 
Except  for  inch  rigs  turning  up,  now  and  then* 
1  was  actually  growing  the  dullest  of  men  ; 

1 

And,  had  this  blank  fit  been  allow VI  to  increase. 

EPISTLE  FROM  CAPTAIN  ROCK  TO 

Might  have  snor'd  myself  down  to  a  Justice  of 

LORD  L— NDH— T. 

Peace. 
Like  you.  Reformation  in  Church  and  in  Statje 

DsAS  L—ndh—t,-^  you'll!  pardon  ray  making  thus 

Is  the  thing  of  all  things  I  most  cordially  hate ; 

ftee,— 

If  once  these  curst  Ministers  do  as  they  like. 

■ 

Btillbmi  is  all  fudge  'twixt  such  "  corarogues  **as  we. 

Airs  oer,  my  good  Jxird,  with  your  wig  and  my 

■ 

Who,  whate*er  the  smooth  views  we,  in  publk. 

pike, 

I 

may  drive  at. 

And  ODC  may  he  hung  up  on  t'other,  henceforth. 

I 

Have  both  the  same  praiseworthy  object,  in  pri- 

Just to  show  what  xitch  Captains  and  Chancellors 

I 

vate  — 

were  worth. 

■ 

Namely,  never  to  let  tbe  old  regions  of  riot. 

I 

Where  Rook  hath  long  reign'd,  liave  one  instant 

But  we  must  not  detpair — even  already  Hope  sees 

■ 

of  quiet. 

You*rc  about,  my  bold  Baron,  to  kick  up  a  breese 

Boi  keep  Ireland  still  in  that  liquid  weVe  taught 

Of  tLc  trne  huffling  sort,  such  as  suits  me  and  yon, 

her 

Who  have  box*d  the  whole  compass  of  party  right 

To  love  more  than  meat,  drink,  or  clothing— Ao/ 

through. 

water. 

And  care  not  one  fkrthiog,  os  all  the  world  knows. 
So  we  httt  raise  the  wind,  from  what  (luarter  it 

All  tbe  dilTerence  betwixt  you  and  me,  m  I  take  it. 

blows, 

U  simply,  that  you  make  the  law  rind  /  break  it ; 

Forgive  me,  dear  Lord,  that  thus  rudely  I  dare 

And  never,  of  big-wigs  and  small,  were  there  two 

My  own  aniall  resources  with  thine  to  compare : 

Play'd  so  well  into  each  other's  hands  as  we  do  j 

Not  even  Jerry  Diddler,  in  "  raising  the  wind,"  durst 

Iiwimuch,  that  the  laws  yon  and  yours  mannlac- 

Compete,  for  one   instant,   with   thee,   my  dear 

tnre, 

L-ndh— L 

Seem  all  made  express  for  the  Rock -boys  to  frac- 

1 

ture* 

But,  hark,  there's  a  ihot !  — some  parsonic  practi> 

■ 

Not  Birmingham's  self— to  her  shame  be  it  spo- 

,              tioner  ? 

■ 

ken— 

No— merely  a  bran-new  Rebellion  Commissioner  j 

1 

E'er  made   things  more  neatly  contrived   to  be 

Tlxe  Courts  having  now,  with  true  law  erudition, 

1 

broken  ; 

Put  even  Relxllion  itself  "  in  commisaion/' 

■ 

And  hence,  I  confess,  in  this  island  religious, 

As  seldom,  in  iftijt  way,  Vm  any  man's  debtor, 

The  breakage  of  laws  —  and  of  heads  wf  prodigious. 

ril  just  pay  my  ahot,  and  then  fold  up  this  letter. 

And  long  may  it  thrive,  my  Ex- Bigwig,  say  I, — 

Though,  of  late,  much  1  fear'd  all  our  fun  was 

gone  by  j 

rubolUon.  —  ChnmieU. 

p 

PP« 

i 
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MOORE'S  WORKS. 


In  the  mean  time,  hurrah  for  the  Tories  and  Rocki ! 
Hurrah  for  the  parsons  who  fleece  well  their  flocks! 
Hurrah  for  all  mischief  in  all  ranks  and  spheres. 
And,  above  all,  hurrah  for  that  dear  Uoose  of 
Peers  I 


CAPTAIN  ROCK  IN  LONDON. 

LETTER  FROM  THE  CAFTAIir  TO  TERRY  ALT,  ESQ.  * 

Here  I  am,  at  head-quarters,  dear  Terry,  once 

more, 
Deep  in  Tory  designs,  as  I've  oft  been  before  :  — 
For,  bless  them  I  if  'twasn't  for  this  wrong-headed 

crew. 
You  and  I,  Terry  Alt,  would  scarce  know  what  to 

do; 
So  ready  they're  always,  when  dull  we  are  growing. 
To  set  our  old  concert  of  discord  a-going. 
While  L— ndh— t's  the  lad,  with  his  Tory-Whig 

face, 
To  play,  in  such  concert,  the  true  doubU-biue, 
I  had  fear'd  this  old  prop  of  my  realm  was  beginning 
To  tire  of  his  course  of  political  sinning. 
And,  like  Mother  Cole,  when  her  heyday  was  past. 
Meant,  by  way  of  a  change,  to  try  virtue  at  last 
But  I  wrong*d  the  old  boy,  who  as  staunchly  derides 
All  reform  in  himself  as  in  most  things  besides ; 
And,  by  using  two  faces  through  life,  all  allow, 
Has  acquir*d  face  sufficient  for  any  thing  now. 

In  short,  he*s  all  right ;  and,  if  mankind's  old  foe. 
My  "  Lord  Harry "  himself  —  who*s  the  leader, 

we  know, 
Of  another  red-hot  Opposition,  below  — 

>  The  Mibordinate  officer  or  lieutenant  of  Capuin  Rock. 


If  that  *<  Lord,"  in  his  weU-known  discennoL 

but  spares 
Me  and  L — ndh — t,  to  look  slier  Irelsnd^s  sibin, 
We  shall  soon  sach  a  r^rion  of  derilm^t  make  h, 
That  Old  Nick  himself  for  his  own  msy  mistake  ii 

Even  already— long  lil«  to  such  Big.wig^  aj  1, 
For,  as  long  as  they  floorish,  we  Rocks  cannot  die- 
He  has  sery*d  oar  right  riotous  caose  by  a  specck 
Whose  perfection  of  mischief  he  onlj  cocUd  Rsck : 
As  it  shows  off  both  hit  and  siy  merits  alike, 
Both  the  swell  of  the  wig,  and  the  point  of  the  pike ; 
Mixes  up,  with  a  skill  which  one  can*t  hot  adnire, 
The  lawyer's  cool  craft  with  the*  incendiary  s  fire. 
And  enlists,  in  the  grarest,  most  plaosiUe  manoer. 
Seven  millions  of  souls  under  Rockery's  bsnner!    i 
Oh  Terry,  my  man,  let  this  speech  nectr  die ; 
Through  the  regions  of  Rockland,  like  flame,  kt  it  I 

fly;  I 

Let  each  syllable  dark  the  Law.Oracle  ottered 
By  all  Tipperary's  wild  echoes  he  mattered. 
Till  nought  shall  be  heard,  oyer  hill,  dale,  or  ikod,  i 
But  **  You*re  alien$  m  lamffmaoe^   ut  crted,  ami  m  ' 

bioodf" 
While  Toices,  ftxMn  sweet  Connemara  aftr,  | 

Shall  answer,  like  true  /ruA  echoes,  **  We  are !"    ' 
And,  though  fklse  be  the  cry,  and  though  sease  i 

must  abhor  it,  | 

Still  the'  echoes  may  quote  Ixtw  antbority  Ibr  it,    | 
And  nought  L— ndh— t  cares  fbr  my  spread  of  ' 

dominion ; 
So  he,  in  the  end,  touches  cash  **  for  the* 


But  I've  no  time  for  more,  my  dear  Terry,  just  now. 
Being  busy  in  helpmg  these  Lords  through  their 

row: 
They're  bad  hands  at  mob-work,  bnt,  once  they 

begin, 
They'U  have  plenty  of  practice  to  break  them 

well  in. 


<> 
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THE   FUDGES    IN   ENGLAND 

BEING    A    SEQUEL  TO 

«  THE  FUDGE  FAMTLY  IN  PABIS." 


PREFACE. 

Tbs  name  of  the  country  town,  in  England  — 
ft  well-known  fushioDable  wateriug-place  -^  in 
which  the  events  that  gave  rise  to  the  following 
corretpomleaGe  occorredt  is,  for  obvious  reason s« 
suppTMiCid.  The  interest  attached,  however^  to 
the  fm'ls  and  personages  of  the  storj,  render  it 
Independent  of  all  time  and  place  ;  and  whea  it  ia 
recollected  that  the  whole  train  of  romantic  cir- 
cumstances so  fully  unfolded  in  thejic  Letters  has 
pa&sed  dnring  the  short  period  which  has  now 
elapsed  since  the  great  Meetings  in  F^xeler  HaJl^ 
due  credit  will,  it  is  hoped,  be  allowed  to  the  liditor 
for  the  rapidity  with  which  be  bas  bronght  the 
devils  before  the  Public  ;  while,  at  I  lie  same  time, 
any  errors  that  may  have  been  (he  result  of  such 
haste  willf  he  trusts,  with  equal  eonsider&tion,  be 
pardoned. 


THE  FUDGES  IN   ENGLAND. 


LETTER  L 

WUam  WJL.TB1C1L  UACAlf,  ^aQ,t  TO  TU£  RET.  RICHAlUi 
■    «  ,    CURATE   Of »    IN    lUKLJkNlJ* 

Who  d*ye  think  we've  got  hereP^qniie  reform'd 
from  the  giddy, 
Fantastic  young  thing,  that  once  made  sueh  a 
noise  — 
Why,  the  Ikraous  Miss  Fudge  —  that  delectable 
Biddy. 
Whom  you  and  I  sftw  once  at  Paris,  when  boys. 
In  the  full  blaze  of  bonnets,  and  ribanda.  and  airs — 
Sach  II  thing  as  no  mtnbow  liatli   colours  to 
paint : 
Ere  time  had  re^]uced  her  to  wrinkles  and  prayers. 
And  the  Flirt  found  a  decent  retreat  in  the  Saint 


Poor"  Pa  "  hath  popp'd  off —gone,  as  charily  judges. 
To  some  choice  Elysium  reserved  for  the  Fudges  j 
And  Miss,  with  a  fortune,  besides  expectations 
From  some  much  rever'd  and  much-palsied  rela* 

tions. 
Now  wants  but  a  husband,  with  reqcLisites  meet,^ — 
Age  thirty,  or  thereabouts — stature  six  feel, 
And  warranted  godly — to  make  all  complete* 
Nota  Bene — a  Cburcbman  would  fiuit,  if  he's  hitfh^ 
But  Socio ians  or  Catholics  need  not  apply. 

What  say  yoti,  Dick?  doe8D*t  this  tempt  your 

ambition  ? 
The  whole  wealth  of  Fudge,  that  renown'd  man 

of  pith. 
All  brought  to  the  hammer,  for  Church  competi* 

tion, —  [with. 

Sole  encumbrance.  Miss  Fudge  to  be  taken  tbere- 

Think,  my  boy,  for  a  Curate  how  glorious  a  catch  f 

While,  instead  of  the  thousands  of  souls  yon  now 

watch. 
To  lave  Biddy  Fudge's  is  all  yon  need  do  ; 
And  her  purse  will,  meanwhile,  be  the  saving  of  yon. 

Ton  may  ask^  Dick,  how  comes  it  that  I,  a  poor  elf, 
Wanting  substance  even  more  than  your  spiritual 
ielf,  [shelf. 

Should  thus  generously  lay  my  own  clainis  ou  the 
When,  God  knows*  there  ne'er  was  young  gen- 
tleman yet 
So  much  lack'd  an  old  spinster  to  rid  him  from 

debt. 
Or  had  cogenter  reasons  than  mine  to  assait  her 
With  tender  love-suit  — at  the  suit  of  his  tailor. 

But  thereby  there  hangs  a  soft  secret,  my  friend, 
Which  thus  to  your  reverend  breast  I  commend : 
Miss  Fudge  hath  a  niece  —  tueh  a  creature '  —  with 

eyes 
Like  those  sparklers  that  peep  ont  ttom  summer- 
night  skies 
At  BStronomers^royal,  and  laugh  with  delight 
To  sec  elderly  gentlemen  spying  ail  night. 


%0& 


M^JEIETS  Wijti3^ 


lExdrr  Haa  fijr 


W^uut  Just  iiTvn  —  "Jk,  feng  a!  ait  grmr^nVg  B^r^  ae  vxr.  Tt*  jhc  3 

cua^  Wi£ea.3f^raft.v-IL2BBir*iBr54arT3SECaD^ae  sport. 

TWe  »*  Vin*  ^irvitfa.  3*  I«ac  itr  17  Jsiss  w  ij  TTn  mnmir  i 

S^^ia4p0tit^rffirif^*^'3ucS'jnLwn^'3ajziaea^  "week: 

Wifciift.  n^  «yr  **»-,•».  m  a*tr  iLTj  J^c  ii*—  Tisv*^-  far  3*' 
Tift  anKe  aahie  vf  rj^aiiizrr  srA^^asa  »L, 

5c<<r«  a  wet.  w  :jrt?e  «rsacsr»  bkr  ivriLt  *a  vxau 

A  ipKT  ▼''/ca  ^ilk«  Zi«,  vIa  cf  tacl^f  ^.r^  Asd  t^  ^loi  c^  *>  pnets'd  a  vag  ia  friEixj 

(KtA  tmiy  'jf  fcei^  xsL.  Gvi  ^Ip  a«&  !  *  ztz^js  :  ^^;I.  cr^re  aaek  sQ  kuren  cf  jokes  ca  tbe  Tn> 

KwA  w/v,  V/  sa1«  c>JKr^  '^  '^^  hav;^-i^kt  eje.  Hji  psa  ob  tke  bsbc  rai£i  ■!  ii.  iMdj 

LeOAjr  oat,  m  y^  tee.  b;j  £rR  fif!»r  z/txz  tbe  Hsris^   plcai'd    Bobot  Tajkr,    tke 


Bal;  a;» !  aockrag^i  perJKt  Km  txnh — ercs  iLe, 


Tallu  kanimg — looks  vb^  Craiber  paixxfal  to  lee), 
Priou  alreadf  ia  tvo  Coa&tj  lapen  Imt  rhrmt*; 
And  raves — the  tweet,  charming  abstrd  liaie  darl 
Aboot  Aaialetc,  Kjoos,  aM  Keepsakes,  next  jear. 
Id  a  manner  vhieb  plainl  j  bad  sympccms  portends 
Of  tbat  Annaal  Um  fit,  so  distrcMing  to  friends ; 
A  fit  vbicb,  tboogb  lastin;^  bot  one  short  edition, 
Ixares  the  patient  long  after  in  sad  inanition. 

Howerer,  let's  hope  for  the  best  —  and,  meanwhile. 
Be  ii  mine  still  Uf  ba^k  in  the  niece's  warm  smile; 
While  yrm,  if  jrniVe  wise,  Dick,  will  plav  the  gallant 
nrphill  work,  I  confess)  to  her  Saint  of  an  AunL  • 
Think,  my  boy,  for  a  yoangster  like  you,  who've 
alack, 
\ot  indeed  of  rupees,  but  of  all  other  specie, 
Wliat  luck  thus  to  find  a  kind  witch  at  your  back. 
An  old  gorjse  with  gold  eggs,  from  all  debts  to 
releaser  ye ; 
Never  mind,  tho*  the  spinster  be  reverend  and  thin, 
What  arc  all  the  Three  Graces  to  her  Three  per 
CenU.? 
While  her  twri't !  -  oh  Dick,  it  don't  matter  one  pin 
How  she  ti>uches  the'  affections,  so  i/ou  touch 
the  rents ; 
And  Ix)ve  never  lr>oks  half  so  pleas'd  as  when,  bless 

him!  he 
Hings  to  an  old  lady's  purse  "  Open,  Sesame." 

'  Th«l  fl'ior  whirh  a  faretious  ffarrctoer  called  '  le  premier 
m  d«*«rmidant  dii  rid." 

*  Hm  the  Dublin  KrcnInK  Pott,  of  th^  9(h  of  this  month 
(Jul/),  for  an  arrount  of  a  M*pnn  which  lately  took  place  at  a 
menting  of  the  HynrMi  of  tHitiT,  In  which  tho  prrformancc 
of  the  alKive'mrntionrd  part  by  the  portonage  in  question 
aiifwari  to  have  brtm  worthy  of  all  Itn  former  reputation  in 
that  line. 


Twin  prove  a  sad  diawbaek.  if  ihatat  he  be. 
As  a  wag  Piesbyteiian's  a  ikiag  qoHe  to  see ; 
Aad,  "flioBg  tke  Five  Poiats  of  tke  Calvialsta. 

Booecf 'cm 
Ever  jet  reckoo'd  a  poiat  of  wk  ooe  of  >«■. 
Bat  even  dwagh  deprived  ci  this  eooiical  eiC 
We've  a  hott  oiimjfim  ia  Martagh  khwHf, 
Wko  of  all  the  whole  troop  is  chief  anDnmer  and 


As  C— ke  takes  the  Grommd  Tambiiog,  kt  the 

Smbiime;* 
Aad  of  him  we're  qnite  eertaia,  so,  pnj,  come  in 


LETTER  IL 

FBOM  MISS  BIDDT  FUDGE  TO  MBS. 
ELIZABETTH  . 

Just  in  time  for  the  post,  dear,  and  monstrously 
busy. 
With  godly  concernments-  and  worldly  ones, 
too  ; 
Things  carnal  and  spiritual  mix*d,  my  dear  Lizzy, 
In  this  little  brain  till,  bewildered  and  dizzy, 
*Twixt  heaven  and  earth,  I  scarce  know  what  I 
do. 

3  "  All  are  punster*  if  they  have  wit  to  be  so ;  and  there- 
fore when  an  Irishman  has  to  commence  with  a  Bull,  yoa 
will  naturally  pronounce  it  a  6v/l.  (A  laugh.)  Allow  me  to 
bring  tjefore  you  the  famous  Bull  that  is  called  Unlgenitus, 
referring  to  the  only-begotten  Son  of  God."  —  Repori  qf  Ike 
Rev.  Doctor's  apeech,  Junr  20.  in  the  Record  Netttpaper. 

4  In  the  language  of  the  play-bills,  "  Ground  and  Lq/ly 
Tumbling. 
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Fii^t,  IVe  been  to  see  all  the  gay  fasbiooi  from 

Town, 
Which  our  favourite  Miss  Gimp  for  the  apriogf 

has  had  down. 
Sleeve*  «fi7/ worn  (which  /think  is  wise),  a  lafdle^ 
ChjUTning   hats,  pou  de  joie^ though  the  shape 

rather  droll 
But  joQ  can't  thiok  how  nicely  thecapsoftuJ/flace, 
With  the  r/ii'3i/ojtw8trfj?jlook  oa  this  poor  sinful  face  j 
And  i  mean,  if  tht'  Djrd  in  his  mercy  thinks  right. 
To  wear  one  at  Mrs.  Fitz-wi gram's  to-night. 
The  HLlks  are  quite  heavenly  :  —  I'm  gtad,  too,  to 

wy. 
Gimp  herself  grows  more  godly  and  good  every  day ; 
Hath  had  sweet  experience- — yea,  even  dothbcgia 
To  turn  from  the  Gentiles,  and  put  away  sin — 
Aod  all  since  her  last  stock  of  goods  was  laid  m. 
Wbat  a  hlessing  one's  millLner,  careless  of  pelf, 
Should  thus  "  walk  in  newjDe&a  '"as  well  aa  one*s  self ! 

So  much  for  the  blessings,  the  comforts  of  Spirit 
I've  had  since  we  met,  and  they're  more  tbao  I 

merit  J— 
Poor,  sinfol,  weak  creature  in  every  respect ; 
Though  ordaio'd  (God  knows  why)  to  be  one  of 

the'  Elect. 
But  now  for  the  pictare's  reverse.  —  You  remember 
That  footman  and  cook-maid  I  hir'd  last  December ; 
He,  a  Baptist  Particular — jiAe,  of  some  sect 
Not  panic ulur,  1  ftwjcy,  in  any  respect; 
But  deiirous^  pour  thing,  to  be  fed  with  the  Word, 
And  "to  wait,"  as  she  said,  *'on  Miss  Fudge  aud 

the  Lord," 

Well,  my  dear,  of  all  men,  that  Particular  Baptist 
At  preaching  a  sermon,  off  hand,  was  the  aptest ; 
And,  long  as  he  staid,  do  him  justice,  more  rich  in 
Sweet  savours  of  doctrine,  ihere  never  was  kitchen. 
He  preach 'd  in  the  parlour,  he  preach*d  in  the  hall. 
He  preaeh'd  to  the  chambermaids^,  scdIUods^  and 

alJ. 
All  beard  with  delight  his  reprovings  of  sin, 
But  above  all,  the  cook^maid  ;^ — oh,  ncVr  would 

she  tire — 
Though,  in  teamingtosavesinfnlsoiil^  from  the  fire. 
She  would  oft  let  the  soles  she  waa  fry  lug  fall  In. 


I  *'  Morning  Manna,  or  BrltUh  Vemo-book.  nettly  doticup 
for  U}ftpock«t,"  ukI  chiefly  Lntmidnl  to  aulst  tbc  nivrnbcrB 
t»rihe  firttlflh  Vorus  Auociaticti,  ^ha$»  d^ilgQ  j»,  w^arc  tuld, 
"  to  tndiice  tlie  InbabllBDti  of  Great  BrltaLn  aixl  lrclaii.il  to 
cmnmit  one  and  tha  lame  vene  of  ScHptura  tomrmory  erery 
EnomiELf,  Already,  It  li  kjiawa,  t^Tprml  thoutand  pcriom  la 
fiooUaod,  betidiM  ttn»  of  tbousandi  In  America  and  AfrtcA, 
ar«  fpffjf  mifrminft  teaming  the  «f ««•  merte, 

^  Tlie  Etrsiiff«lic«l  Mafialiie,—  A  few  t]Mecini«]i  1.1X00  at 
random  from  the  wrapper  of  thl*  bighlf  eiCeeiBn«d  periodical 
will  fullf  iU4iiry  the  ct)«ract«r  which  Mb*  Fudlf^  hat  here 


(God  forgive  me  for  punniiig  on  poloti  thus  of 

piety  I  — 
A  Bad  trick  Tve  learned  im  Bob*s  heathen  society.) 
But  ah !  there  remains  still  the  worst  of  my  tale  ; 
Come^  Asterisks,  and  help  me  the  sad  truth  to  veil  — 
Conscious  Btars,  tha-t  at  even  your  own  secret  turn 

paid 

#  •  #  #  • 

•  ^.«  •  •  • 

In  sbort^  dear*  th  is  preach  i  ng  and  psat  m~ii  nging  paifi 
Cho«en"yes»elsof  mercy/' as /thought  they  were^ 
Have  together  this  last  week  elop'd  ;  making  bold 
To  whip  off  as  much  goods  aa  boih  vessels  could 

hold- 
Not  forgetting  some  scores  of  swe«t  tracts  tram  my 

shelves, 
Two  Family  Bibles  ni  large  as  themselves. 
And  besides^   from  the  drawer— I  neglecting  to 

iock  it  — 
My   Dcat   ''  Moming  J^Iantuif   done   up    for   the 

pocket."  t 
Was  there  e'er  known  a  case  so  distressing,  dear 

Lix? 
It  baa  made  me  quite  ill  i  —  and  the  worst  of  is, 
When  rogues  are  ail  pious,  'tis  hard  to  detect 
Mlikh  rogues  are  the  reprobate,  whivh  the  elect 
This  man  "  bnd  a  cuU"  he  said—  impudent  mockery  \ 
What  caU  had  he  to  my  iiuen  and  crockery  ? 

I'm  now,  nnd  have  been  for  this  week  past,  in  chase 
Of  some  godly  young  couple  this  pair  lo  reptuce. 
The  iDclos'd  two  anuouneemeuts  have  just  met  my 

eyes, 
Iq  that  venerable  Monthly  where  Saints  advertise 
For  such  temporal  comforts  as  this  world  suppUesi ' 
And  the  fruits  of  the  Spirit  are  properly  made 
An  essential  in  every  craft,  calling,  and  trade. 
Where  the'  attorney  requires  for  hia  *prcniice  some 

youth  [truth  j" 

Who  has  ^'leam'd  to  fear  God,  aod  to  walk  in  the 
Where  the  sempstress,  in  search  of  employment, 

declares, 
That  pay  is  no  object,  so  she  can  have  prayers  5 
And  the'  Established  Wine  Company  proudly  givei 

out. 
That  the  whole  of  the  firm*  Co.  and  all,  are  devout 


irlv^m  of  It.  "  Wjnitfidt  in  a  ploy*  pawDbroker"!  fiuntly.  an 
actlre  lad  ju  an  apprmtictr.'*  **  WaaCed,  at  facM»»einald,  a 
jaiui^  females  who  bat  been  brought  to  a  mtlng  knowliHlge  of 
the  iryth;"  "  Wanlod  (m mediately,  a  Bruui  of  dccl<ied  piety. 
In  a»1it  In  tlii«  baking  tiiu1in#at."  **  A  fBoUeiDan  wtio  mider- 
■Undi  the  Wine  Trade  U  deftiroiM  oTenterlnf  Into  pnrtD<>r«)ifp, 
&c.  Jkc.  tic  li  not  dettlrouft  of  being  conoected  with  any  one 
vbote  •Tit»m  of  bmlneu  U  not  of  the'  ttrlctMl  Intrgrtty  •■  Lq 
the  afglit  of  God,  and  tefki  conoeetton  onlf  i*lth  a  trulj  ploui 
inan,  cither  rhurcbmnn  or  Dluenier." 
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Happy  LfMidoHpOnc  feeli.asone  reads  o*er  the  pages, 
IfMicre  Siiints  arc  so  uiuch  more  ahundntit  thau  sages ; 
Where  Parsons  may  soon  be  nil  laid  on  the  shelf. 
As  eneli  Cit  ciin  eitc  chapter,  and  verse  for  himself, 
And  the  aerhus  frequenters  of  market  and  dock 
AU  laj  in  religion  as  part  of  their  stoek.  i 
Who  can  tell  to  what  lengths  ve  m&j  go  on  Im* 

proTmg» 
WhcD  thus  through  all  London  the  Spirit  keeps 

wmving, 
And  beaveQ*8  so  in  Togne,  that  each  shop  adver- 

tiseniQut 
Is  now  not  so  mui^h  forlhe  earth  as  the  skies  meant  f 

Have  mislaid  the  two  paragraphs  —  canH  stop  to 

look, 
But  both  describe  charmmg — both  FaotmoD  and 

Cook, 
She,  "decidedly  pious" — with  pathos  deplores 
The'  increase  of  French  cookery  and  *iin  on  our 

shores ; 
And  adds — ^ (while  for  further  aeeounis  she  refers 
To  a  great  Gospel  preacher*  a  cousin  of  hers,) 
That   "  though   mmc  wake  their  Sabbaths  mere 

matter -of 'fun  days, 
She  asks  but  for  lea  and  the  Gospel,  on  Sundays/* 
The  footman,  too,  full  of  the  true  saving  knoir- 

letJgei  — 
Has  late  bei^n  to  Cambridge — to  Trinity  College  j 
St'rT*d  last  a  young  gentleman,  studying  divinity. 
But  left  —  not  approving  the  morals  of  Trinity. 

P.  S. 
I  inclose,  too,  according  to  proTni»e,  some  scraps 
Of  my  Journal  —  that  Day-book  I  kt;ep  of  my 
heart  i 
Wiere,  at  some  little  items,  (partaking,  perhaps, 
More  of  earth  thim  of  heaveOp)  thy  prudery  may 

start. 
And  suspect  something  tender^  sly  girl  as  thoti 
art* 
For  the  present,   I'm  mute  — but,  whate'er   may 

befall, 
Rec^ollect^  dear,  (in  Hebrews,  xiii.  4.)  St.  Paul 
Hath   hiniself  di^clar'd,  "  Marriage  is  honourable 
in  ail/' 


I  ArcordliiK  to  the  IaIq  Mr.  tniiig.  thorn  lierrti  ii  ppcullaf 
form  of  ibeolcfgy  got  up  enpr^nly  for  the  inoiiff-niiirkt^t^  '"  I 
kootir  ho«r  ffl.r  wkle/'  he  lay*,  "  of  the  nmrk  my  tlcwi  of 
Christ*!  work  In  the  fletb  wHI  tie  vluwH  hf  thnw  who  ftre 
wurklni;  with  the  itDCk-Jotibinjr  thfolyigj  of  ibo  ri'llj^ioui 
worhi"  "  Lett  ibe*e  prt^icheri,"  he  tililt,  "  ffor  I  t*UI  out 
call  theto  thpoluglaci),  cry  up.  brokrr-llkc,  tlieir  firtlcl^." 

Mornrnit  r*«A  A  —  No.  JfL  412,  148. 

From  tlie  ilJilotii«tit  oronotfaur  writer.  In  thc&amc  pubtlCK- 


EXTRACTS  FROM  MY  DIARY. 

TniEp  a  new  chale  gown  on  —  pretty. 
No  one  to  see  me  iu  it — pity  ! 
Fiew  in  a  passion  with  Friz,  my  maid ;  — 
j  The  Lord  forgive  me  !  —  she  h>ok*d  dismaj'd  ; 
But  got  her  to  sing  the  1 00th  Psalm, 
While  she  curl'd  my  hair,  which  made  me  culm. 
Nothing  so  soothes  a  Christian  heart 
As  sacred  music —  heavenly  art ! 

TWjtfoy. 

At  two,  a  visit  from  Mr.  Magon  — 

A  retuarkahly  handsome,  nice  yoong  tnaii ; 

And,  all  Hibernian  though  he  be* 

As  civilisM,  strange  to  say,  as  we  I 

I  own  this  yonng  man's  spiritual  state 
Hath  mueh  engrossM  my  thoughts  of  late  ; 
And  I  meaUp  as  soon  as  my  niece  is  gone. 
To  have  some  talk  with  him  thereupon. 
At  present,  I  nought  can  do  or  say. 
But  that  troublesome  child  is  in  the  way  : 
Nor  is  there,  I  think^  a  doubt  that  he 

Would  also  her  absence  much  prefer. 
As  ol^,  while  liat'ning  intent  to  me. 

He's  forc'd,  from  politeness,  to  look  at  her, 

Heigho  1 — what  a  blessing  shotild  Mr*  Mag^w 
Turn  out,  after  all,  a  "  renewed"  young  man  i 
And  to  me  should  fall  the  task,  on  earth, 
To  assist  at  the  dear  youth's  second  birth. 
Blest  thotight !  and,  ah^  more  blest  the  tie. 
Were  it  heaveu's  high  will,  that  he  and  I^ 
But  I  blw&h  to  write  the  nuptial  word — 
Should  wed,  as  St»  Paul  says,  "in  the  Lord  ;• 
Not  this  world*s  wedlock  — gross,  gallaDt, 
But  pure — as  when  Am  ram  married  his  aunt. 

Our  ages  differ — but  who  would  count 
One*s  natural  sinful  life*s  amount. 
Or  look  in  the  Register's  vulgar  page 
For  a  regular  twjce-bora  Christian's  age» 
W^ho,  blessed  privilege  I  only  ih«fi» 
Begins  to  live  when  he^i  bom  again. 


tlon.  It  would  a|»pear  that  th«  itoek- broken  hnve  even  sd  op 
a.  ii«w  Dtvinltjr  of  their  own.  '*  Tlil^  thowi,'*  mji  the  mrtkm 
i  In  quritjon,  **  that  the  doctrine  of  the  union  between  Cbrtril 
and  hl»  mvmbcri  It  qulle  lu  eiientUI  «■  thAt  of  •ub«t{tulkm, 
by  tAkiTig  which  ImtiT  «}on«  the  SttteJt-Bjeekangr  Dirittii^  Ium 
bt*n  produced,"  —  No.  X.  p.  3tTa. 

Among  the  motl^nu^  we  know  the  nioncr-m«rkK  wut  pre- 
Tidfd  wJiU  moro  ihan  one  |»rt»»iiilJi\K  Df^Uy—  "  De*  Pecim^ 
(lajian  andcut  author)  comrneiHlciibaiitui  ut  pccanlosieM«al.'* 


I 
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And,  counting  in  ihU  wty*^let  roe  see— 

1  tnyaelf  but  five  years  old  shall  be, 

And  dear  Magan,  when  ih€  event  takes  place. 

An  actual  ncw-boru  cliild  of  grace -^ 

Should  Heave Q  icn  mercy  so  dispose « — 

A  six-foot  baby,  ui  swaddling  clothes. 

Finding  myself,  by  some  good  fate, 

Willi  Mn  Magan  left  {ete-a-tete. 

Had  juat  begun  ^having  stirrM  the  fire, 

And  dniWD  aiy  chair  near  his— to  iin]uirt* 

What  his  notions  were  of  Original  Sin, 

When  that  naughty  Fanny  agaiu  bount'd  in  ; 

And  all  the  sweet  things  I  had  got  to  say 

Of  the  Flesh  and  the  Diavil  were  whisk'd  away ! 

Much  gr»ev*d  to  observe  that  BIr.  Magan 

la  aetutxlly  ptvas^d  and  ainu^'d  with  Fan  ! 

What  charms  any  senslbk'  man  can  see 

In  a  child  so  foolishly  ytmng  a*  she  — 

But  just  eighteen,  come  next  May -day » 

With  eyes,  like  herself,  full  of  naught  but  pluy- 

Ib,  I  own,  an  exceeding  puzile  to  me. 


LETTER  II L 

rROM  KIS9  tATtHY  rUBQE,  TO  UER  COUSIN,  M16S 

ElTTf  -^ : 

STANZAS  (tNCLOSED) 
TO   Mt   i*HADOW  ;   OB,  WHY  P  —  WHAT  P^HOW  ? 

Dark  comrade  of  roy  path  !  while  earth  and  sky 
Thus  we<l  their  cliarms,  in  bridal  light  array'd. 
Why  in  this  bright  hour,  walk'st  thou  ever  nigh, 
Bluck^ning  my   footsteps   with   Ihy    length   of 
shade «-» 

Dark  comrade,  Why  ? 

Thou  mimic  Shape  thai,  'mid  these  flowery  scenes, 
Glidest  beside  me  o  er  each  suttoy  spot, 

Saddening  them  a«  thoni  gocst  —  say,  what  meunjs 
So  dork  nn  adj^^^^  ^°  >^  bright  a  lot  — 

Grim  goblin,  What  ? 

Still,  as  to  pluck  sweet  flowers  I  bend  ray  brow. 

Thou  beodest,  l<x» — then  rist^st  when  1  rise;  — 
Suy,  mute  mysterious  Thing  1  how  is't  that  thott 
Thus   eomest  between   me   and   those   blessed 
ikies — 

Dim  shadtiw,  Haw  ? 


(ADDrnOKAl*  STANZA,  BT  ANOTHER  HAMD.) 


Thus  said  I  to  that  Shape,  far  less  in  grudge 

Than  gloom  of  fioul  ^  while,  as  I  eager  cried. 
Oh,  Why?    What?   How?— a    Voice,   thai  one 
might  judge 
To  be  some  Irish  echo's,  faint  replied, 

Oh  fiidgc,  fudge,  fkidge  I 

You  have  here,  dearest  Cox,  my  last  lyric  effusion ; 

And,  with  it,  that  odious  "additional  stanieu," 
Which  Aunt  will  insist  I  iQUSt  keep,  us  conclusion^ 

And   which,  youll  at   unct  sec,   is    Mr.  Ma- 
gan'si  — a 

Most  cruet  and  dark-design'd  extravaganza. 
And  part  of  that  plot  in  which  he  and  my  AuDt  are 
To  stifle  the  flights  of  my  genius  by  banter. 

Just  so  *t  WAS  with  Byron's  young  eagle  eyed  strain. 
Just  so  did  they  tatmt  him  \  —  but  vain,  critics,  vain^ 
All  your  efforts  to  saddle  Wit's  fire  wltli  a  chdu ! 
To  blot  out  thceplcndourof  Fancy's  young  stream. 
Or  crop,  in  its  cradle,  her  newly-lledg'd  beam  1 1 ! 
Thou  perceiv  St,  dear,  that,  even  while  these  lines 

I  indite, 
Thoughts  burn,  brilliant  fancies  break  out,  wrong 

or  right. 
And  Fm  all  over  poet,  in  Criticism's  spite  I 

That  my  Aunt,  who  deals  only  in  Psalms,  and 

regards 
Hessrs.  Stemhold  and  Co.  at  the  6rst  ofall  bards  — 
Tfaul  mHa  should  make  light  of  my  works  I  can't 

blame } 
But  that  nice,  handsome,  odious  Magan — what  a 

shiune  t 
Do  you  know,  dear,  that,  high  as  on  most  points  [ 

rate  hicn, 
Fm  realiy  afraid — after  all,  I — mmt  hate  him* 
lie  is  *o  provoking — nought's  safe  from  his  tongue; 
He  spares  no  one  authoress,  ancient  or  young* 
W^ere  you  Sappho  herself,  and  in  Keepsake  or  Bijou 
Once  shone  as  contributor.  Lord  how  he'd  quiu  you  I 
He  laughs  at  all  Monthlies  —  Fve  actually  seen 
A  sneer  on  hi«  brow  at  the  Court  Magazine  I  — 
While  of  Weeklies,  poor  things,  there's  but  one  be 

peruses. 
And  buys  every  book  which  that  Weekly  abuses. 
But  I  care  not  how  others  such  sarcasm  may  fear, 
Ont  spirit,  at  least,  will  oot  bend  to  his  sneer  i 
And  though  tried  by  the  fire,  my  young  genius 

shall  burn  as 
Uninjur'd  as  crucified  gold  to  the  furnace  I 
(I  suspect  the  word  '*  crucified**  must  be  made 

••  crucible," 
Before  this  fine  image  of  mine  is  producible.) 


586 


MOORKS  WORKS. 


And  nov,  dear  —  to  tell  yoa  a  secret  vhicli,  pray 
Only  trust  to  such  fnends  as  with  safety  yoa  may —  i 
Yoa  know,  and  indeed  the  whole  county  suspects 
(Thoagh  the  Editor  often  my  hest  things  rejects). 
That  the  Terses  signed  so,  0*,  which  yoa  now  \ 

and  then  see 
In  our  County  Gazette  (vide  lasf)  are  by  me. 
But  'tis  dreadful  to  think  what  provoking  mistakes 
The  vile  country  Press  in  one's  prosody  makes. 
For  you  know,  dear — I  may,  without  vanity,  hint — 
i    Though  an  angel  should  write,  still  *tis  devils  must 
I  print ; 

.    And  you  can't  think  what  havoc  these  demons 
j  sometimes 

Choose  to  make  of  one's  sense,  and  what's  worse, 

of  one's  rhymes. 
But  a  week  or  two  since,  in  my  Ode  upon  Spring, 
Which  I  meint  to  have  made  a  most  beautiful 
thing,  I 

Where  I  talk'd  of  the  "dewdrops  from  freshly- 
blown  roses," 
The  nasty  things  made  it  **  from  freshly-blown  , 
noses ! "  | 

And  once  when,  to  please  my  cross  Aunt,  I  had 

tried 
To  commemorate  some  saint  of  her  clique^  who*d 

just  died. 
Having  said  he  **  had  tak'n  up  in  heav*n  his  po- 
sition,** 
They  made  it,  he*d  "  taken  up  to  heaven  his  physi- 
cian !  '* 

This  is  very  disheartening  ;  —  but  brighter  days 

shine, 
I  rejoice,  love,  to  say,  both  for  me  and  the  Nine ; 
For,  what  do  you  think  ?  —  so  delightful !  next 

year, 
Oh,  prepare,  dearest  girl,  for  the  grand  news 

prepare  — 
Fm  to  write  in  the  Keepsake  —  yes,   Kitty,  my 

dear. 
To  write  in  the  Keepsake,  as  sure  as  you're 

there  I ! 
T'other  night,  at  a  Ball,  *t\vas  my  fortunate  chance 
With  a  very  nice  elderly  Dandy  to  dance, 
Who,  'twas  plain,  from  some  hints  which  I  now 

and  then  caught, 
Was  the  author  of  something  —  one  couldn't  tell 

what  ; 
But  his  satisfied  manner  left  no  room  to  doubt 
It  was  something  that  Colbum  had  lately  brought 

out. 

We  convers'd  of  heUea-lettres  through  all  the  quad- 
rille,— 
Of  poetry,  dancing,  of  prose,  standing  still ; 


Talk'd  of  Intellect's  march — vhether  Hg^  Yww 

or  wrong — 
And  then  settled  the  poiol  in  n  bold  en  ovomL 
In  the  coone  of  tiik  talk  'twas  that,  having  jost 

hinted 
That /too  had  PoenM  which — long'd  to  be  printed. 
He  protested,  kind  man!  he  had  seen,  at  first  sight, 
I  was  actually  horn  in  the  Keepsake  to  write. 
^^  In  the  Annals  of  England  let  some,"  he  said, 

^  shine, 
**  But  a  place  in  her  Annuals,  Lady,  be  thine ! 
**  Even  now  fotore  Keepsakes  seem  brightly  to  rise, 
**  Through  the  vista  of  years,  as  I  gaze  on  those 

eyes,— 
**  All  lettered  andpress'd,  and  of  large-paper  size  !* 
How  ualiAe  that  Magan,  who  my  genias  would 

sn.other. 
And  how  we,  tme  geniuses,  find  out  each  other ! 

This,  and  mnrh  more  he  said,  with  that  fine  fren- 
zied glance 
One  so  rarely  now  sees,  as  we  slid  through  the 

dance; 
Till  between  us  'twas  finally  fix'd  that,  next  year. 
In  this  exquisite  task  I  my  pen  should  engage ; 
And,  at  parting,  he  stoop'd  down  and  lisp'd  in  my 

ear 
These  mystical  words,  which  I  could  but  Jic^/ hear, 
**  Terms  for  rhyme  —  if  it's  priwte  —  ten  and 
sixpence  per  page." 
Think,  Kitty,  my  dear,  if  I  heard  his  words  right. 
What  a  mint  of  half-guineas  this  small  head 
contains ; 
If  for  nothing  to  write  is  itself  a  delight. 

Ye  Gods,  what  a  bliss  to  be  paid  for  one's  strains  ! 

Having  dropp'd  the  dear  fellow  a  court'sy  pro- 
found. 
Off  at  once,  to  inquire  all  about  him,  I  ran  ; 
And  from  what  I  could  learn,  do  you  know,  dear, 
I've  found 
That  he's  quite  a  new  species  of  literary  man  ; 
One,  whose  task  is  —  to  what  will  not  fashion  ac- 
custom us? 
To  edite  live  authors,  as  if  they  were  posthumous. 
For  instance  —  the  plan,  to  be  sure,  is  the  oddest ! — 
If  any  young  he  or  she  author  feels  modest 
In  venturing  abroad,  this  kind  gentleman  usher 
Lends  promptly  a  hand  to  the  interesting  blusher; 
Indites  a  smooth  Preface,  brings  merit  to  light. 
Which  else  might,  by  accident,  shrink  out  of  sight. 
And,  in  short,  renders  readers  and  critics  polite. 
!My  Aunt  says  —  though  scarce  on  such  points  one 

can  credit  her  — 
He   was   Lady  Jane  Thingumbob's  last  novel's 
editor. 
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'Tis  certnia  the  fBsbioii*!  Isut  newlj  invented  ; 

TuS  him,  ye  Jonmalf  of  the  Lord,^ 

And,  quick  bm  \he  change  of  all  things  aod  all 

Twin  proacri,  Watchman  and  Record  ! 

n^inii  is, 

Jofimals  reserved  for  realms  of  bliss, 

^y|lo  knows  bat,  w  authors,  like  girlm^nre  presented. 

Being  much  too  good  to  «eU  in  this. 

We,  girU,  miiy  be  etlited  iooo  at  St  Jaraei'i  ? 

Prepare^  ye  wealthier  Saints,  your  dinners, 

t  must  now  clooe  my  letter  —  tbcre*8  Aunt,  in  fbll 

Ye  Spinsters,  spread  your  tea  and  crumpets ; 
And  you,  ye  countless  Tracts  for  Sltmen, 

Wunts  to  take  mn  to  hear  aorne  great  Irvingite 

Blow  all  your  little  penny  trum|>ets. 
He  comes,  the  reverend  man,  to  tell 

preach. 

To  all  who  Bt ill  the  Church's  part  take, 

God  forgive  me,  Fm  not  much  indin'd,  I  most  say, 

Tales  of  parsonic  woe,  thai  well 

To  go  and  sit  still  to  be  preach 'd  at,  to-day. 

Might  make  ev'n  grim  [>is.-enter*B  heart  ache  :  — 

And,  besides — 'twill  be  ail  against  dancing,  no  doubt. 

or  ten  whole  Bishops  snatch'd  away 

Whieh  my  poor  Aunt  abhors,  with  such  hatred 

For  ever  from  the  light  of  day  ; 

devout. 

(With  God  knows,  tcK>,  how  many  more. 

That,  so  far  from  presenliog  yoting  nymphs  with 

For  whom  ibal  doom  h  yet  in  store)  — 

a  bead, 

Of  Hectors  cruelly  compeird 

For  their  skill  in  the  dance,  tw  of  Herod  ia  said, 

From  Bath  and  Cheltenham  to  hoHte  home, 

She'd  wish  their  own  hcaiis  io  the  plnlter,  instead. 

BecDUBe  the  tithes,  by  Pat  withheld. 

There,  again  —  coming,  Ma'om  I  —  I'll  write  more. 

Will  not  to  Bath  or  Cheltenhion  come  j 

1 

if  I  can. 

Nor  will  the  Hocks  consent  to  pay 

1 

Before  the  poet  goe«. 

Their  parsons  thus  to  stay  away  ;  — 

Your  affectionate  Fan. 

Though,  with  such  parsons,  one  may  doubt 
If  "tisn't  money  well  laid  out;  — 

\ 

Four^'ctficA, 

Of  all,  in  short,  and  each  degree 

Such  a  sermon  \ — -though  not  about  dancing,  my 

Of  that  once  happy  Hierarchy, 

dear  •, 

Which  us'd  to  roll  in  wealth  go  pleasantly  j 

*Twa«  only  on  the'  end  of  the  world  being  near. 

But  now,  alaa,  is  doam'd  to  see 

Eighteen  Hundred  and  Forty't  the  year  that  some 

Its  surplus  brought  to  nonplus  presently  I 

iitate 

As  the  time  for  that  accident — some  Forty  *Eight : ' 

Such  are  the  themes  lb  is  man  of  pathoa. 

And  I  own,  of  the  two,  I'd  prefer  much  the  latter, 

Priest  of  prote  and  Lord  of  bathos, 

As  then  !  shall  be  an  old  maid,  and  'iwo'n't  matter. 

Will  preach  and  preach  t'ye,  till  you*re  dull 

Once  more,  lo ve,  good^hy  e — 1 '  ve  to  m  a  k  e  a  n  e  w  c«  p ; 

again  ; 

Bnt  am  now  io  dead  tir'd  with  tins  horrid  mishap 

Then,  hail  him.  Saints;,  with  joint  acclaim. 

1 

Of  the  end  of  the  wnrlJ,  that  I  mwtt  take  a  nap. 

Shout  to  the  stars  his  tuneful  name. 
Which  Murtagh  u^n^,  ere  known  to  fame, 
But  now  is  Mortimer  0" Mulligan  I 

AU  true,  Dick,  true  as  youYe  alive — 

\ 

LETTER  IV. 

Fve  seen  him,  some  hours  atnce,  arrive, 
Murtagh  is  come,  the  great  Itinerant — 

rnoM    PATltlCK    MAG  AN,    KSQ,    TO   THE    JLKV, 

And  Tuesday,  in  the  market-place, 

Intends,  to  every  saint  and  sinner  in*t, 
To  state  what  he  calls  Irehmd'*  Case ; 

Hk  comes  from  Erin*»  speeehful  shore 

Meaning  thereby  the  ease  of  hix  ihop,.— 

Like  fervid  kettle,  bubbling  o'er 

Of  curate,  vicar,  rector,  bishop, 

With  hot  effusions  —  hot  and  weak  j 

And  all  those  other  grades  seraphic^ 

Sound,  Humbug,,  all  your  hoi  lowest  dnunt. 

That  make  men's  souhi  their  special  traflie. 

He  comes,  of  Erin  s  niartyrdomf 

Though  earing  not  a  pin  u^lu'ch  way 

To  Britain's  well-fed  Church  to  speak* 

The*  erratic  souls  go,  so  they  pa^*  — 

to  be  a  dlfTcrMCV  crolj  «C  Bliout  two  «.r  litres  yrir*  nmong  the 
mpfctlvp   rakulaton.     M.   \l|jlit>ti»o  Nicole,   Ducietir  pti 

or  1S47.   **  A  rdto  fpoqup,**  tw  Uft,  *'  iH  IMMm  pnitral  m* 
p^rrr  d«»  TO«r  »*Hlbcli»ef  It  purtOeatloa  du  Sanciaalr*.** 
•  '•  Our  anikoas  desir*  U  Io  he  found  on  Uw  sld*  of  llw 

Droit,  ct  AtMit,  »«ral|  doubti  whether  It  U  lo  Lnb  ki  IMC 

Lord."  —  Jbevrtf  Ntwtpmper, 

k 

■ 
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Just  as  some  roguish  coantry  nurae. 

Who  takes  a  foundling  babe  to  suckle. 
First  pops  the  payment  in  her  purse. 

Then  leaves  poor  dear  to — suck  its  knuckle : 
Even  so  these  reverend  rigmaroles 
Pocket  the  money  —  starve  the  souls. 
Murtagh,  however,  in  his  glory. 
Will  tell,  next  week,  a  di£ferent  story ; 
Will  make  out  all  these  men  of  barter. 
As  each  a  saint,  a  downright  martyr. 
Brought  to  the  stake — i.  e.  a  beef  onet 
Of  all  their  martyrdoms  the  chief  one  ; 
Though  try  them  even  at  this,  they'll  bear  it. 
If  tender  and  wash'd  down  with  claret 

Meanwhile  Miss  Fudge,  who  loves  all  lions, 
Your  saintly,  next  to  great  and  high  'uns — 
(A.  Viscount,  be  he  what  he  may. 
Would  cut  a  Saint  out,  any  day,) 
Has  just  announced  a  godly  rout. 
Where  Murtagh's  to  be  first  brought  out. 
And  shown  in  his  tame,  week-day  state : — 
**  Prayers,  half-past  seven,  tea  at  eight." 
Even  so  the  circular  missive  orders — 
Pink  cards,  with  cherubs  round  the  borders. 

Haste,  Dick — you're  lost,  if  you  lose  time  ; 

Spinsters  at  forty-five  grow  giddy 
And  Murtagh,  with  his  tropes  sublime, 

Will  surely  carry  off  old  Biddy, 
Unless  some  spark  at  once  propose. 
And  distance  him  by  downright  prose. 
That  sick,  rich  squire,  whose  wealth  and  lands 
All  pass,  they  say,  to  Biddy's  hands, 
(The  patron,  Dick,  of  three  fat  rectories !) 
Is  dying  of  angina  pectoris; — 
So  that,  unless  youVe  stirring  soon, 

Murtagh,  that  priest  of  puff  and  pelf. 
May  come  in  for  a  honey-moon, 

And  be  the  man  of  it,  himself! 

As  fbr  me,  Dick — 'tis  whim,  'tis  folly. 
But  this  young  niece  absorbs  mo  wholly. 
*Tis  true,  the  giri's  a  vile  verse-makor — 

Would  rhyme  all  nature,  if  you'd  let  her; 

But  even  her  oddities,  plague  take  her. 

But  make  me  love  her  all  the  better. 
Too  true  it  is,  she's  bitten  sadly 
With  this  new  rage  for  rhyming  badly, 
Which  late  hath  seiz'd  all  ranks  and  classes, 
Down  to  that  new  Estate,  "  the  masses  ; 

Till  one  pursuit  all  taste  combines — 
One  common  rail-road  o'er  Parnassus, 
Where,  sliding  in  those  tuneful  grooves, 
Call'd  couplets,  all  creation  moves, 

And  the  m  hole  world  runs  mad  in  lines. 


Add  to  all  this — what*t  eren  gdll  wone^ 
Ab  rhyme  itself^  tboogfa  still  a  coTBe, 
Sounds  better  to  a  chinkiog  pane  — 
Scarce  sixpence  hath  my  charmer  got. 
While  I  can  muster  just  a  groat ; 
So  that,  computing  self  and  Venoa, 
Tenpence  would  clear  the'  amount  between  \ 

However,  things  may  yet  prove  better  :  — 

Meantime,  what  awful  length  of  letter ! 

And  how,  while  heaping  thoa  with  gibes 

The  Pegasus  of  modem  scribes. 

My  own  small  hobby  of  fkrrago 

Hath  beat  the  pace  at  which  eren  th^  go? 


LETTER  V. 

FROM    LARRT  0*BRANIGAN,  IN   ENOI.AND,    TO    HIS 
WIPE  JUDT,   AT  MDULINAFAD. 

Dear  Judy,  I  sind  you  this  bit  of  a  letther. 

By  mail-coach  conveyance  —  for  want  of  a  bet- 

ther  — 
To  tell  you  what  luck  in  this  world  I  have  had 
Since  I  left  the  sweet  cabin,  at  Mullinafibd. 
Och,  Judy,  that  night  I  —  when  the  pig  which  we 

meant 
To  dry-nurse,  in  the  parloor,  to  pay  off  the  rent, 
Julianna,  the  craythur — that  name  was  the  death 

of  her » — 
Gave  us  the  shlip  and  we  saw  the  last  breath  of 

her! 
And  there  were  the  childher,  six  innocent  sowls. 
For  their  nate  little  play-fellow  tuning  up  howU ; 
While  yourself,  my  dear  Judy  (though  grievin's  a 

folly), 
Stud  over  Julianna*s  remains,  melancholy — 
Cryin*^  half  for  the  craythur,  and  half  for  the  money, 
"  Arrah,  why  did  ye  die  till  we*d  sowl'd  yon,  my 

honey  ? " 

But  God's  will  be  done!  —  and  then,  faith,  sure 

enough, 
As  the  pig  was  desaiced,  'twas  high  time  to  be  aS. 
So  we  gother*d  up  all  the  poor  duds  we  could  catch, 
Lock'd  the  owld  cabin-door,  put  the  kay  in  the 

thatch. 
Then  tuk  laaveof  each  other*s  sweet  lips  in  the  dark. 
And  set  off,  like  the  Chrishtians  tum'd  out  of  the 

Ark; 

I 
^  The  Iri»h  peasantry  arc  rerj  fond  of  glTlng  fine  names  tn 
thrir  piKS-    I  have  heard  of  one  Instance  in  which  a  eouple  of    I 
young  pigs  were  named,  at  their  Mrtb,  Abelard  and  Eldaa.       I 
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Thc  iix  chUdh<;r  vflth  yoo,  my  df  ar  Jody,  ochone ! 
And  poor  I  wid  myself,  k-ft  condolirj*  aloDP. 

How  I  came  to  this  England^  oVr  &ay  and  o^er 

laDd^i 
And  wlmt  cnicl  hard  walkin'  I'v^-'had  on  my  hands, 
1b,  nt  this  pre  Bent  writ  in',  too  tndioujii  to  Kpeuk^ 
So  rU  mint  ion  it  all  in  a  postscript,  neit  week:  — 
Only  starved  I  was,  surely,  as  thin  as  &  lath, 
Till  I  came  to  an  up-and-down  place  they  call  Bath, 
Where,  us  luck  was,  I  mAnag'd  to  make  a  meal's 

meat, 
By  dhragginowldljidieftallday  Ihronghthe  streets 
Which  their  docthors  (who  pocket,  like  fun^  the 

pound  starlins,) 
Have  hrought  into  fashion  to  pksc  ihe  owld  darlins. 
Div'l  a  boy  in  all  Bath,  though  /  say  it,  could  carry 
The  grannie*  up  hill  half  so  handy  a-s  Larry  i 
And  th(i  highcrthcy  li v'd,  like  owld  crows,  in  the  air, 
Tlie  more  /  was  wanted  lo  Ing  tJiera  up  there. 

But  luck  has  two  handlefli  dear  Judy,  they  ftay. 
And  mine  has  hoth  handles  put  on  the  wrong  wmy, 
For»  pondherin',  one  mom,  on  adrame  I'd  just  had 
Of  yourself  and  the  buhbies,  at  Muilitiafad, 
Och^  there  came  o  er  my  sinses  so  pla*in'aflutther. 
That  I  BpiU  an  owld  Counteu  right  clane  in  the 

gntther, 
Muff,  feathers  and  aU  1  —  the  descinl  was  most 

awful, 
And  —  what  was  Btil!  wor»e,  faith —  I  knew  'twas 

unlawful : 
For,  ihough,  with  mere  women^  no  very  great  evil, 
To*  upset  an  owld  Countess  in  Bath  Is  the  dJvil ! 
So,  liftin'  the  chair,  with  Uerself  safe  upon  it, 
(For  nothin'  atiout  her  was  ktitt  but  her  bonnet,) 
Without  even  mentionin*  ''  By  yonr  lave,  ma'am," 
t  tuk  to  my  heels  and  --^  here,  Judy^  I  am ! 

What*s  the  umne  of  this  towti  I  c&n't  say  very  well^ 
Eat  your  heart  sure  will  jmnp  wheo  yotihear  what 

befell 
Your  own  beautiful  Lnrry,  the  verj-  first  day, 
(And  a  Simday  it  was»  shin  in"  out  mighty  gay*) 
When  his  brogues  to  this  city  of  luck  found  their 

way. 
Bein'  hungry,  God  help  tne^  and  happenin  to  stop. 
Just  lo  dine  on  the  shmell  of  a  past hry -cook's  shop, 
I  saxr,  in  the  window,  a  large  printed  paper, 
And  read  there  a  nakme,  oeh  \  that  made  in^  heart 

caper  — 
Though  printed  it  was  in  some  qiinre  A  B  Ct 
That  might  Iwnher  a  schoolmastber^  let  alone  nte. 
By  gor,  you'd  have  laiigh'd,  Judy,  could  youVe  but 

listened, 
As,  duubtin*,  I  cried,  **  why  it  ul — no,  it  un*t:  ** 


But  it  was^  after  all  — for,  by  apelliti*  quite  slow, 
First  1  miide  out  '*  Rev.  Mortimer"  —  ihenagreal 

-or* 

And,  at  lost,  by  hard  readin'  and  rackin'  my  skull 

again, 
Out  it  came,  tiate  as  imported,  ^'O'MulIigan  I" 

Up  I  jumped,  like  a  sky-lark»  my  jewel,  at  thai 

name,  — 
DiVl  a  doubt  on  my  mind,  but  hmuxt  be  the  same. 
**  Mafither  Murthagh,  lumsel^'^  says  I,  **all  the 

world  over  1 
My  own  fosther-br other — by  jinks,  I'm  in  clover* 
Though  jf/HTf,  in  the  play-bill,  he  figures  so  grand, 
Ortf  wet-nurse  it  was  brought  us  itofh  up  by  hand, 
And  he'll  not  let  me  shtanc  in  the  iocmy's land !" 

Well,  to  make  a  long  hlshtory  short,  niver  doubt 
But  I  managed,  in  no  time,  to  find  the  lad  out ; 
And  the  joy  of  the  meetin*  betliuxt  him  and  me. 
Such  a  pair  of  owld  cumrognea  —  was  charmin'  lo 

see. 
Kor  is  Murthagh  less  plas'd  with  the'  evint  than 

/  am. 
As  he  joJit  then  was  wanting  a  Valley -de-sham  ; 
And,  for  dressitt  a  gintleman,  one  way  or  t'other. 
Your  tune  Irish  lad  is  bey  ant  every  other. 

But  now,  Judy,  conies  the  iiuare  part  of  the  case ; 
And,  in  throih,  it*s  the  only  drawbai:k  on  my  place, 
*Twas  Murihagh's  ill  luck  to  be  crosi'd,  as  you 

know. 
With  ao  awkward  miahfortiinesome  short  time  agO| 
That*s  to  say,  he  turn'd  Protestant  —  tt7iy,  I  can*l 

laro  ;* 
But,  of  coorse,  he  knew  best,  an'  it's  not  wy  conaam. 
All  I  kaow  is,  we  both  were  good  Cath'lics,  at  nurse, 
Aod  myself  am  so  still— narther  betlher  nor  worse. 
Well,  our  bargain  was  all  right  and  light  in  a  jiffey. 
And  ladfl  more  contint  never  yet  left  the  Lifley, 
When   Murthagh  —  or  Morthimer,   as   hc*s  mow 

chrisben*d 
Wis  name  being  eoovarled,  at  laist,  if  Ae  i?n't  — 
Lotikin'  sly  at  me  (fiytb,  'twas  divariin*  to  see) 
»*  O/roftrut^  you're  a  Protestant,  Larry."  says  he* 
liprm  which  says  myself,  wid  a  wink  just  as  shly, 
"  is't  a  ProtestaDiP^oh  yes.  I  am,  sir,"  says  I ;  — 
And  there  the  chat  ended,  and  divH  a  more  word 
Controvnrsial  between  us  has  since  then  occurr'd. 

Wliat  Murthagh  could  mane,  and,  in  troth,  Judy 

dear, 
What  / fl»v«<'//' meant,  dm'fio't  seero  mighty  clear; 
But  the  thruth  is,  though  still  for  the  Owld  Light  a 

stickler, 
I  was  just  then  too  shtarv'd  to  be  over  parUclar : — 
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And,  God  knows,  between  us,  i  comJcler  piiif 
Of  twin  Profestanls  cout(la*t  be  seen  riny  where. 

Next  Tuesday  {m  towld  in  the  plaj-bills  I  min- 

tioti^d. 
Addressed  tci  the  loyal  and  godly  intintlon'd,) 
Hi«    rivirence,    my   master,   comes    forwai"d    to 

preach, — 
Myself  doesn't  know  whether  isarmon  or  speech, 
But  it*s  all  one  to  him,  lie's  a  deud  htmd  at  each  j 
Like  as,  IWdys,  in  gin'ral,  whose  skill  in  orations 
Quite  bothers  the  blarney  of  all  other  nations. 

But,  whisKt! — there's  hii  Hivtreiice,  shotitia*  oat 
»  Urry;* 

And  sorrn  a  word  more  will  this  shmall  papercarry  i 
So,  here,  Judy,  ends  my  aliort  bit  of  a  k'tther. 
Which,  faix,  Td  have  made  a  much  bigger  aad 

betther, 
But  dhf']  a  one  Po«t-ofllce  hole  in  this  town 
Fit  to  swallow  a  daceQt  siz'd  billy -dux  down. 
So  good  luck  10  the  childer  I  —  tell  Molly,  I  love 

her-» 
Kiaa  Oonagb's  sweet  moutb,  and  kiis  Katty  all 

over  — 
Not  forgetlin'  the  mark  of  the  red  currant  whiskey 
She  got  at  the  fair  when  yourself  was  so  frisky. 
The  heavens  be  your  bed  1  —  1  will  write^  when  I 

can  ag;ain, 
Yom^  to  the  world's  t:nd, 

Lareiy  O'Bhanioak. 


LETTER   VI. 

FHOM    IttBB    UlDDlf    rillKJE,    TO    MR«. 
ELIZA  BETU  — ^      -. 

How  I  ^ieve  you're  not  with  us  I — pray,  come,  if 

you  can, 
Ere  we're  robb'd  of  this  dear  oratorical  man, 
VTho  combines  in  himself  all  the  multiple  glory 
Of  Orangeman,  Saint,  ^Monr/airo  Papist  aud  Tory; — 
,, Choice  mixture  I  like  that  from  which,  duly  con- 
founded. 
The  best  sort  of  brtmM  was,  in  old  times,  com- 
pounded) — 
The  sly  and  the  saintly,  the  worldly  and  godly, 
All  fu«'ddown  in  brogue  so  delicioosly  oddly  ! 
In  short,  he's  a  fknr — and  such  audiences  draws. 
Such  lotid  peal»  of  taugbler  and  fthout^  of  applause, 
As  can^t  but  do  good  to  the  Protestant  cause. 


h 


PiK)r  dear  Irish  Chureli  1 — he  tonlajr  idtdefaM  i 

view 
Of  her  hifitory  aud  prospects,  to  me  at  least  new* 
And  whicb  (if  it  kiAe*  as  it  ought)  must  arode 
T  be  w  bole  Christian  w orld  her  j  ost  rights  to  e^iooK; 
As  to  reasoning — you  koow,  dear,  that's  im>w  e^oo 

xise. 
People  still  will  their  /fie£#  and  dry  ,/i^uret  produce. 
As  if  saving  the  »ouls  of  a  Protestant  flock  ver« 
A  thiujpj  to  be  mocag'd  ♦*  according  to  Cocker  \ " 
In  vain  do  we  say,  (when  rude  radicals  hector 
At  paying  some  thousands  a  year  to  a  Rectar, 
In  places  where  Protestants  nether  ^t  ictfre,) 
•*  Who  knows  but  young  Protestants  muiqf  be  bon 

there?" 
And  granting  such  accident,  think,  what  a  shame. 
If  they  didn't  find  Hector  and  Clerk  when  they 

camel 
It  is  clear  that,  without  sach  a  staff  oo  faM  pay, 
These  little  Church  embryos  mu»t  go  astiay ; 
And,   while  fools  arc  computing   what    Farsooj 

would  cost,  [loitt  T 

Precious  souls  are  meanwhile  to  the'  EatabUshment 

In  vain  do  we  put  the  case  sensibly  thus ;  — 
They'll  still  with  their  figures  aud  facts  make  a  fbfs, 
And  ask  **  if,  while  all,  choosing  each  hii  own  rciad, 
Journey  on,  as  we  can,  tovi  arda  the  Heavenly  A  bode. 
It  is  right  that  set^en  eights  of  the  tniTeUeta  ahoold 

pay 
For  one  eighth  that  goes  quite  a  different  way?* — 
Just  as  if^  foolish  people,  this  woraX  in  rc^ity, 
A  prof»f  of  the  Church's  extreme  liberality. 
That,  ibougli  hating  Popery  in  ather  respeets. 
She  to  Catholic  mvney  in  no  way  objects ; 
And  so  libenil  her  very  best  Saints,  in  this  sense. 
That  they  even  go  to  heaven  at  the  Catholic's  ex- 
pense. 

But,  though  clear  to  our  minds  all  these  argnmentsbe^ 
People  cannot  or  wUl  not  their  cogency  see ; 
Aud,  I  grieve  to  confess,  did  the  poor  Irish  Church 
Stated  OD  reasoning  alone,  she'd  be  left  in  the 

lurch. 
It  was  therefore,  dear  Lixxy,  with  joy  most  siiic<re» 
That  I  beard  this  nice  Reverend  O'  ^ometiSrtii^  weVe 

here. 
Produce,  from  the  depths  of  his  knowledge  and 

reading, 

A  view  of  that  marvellous  Church,  far  Gxcceding, 
In  novelty,  fnrcc,  and  profoundness  of  thought. 
All  that  Irving  biniself,  in  bis  glory,  e'er  taught. 

Looking  through  tlie  whole  history,  presenl  and 

past. 
Of  the  Irish  Law  Church,  iWim  the  first  to  the  last  s 
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Consideritig  how  sti-angc  its  original  blrlh — 
Sucli  II  thiog  having  never  before  been  ou  eartJi  — 
How  oppoifi'd   to   ihti   iDStinct,   the  law,  and  the 

force 
Of  nature  and  reason  1ms  been  its  whole  course  ; 
Through  centaries  encounfring  rep ug nances  re- 
sistance, I 
Soom,  hate,  execration — yet  still  in  existiince! 
Considering  all  this^  the  coticlusion  he  draws  | 
Is  tliat  Nature  exempts  this  one  Church  from  her 

laws — 
That  Reason^  doijiib-fouuder*d,  gives  up  the  dis- 
pute. 
And  before  the  portentous  anomaly  stands  mute  ;*-* 
Thut,,  in  short,  Yis  a  Miracle!— and,  oftce  begun^ 
And   transmitted   through   ages,   from   father   to 

SOUf 

For  the  honour  of  mirajcles,  ought  to  go  qh. 

Never  yet  v^oi  conclusion  so  cogent  and  sound. 
Or  so  fitted  the  Cb arch's  weak  foes  to  coufound. 
For,  observe,  the  more  bw  nil  her  merits  they 

place. 
The  more  they  make  out  the  miraculous  case. 
And  the  more  all  good  Christians  must  deem  it 

profane 
To  disturb  such  a  prodigy's  marvellous  reign. 

A®  for  B<?riptural  proofs^  he  quite  plac'd  beyond 

doubt 
That  the  whole  in  the  Apocalypse  may  be  found 

out. 
As  clear  and  well-prov'd,  he  would  venture  to 

swear, 
As  any  thing  else  has  been  tver  found  there:  — - 
I  *  While  the  mode  in  which,  bless  the  dejir  fellow, 

he  deals 
With  thut  whole  lot  of  vials  and  trumpets  and 

seals^ 
And  the  ease  with  which  vial  on  vial  he  strings. 
Shows  him  quite  a  Jirst-rate  at  all  these  sort  of 

ihings. 

So  much  for  theology :  —  as  for  the^  affairs 

Of  this  temporal  world — the  light,  drawing-room 

cares 
And  gay  toils  of  the  toilet,  which,  God  knows,  I 

seek, 
From  Qo  love  of  such  things^  but  io  humltleness 

meek, 
And  to  he,  as  the'  Apostle  was,  *^  weak  with  the 

weak," 
Thou  wilt  find  quite  enough  (till  I'm  soraewlutt 

less  busy) 
tn  the'  extracts  inclosed,  my  dear  news-loving 

Lizzy. 


EXTRACTS   FBOM  Ul  DUUIY, 

Last  night,  having  nought  more  holy  to  do, 
W^rote  a  lelter  to  dear  Sir  Andrew  Agncw, 
About  the  *'  Do-uothing-on-Suuday-Club/' 
Which  we  wish  by  some  shorter  rimiie  to  dub:  — 
As  the  use  of  more  vowels  and  consonants 
Than  a  Christian,  on  Sunday,  rvallt/  wants. 
Is  a  grievance  that  ougtit  to  be  done  away, 
And  tbe  Alphabet  left  to  rest,  that  day. 

Sir  Andrew's  answer  ! — but,  shocking  to  say, 

Being  franked  unthinkingly  yesterday, 

To  tbe  horror  of  Agncws  yirt  unborn, 

It  arriv'd  on  this  blessed  Sunday  mom  I !  — 

How  shocking  ! — ^the  postman's  self  cried  "  ghame 

oo*t," 
Seeing  the'  immaculate  Andreii'K  name  on*t !! 
What  will  the  Club  do?^meet,  no  doubt 
Tis  a  matter  that  touches  the  Class  Devout^ 
And  tbe  friends  of  the  Sabbath  must  speak  out 

Saw  t«>-day,  at  tlie  raffle — and  saw  it  with  pain  — 
That  tliose  stylush  Filsswigrams  begin  todre&s  plain* 
Even  gay  little  Sophy  smart  trunmingsrenounct'S — 
She,  who  long  has  stood  hy  me  through  all  sort* 

of  tlounces. 
And  showed,  by  upholding  the  toilet's  sweet  rites, 
That  we,  girls,  may  he  Christians,  without  being 

frights. 
This,  I  own,  much  alarms  me ;  for  though  ooeV 

religious,  [hideous ; 

And  strict  and  ^  all  that,  there's  no  need  to  be 
And  why  a  nice  bonnet  should  stand  in  the  way 
Of  one's  going  to  heaven,  'tisn't  easy  to  say. 

Thi'n,  there's  Gimp,  the  poor  thing — if  her  custom 

we  drop» 
Pray,  what's  to  become  of  ber  soul  and  her  shop  f 
If  by  saints  like  ourselves  no  more  orders  are  gtveOt 
She'll  lose  all  the  interest  she  now  takes  in  heaven ; 
And  this  nice  little  "  lire-brand,  plackM  from  the 

burning," 
May  fall  in  again  at  the  very  next  turning. 

Mtm.  —  To  write  to  the  India  Mission  Society; 
Aud  send  jtSU  —  heavy  tax  upon  piety  I 

Of  all  Indian  luxuries  we  now-o-days  bosst. 
Making  "Company's  Chrtstians * **  perhapi  costs 
the  Euost 

<  Tilt  llOa  givep  bf  d>«  Mllvot  t<i  tuch  «r  ihdr  cousttry- 
,  OMin  SI  bfioonie  con? «rts. 


MOORE'S  WORKa 


And  the  wont  of  il  u,  tJut  thete  ooiiTerti  fnD 


Hsiring  liT^d  in  mtr  &Tth,  mo9tlv  die  in  ibeir  oim,* 
Praj^tng  bard»  at  the  last,  to  tome  god  who^  thej 

say, 
When  Incarnate  on  earth,  used  ta  steal  earda  and 

wliejr.  • 
Think,  how  horrid,  my  dear ! — lo  that  all's  throvn 

awaj ; 
And  (what  is  still  worse)  for  the  mm  and  the  rice 
Tliej  consom*d^  while  belieters,  we  saints  pay  the 

price. 

Still  *tts  chi«ering  to  find  that  we  do  sare  a  few— 
The  Il4?tM>rt  gives  six  Christians  for  Cunnang- 

eodoo; 
Doorkotchutn  reckons  seven,  and  four  Trcvandrum, 
While  but  one  and  a  haiVs  left  at  Cooroopadiinu 
In  this  lAst'mention'd  place  ^tis  the  barbers  enslave 

For,  once   they  tnrn  Christians,  do  barber  will 
shave  'em.' 

To  atijne  for  this  rather  small  Heathen  amoant, 
Some  Papists,  mm'd  Christians^,  are  tack'd  to  the' 

account 
Atid  though,  to  catch  Papists;  one  needn't  go  so  far. 
Such  fish  are  worth  hooking,  wherever  they  are  ^ 
And  noti\  when  so  great  of  such  converts  the  luck  is, 
Otte    Papist   wdl   canght    is   worth    millions    of 

Black  ics. 

Fridajf. 

Last  night  had  a  dream  so  odd  and  funny, 

I  cannot  resist  recording  it  here.  — 
Blethought  that  the  Geciius  of  Matrimony 

Before  me  stood,  with  a  joyous  leer^ 
Leading  a  husband  in  each  hand, 

And  both  for  m<f,  which  look'd  rather  queer  j  — 

^  Of  f  uch  rclap^ff  we  Qnd  Ipfiutaenible  tnituncea  id  tha 
accounts  of  th<  l^llstloturio*. 

»  The  god  Kriihnii.  one  of  lh«  tticarrmtinni  nf  the  god 
Vlihuu.  "  One  day  (mji  tJift  Oha^ATarA)  Krlthna't  play- 
fellt^wi  coin  plained  to  Tuwin  tluit  he  hul  piHcted  and  ate 
thelt  ciirdi." 

^  "  HatM*n  wnnta  ihftrlnft ;  bul  the  burber  hi*re  will  not  do 
It,  He  ii  nin  away  lest  he  ihoutd  t>e  compi'llwl^  He  najri 
h«  will  «ot  fhave  Yeioo  Kreoif*  pi-opic,"—  ffapt*  Minion 
ScfCiirt^^  vol.  ii.  p.  493, 

*  in  the  rtfportft  of  the  Mliilonarfet,  1h<>  Ilonuin  Calhnlkfl 
arc  iiltnott  ftlwayi  claimed  along  with  the  llcathon.  **  I  hsTe 
extended  my  Ubourt,  (i.iji  Jamei  Yviirilnfr,  kn  a  Et^purt  fur 
JsaiJ  to  the  HcathMi^  Mahometiiani,  an^l  Haitian  rathoHcj/' 
".The  Heathen  and  RomEin  CMhoUr*  In  tlila  neiffhtjourhfxjd 
(tiiyi  another  rnltiionary  fr>r  the'  year  IS3S)  are  not  IndllTerent, 
but  wlthttond,  rnther  than  yie\d  to,  the  force  of  imth/' 

*'  An  arcoutit  of  these  Pa^ericourt  Conireriaiioneit  (under 
the  direct  prt^Jildencj  of  L^rd  Ilodmi),  ai  well  m  a  lit!  of  the 
tubjpdi  tUtcuiied  at  (he  dinerent  mi^tioiTB,  tf^ny  be  found  hi 
tha  ChrUtUtn  Hernld  for  the  month  of  December,  ]!432.  The 
following  ii  a  tp<?citncn  of  th«  nature  of  tha  quetU^o  «ul»- 


Ow  I  could  perfeetly  tmd^vtand. 

Bat  why  tbeire  were  £100  wasa^  qaite  so  clear. 
*Twas  meant,  however,  I  sooo  could  see. 

To  a^urd  me  a  chaict^n  moat  excellent  plan; 
And — who  should  this  brace  of  candidates  be, 

But  MesarL  CMnlUgan  arid  ^lagan  :  — 
A  thing,  I  soppose,  nnheard  of  till  then. 
To  dream,  at  oocei  of  ittv  Irishmen !  — 
That  handsome  Magan,  too,  with  wing*  00  bii 
shoulders 

(Por  all  this  pasB*d  in  the  realms  of  the  Etcst,) 
And  qaiie  a  creature  to  daszle  beholders ; 

While  even  0*Mnlligan,  feathered  and  drest 

As  an  elderly  cherub,  was  looking  his  best. 
Ah  Liz,  you,  who  know  me,  scarce  can  doubt 
As  to  lehich  of  the  two  I  singled  ottt. 
Bnt — awful  to  tell — when,  aU  in  dread 

Of  losing  so  bright  a  vision's  charma, 
I  grasped  at  Magan,  his  image  fled. 
Like  a  mist,  away,  and  I  found  bat  the  bead 

Of  O'Mulligao,  wings  and  aU,  in  my  arms  ! 
The  Angel  had  flown  to  sotne  nest  divine. 
And  the  elderly  Cherub  alone  was  mine  f 
Heigho !  — it  is  certain  that  foolish  T^*giiTi 
Either  can't  or  tm'n't  see  that  he  might  be  tlie  man; 
And,   perhaps,   dear — who    knows^ — if   nought 

belter  befall 
But^ — O' Mulligan  may  be  the  man,  after  alL 

N.B. 
Next  week  m^n  to  have  my  first  scriptural  roaC, 
For  the  speciul  discussioii  of  matters  devoat ;  — 
Like  those  soir^^^  at  Powersoourt  \  so  jnstlj  Tt* 

nown'd, 
For  the  zeal  with  which  doctrine  and  negus  wco^ 

round ; 
Tho«e  theology  routs  which  the  pious  LordR — >d — n, 
That  pink  of  Christianity^  first  set  the  mode  in  ; 

taltted  la  ih«  i>0(m|i«iiy  t  —  "  Mmdtv  Epming,  Si>  tf'dbrA, 
St-ptefntter  24,  l«aa.  — '  An  eaamltuitlan  Into  the  <taolAi(on* 
given  in  Vtm  Sew  Tettaineot  from  the  Old.  with  their  coo- 
nection  and  explanation,  vit.lkc.  Ac/— irrrfufjrfiiy,— '  Should 
we  expect  a  per»«ifia]  Anlichritt  ?  and  t'*  trkom  *citt  kt  *r  rr- 
reatrdj'  8tc.  *c,  —  Frwftjy.  — '  Whiit  light  doet  Scripture 
throw  on  preJMrtit  crinit*,  ^nd  their  moral  character  ?  H'Aotf  it 
next  t0  bf  tookeifftfr  or  c^ptct^d  f"  6ic. 

The  rapid  presreiA  made  at  thei*  tea  partlef  In  aetlllnff 
poluU  of  Script uris.  m«y  be  judged  ftrrtu  a  ps^^lf^f^  ••>  '►>« 
account  given  of  one  of  their  evenlaft.  by  tlie  Ctulftltfi 
Herald  t  — 

'*  On  Daniel  a  food  de^l  of  light  wa*  thrown,  and  th?-re  waa 
lome,  T  think  nut  to  much,  perhnpt,  upon  the  KcvLUtlont ; 
though  particular  partj  of  It  were  dlieuiaed  « 1th  coniiileral^ta 
:iieeei»tun  nf  knowledge.  ThiH-e  wu  aoino  rery  lnt«mfttnf 
Inquiry  at  to  the  quotation  of  the  Old  Trttament  in  the  Now  ; 
pAftlculatly  on  the  poi^t,  wh«>ih«r  there  wai  anj  *  iireacr»mo4a- 
llon/  ur  whethef  thef  were  quoted  according  In  the  miod  of 
the  Spirit  in  the  Old  r  ihli  erairc  occailon  to  fAme  very  \%- 
tei'citing  derflopoirui  nf  SeHpture.  The  progreia- of  thai 
AnttchrUtlAii  poweri  wa«  ver|r  fuHf  diiicu»*«d/* 
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Whei^,  blessed  do  wn-poaring  3 '  from  tea  until  nine, 
The  Bubjectfl  lay  all  in  tbe  Prophecy  line  ;^^ 
Then,  sapper— €nd  then,  if  for  topics  Imrd  driven. 
From  thence  imtil  bed-time  to  Satan  was  given  ^ 
Wkile  E^»4— Q,  deep  read  ia  each  topic  and  tome, 
On  til  Buhjects  ((Specially  the  lost)  was  at  home. 


LETTER  VIL 

ntOH  UI8S  FANNr   VXIDaZ,   TO  UEH  COtJBXNf 
HISS    KITTY— , 

IRREGULAR  ODE. 


BiSbB  ilumbering  sonis  of  flowers. 
While  yet,  beneiitli  «ome  ncMrthcm  sky» 
Ungilt  by  beams^  img€mm*d  hy  showers, 
Tbey  wait  the  breath  of  summer  hours. 
To  wake  to  light  each  diamond  eye, 
And  let  loose  every  florid  ijgh  ! 

Bring  me  the  first-bom  ocean  waTei« 
From  out  those  deep  primeval  cav6t» 
Where  from  the  dawn  of  Time  theyVe  lain — 
The  Embryos  of  a  futitrk  Main  !^ — 
Untaught  as  yet,  young  things,  to  speak 

The  language  of  their  Pahent  Sea 
(Polyphlysbican*  nam*d  in  Greek), 
Though  Booot  too  soout  in  bay  and  creek. 
Round  startled  iste  and  wondering  peak. 

They'll  thunder  bud  an^i  loug  as  H£  I 

Bring  me,  from  Hecla's  iced  abode, 
Yoang  fires—* 

I  bad  got,  dear,  tbus  far  in  my  O0£, 
Intending  to  fill  the  whole  page  to  the  bottom. 
But,  having  invok'd  such  a  lot  of  flue  things, 
Flowers,  billowi  and  thunderbolts,  rainbows  and 
wings, 
Didn*t  know  what  to  do  with  em,  when  I  bad  got 

'era. 
The  truth  is^mj  thoughts  are  too  full,  at  this  minute, 

Of  past  MS8-  any  new  ones  to  try. 
Thii  very  nighfs  coach  brings  my  destiny  in  it  — 

Decides  the  great  question,  to  live  or  to  die  I 
And,  whether  I'm  henceforth  immortal  or  no, 
All  depends  on  the  answer  of  Simpkias  and  Co.  I 

I  »•  About  eight  o'clock  th»  Lord  bcfRn  to  pour  down  hii 
•  pirit  enpiouiljr  u|mn  um^for  th*f  b«d  «1I  bjr  thki  Uroc  oi- 
lentblod  in  my  rooin  for  the  purpotp  of  jtrijr«*  Th(j  down^ 
Ijourlnir  rooDniKKl  till  about  t?n  o'clock. "— Ix^tterfroni  M»irjr 
CMinpbeU  ta  the  Rev.  John  Caniii'bell,  &(  Row,  (diiUH!  Fcml. 


Youll  think,  love,  I  rave,  so  'tis  best  to  let  out 
The  whole  secret,  at  once — I  have  published  a 
Book  ■ !  I 
Yes,  an  actual  Book  :  — if  the  marvel  you  doubt, 

Y'ou  have  only  in  last  Monday  *s  Courier  to  took. 
And  you'll  find  ^'  This  day  published  by  Simpkins 

and  Co. 
A  Romaunt,  in  twelve  Cantoe,  entitled  *  Woe  WoeT 
Bj  Mis*  Fanny   F         ,  known  more  eommonlj- 

This  I  put  that  my  friends  mayn't  be  left  in  the  dark, 
But  may  guess  at  my  writing  by  knowing  my  mark. 

How  I  manag'd,  at  last,  this  great  deed  to  achieve. 
Is  itself  a  **  Romaunt"  whicli  you'd  scarce,  dear, 

believe  ; 
Nor  can  I  just  now,  being  aU  in  a  whirl. 
Looking  out  for  the  Magnet  3,  explain  it,  dear  girL 
SuflSce  it  to  say,  that  one  half  the  expense 
Of  thi^  leasehold  of  fame  for  long  centmries  hence*-- 
(Though  ''God  knows,"  as  aunt  sayet,  my  humble 

ambition 
Aspires  not  beyond  a  small  Second  Edition,) — 
One  half  the  whole  cost  of  the  paper  and  printing, 
Fve  managed  to  scrape  up,thii  year  past,  by  stinting 
My  own  little  wants  in  gloves,  ribands,  and  shoes. 
Thus  def^uding  the  toilet  to  fit  out  ttie  Muse  I 

And  who,  my  dear  Kitty,  would  not  do  the  same? 
What's  fan  de  Voiognt  to  the  sweet  breath  of  fame? 
Yards  of  riband  soon  end  —  but  tbe  measures  of 

rhyme* 
Dipp'd  in  hues  of  the  rainbow,  stretch  out  through 

all  time. 
Gloves  languish  and  fade  away,  pair  af^er  pair. 
While  couplets  shine  out,  but  the  brighter  for  wear, 
And  the  dancing-shoe's  gloss  in  an  evening  is  gone, 
While  light-footed  lyrics  through  ages  trip  on. 

The  remaining  expense,  trouble,  risk — and,  alas  I 
My  poor  copyright  too^ —  into  other  bands  pass ; 
And  my  friend,  the  Head  Dev'l  of  the  "  County 

Gazette  " 
(The  only  Mecajoas  Fve  ever  had  yet). 
He  who  set  up  in  type  my  first  juvenile  lays. 
Is  now  Set  up  by  them  for  the  rent  of  bis  days ; 
And  while  Gods  (as  my  **  Heathen  Mythology  '* 

says) 
Live  on  nought  bat  ambrosia,  his  lot  how  much 

sweeter 
To  live,  lucky  dev'l,  oo  a  young  lady's  metre  1 

carj.  Affiit  4. 1 830 J  firing  so  aocount  of  her  *'  miraculoua 
cure," 

«  Ujrmi  t^ctt  wbitt  thli  word  maaiit,  *tU  more  than  /can  :-> 
I  but  fiire't  M  I  sot  11  fbxmi  Hr.  Mafu*  F«  F. 

*  A  limy-camch  of  tb»t  Hams* 


^ 
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Am  for  piifftng — that  first  of  all  library  Tioous, 
And  easentml  alik(>  both  to  bards  and  ballooius^ 
As,  unless  well  supplied  with  inflation,  'tis  found 
Neither  bards  nor  balloons   budge  an  inch  from 

the  ground ;  — 
In  this  resp^KTt,  nought  eoutd  mora  proep'rous  befall ; 
As  my  friend  (fnr  no  less  this  kind  imp  Cfui  I  call) 
Knows  the  whole   world  of  crilica — the   ht/perit 

and  alL 
I  iupect  he  fa)ms«lf,  Indeed,  dabbles  in  rhyme. 
Which,  for  imps  diabolic,  is  not  the  first  time  i 
As  I've  heard  uncle  Bub  say*  'twas  known  among 

Gnostics, 
That  the    Dev'l   on  Two   Sticks  was  a  dev'I  at 

Acrostics. 

Btit  hark  !  there's  the  Ma^et  just  dash'd  la  from 

Town  — 
How  my  heart,  Kitty,  beata !  I  shall  surely  drop 

down, 
^rhat  awful  Court  Journal,  Gazette,  Atbcnicnni, 
All  ftiU  of  my  ho<»k  —  I  shall  siuk  wbea  I  see  *em. 
And  tlieo  the  great  point — whether  Simpkins  and 

Co. 
Are  ai'tually  pleas d  with  their  bargain  or  no!  — 

All's  delightful -^fiuch  praises  I— -I  really  fear 
That  this  |>oor  little  head  will  turn  giddy,  my  dt^rj 
Vve  but  time  now  to  st'iid  you  two  exquisite  scraps — 
All  the  rest  by  the  Magnet,  on  Moiulay,  perhaps. 

FROM  THE   **  MOANING   POST." 

'Tis  known  that  a  certain  distingiiishM  physician 
Prescribes,   for    dyspepsia,   a    course    of  light 

reading ; 
And  Ilhymes  by  young  Ladiea,  the  first,  fresh 

edition 
(Ere  erities  have  injur'd  their  powers  of  nutrition). 
Are  he  thinks,  for  weak  stomachs,  the  best  sort 

of  feeding. 
Satires  irrltate^ — love^soogs  are  found  calorific; 
But  smooth,  female  sonnets  he  deems  a  specific, 
And,  if  taken  at  bed*lime,  a  Pure  soporific- 
Among  works  of  this  kind,  the  most  phasing  we 

know, 
Is  a  volume  just  pnhl]sh*d  by  Simpkins  and  Co,, 
Where  all  such  in^p-edienU — the  flowery,  (he  sweet. 
And  the  gently  nareoiic — 'are  mix'd/vf  receipt. 
With  a  htmd  so  judicious,  we're  no  hesitation 
To  say  that  —  'bove  all,  for  the  young  generation  — 
'Tis  an  elegant,  soothing,  and  safe  preparation. 

IS^otti  Iterue^foT  readers,  whose  obj eel's  to  tthrp^ 
And  who  read,  in  their  nightcaps,  the  publishers  keep 
Good  fl re-proof  binding,  which  comes  very  cheap* 


AKECDOTE  —  FROM  THE   "  COUBT  JOCBlf  AU 

T  Other  night,  at  the  Countess  of  •  •  •'»  rout. 
An  amusiDg  event  was  much  whisper'd  about. 

It  was  said  that  Lord ,  at  the  Council,  tbat  da; 

Had,  more  than  once,  jump'd  from  bis  aeai^  Ij] 

a  rocket. 

And  flown  to  a  corner,  where — heedless,  they  say. 
How   the   country's    resources  were    sqoaiulei'd 

away  — 
He  kept  reading  some  papers  he'd  brouglit 

his  pocket. 
Some  tltought  them  despatches  from  Spam  or  the 

Turk, 
Others  swore  they  brought  word  we  hud  loat 

the  Mauritius; 
But  it  turn'd  out  'twas  only  Miss  Fudge's  new  work. 
Which  his  Lordship  devour'd  with  such   seal 

enpeditious — 
Messrs.  Simpkins  and  Co.,  to  avoid  all  delay, 
Hating  sent  It  in  sheets,  that  his  Lord&kip  might 

say, 
He  had  distanc'd  the  whole  reading  world  by  a 


day  I 


LETTER  VHL 


4 


FROM  BOB  runOE,  ESQ.,  TO  TSE  1KT«  MOttlTIKBE 

0'Miri4.JGAK. 

I  MtrcH  regret,  dear  Reverend  Sir, 

I  could  not  come  to  *  •  *  to  meet  you  ; 

But  this  curst  gout  wo'o't  let  mc  stir  — 
Ev'n  now  I  but  by  proxy  greet  you, 

As  this  vile  scrawl,  whate'er  its  setiae  ia. 

Owes  all  to  nn  amanuensis. 

Most  other  scourges  of  disease 

Reduce  men  to  extremilieji — 

But  gout  wo'n't  leave  one  even  tAese. 

From  all  my  sifter  writes,  I  see 
That  you  and  I  will  quite  agree. 
I'm  a  plain  man,  who  speak  the  truth. 

And  trust  you  11  think  me  not  uncivil, 
When  I  declare  that,  from  my  youth, 

I've  wish'd  your  country  at  the  devil  r 
Nor  can  I  doubt,  indeed,,  from  all 

I've  heard  of  your  high  patriot  fame  — 
From  every  word  your  Jips  let  fall  — 

That  you  most  truly  wish  the  same. 
It  plagues  one's  life  out  — thirty  years 
Have  I  had  dinning  in  my  cars, 

**  Irehmd  wants  thla,  aod  that,  and  t'other,** 
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And,  to  thiB  hour,  one  uotbing  hears 
But  the  samu  vile,  eternal  bother. 
While,  of  ihoAe  counties;^  things  she  wantedi, 
Thank  God^  but  little  has  been  granted, 
And  ev*n  that  little,  If  we're  men 
And  Britons,  we'll  have  hack  again  I 

I  really  think  thnt  Catholic  question 
Was  what  brought  on  my  indigestion  ; 
And  still  each  year,  as  Popery's  curse 
Has  gaiher'd  round  us»  I've  got  worse  j 
Till  ev'n  my  pint  of  [XJrt  a  day 
Can^t  keep  the  Pope  and  bile  away. 
And  whereas,  till  the  Catholic  bUl, 
I  never  wanted  draught  or  pill. 
The  settling  of  that  cursed  question 
Has  quite  unsettled  my  digestion. 

Look  what  has  happened  since  —  the  Elect 
Of  all  the  bores  of  every  sect, 
The  chosen  triers  of  men's  palience. 
From  all  the  Three  Denominatiom, 
hel  loose  upon  us; — even  Quakers 
Tuni*d  into  spce^hers  aod  law-makers, 
Who'l!  move  no  question,  stiff- rua*p'd  eVve*, 
Till  Br&t  the  Spirit  moves  themselves } 
And  whose  shrill  Yeas  and  Nays,  in  chortis. 
Conquering  our  Ays  and  Nos  sonoronji. 
Will  500D  to  death's  own  slumber  snore  na. 
Then,  too,  those  Jews! — ^I  really  sicken 

To  think  of  such  abomLnatioii ; 
Fellows,  who  wo'ol  eat  bam  with  diicken, 

To  legislate  for  this  great  nation  1  — 
Depend  upon't,  when  once  tlieyVe  sway^ 

With  rich  old  Goldsmid  at  the  head  o*  them, 
The'  Excise  laws  will  l*e  done  away, 

A  nd  Circumcise  ones  poss'd  instead  o*  them  I 

In  short,  dear  sir,  look  where  one  will, 
Things  all  go  on  so  deviiish  ill. 
That  *pon  ray  soul,  I  rather  ft^ar 

Our  reverend  Rector  may  be  right. 
Who  tells  me  the  MiUeonium'i  near } 
Kay,  swears  he  knows  the  very  year, 

And  regulates  his  leases  by't ; — 
Meaning  their  terms  should  etid,  no  doubt. 
Before  the  world's  own  lease  is  out. 
He  thioks,  too,  that  the  whole  thing's  ended 
So  mueh  more  soon  than  was  intended, 
PtETely  to  scourge  those  men  of  sin 
Who  brotight  the*  accurst  Refonn  Bill  ln.> 


1  Tbli  Apptun  to  hBT«  been  the  oplalon  aUo  ot  an  rloqiiimt 
writer  In  tbo  Morniog  Witch.  "  Ooe  great  oX^ect  of  CiiHlfl'i 
•edand  Adfrnt.  u  tlu>  l&ui  and  u  the  lUng:  ofUteiewi,  Li  to 


However,  let's  not  yet  despair ; 

Though  Toryism's  eclips'd,  at  present, 
And ^— like  myself,  in  this  old  chair — 

Sits  in  a  state  by  no  means  pleasant ; 
Feet  crippled  —  handfi,  in  luckless  hour. 
Disabled  of  their  grasping  power ; 
And  all  that  rampant  glee,  which  revelKd 
In  tliis  world's  sweets,  be-dull'd,  bedevil'd— i- 
Yet,  though  condemn'd  to  frisk  no  more, 

And  both  in  Chair  of  Penance  set. 
There's  something  tells  mc,  alls  not  o'er, 

With  Toryism  or  Bobby  yet; 
That  though,  between  m,  I  allow 
We've  not  a  kg  to  stand  on  now  ; 
Though  curst  Reform  and  rolchicum 
Have  made  ns  both  look  deuced  gUm, 
Y'et  still,  in  spite  of  Grote  and  Gout, 
Again  well  shine  triumphant  out  I 

Yes — back  again  shall  come,  egad. 
Our  turn  for  sport,  my  reverend  lodi 
And  then,  O'Mnlligan^ — oh  then, 
When  mounted  on  our  nags  again, 
Y'ou^  on  your  high-flown  Rosinante, 
BedijEen'd  out,  hke  Show-Gallantee 
(Glitter  great  from  substance  scanty)  ;  — 
While  I,  Bob  Fudge,  Esquire,  shall  ride 
Y^our  faithftil  Sancho,  by  your  side  ; 
Then  —  talk  of  tilts  and  toumameutsl 
Dam^me,  we'll '— — 


'Squire  Fudge's  clerk  presents 
To  Reverend  Sir  his  compliments ; 
Is  grieved  to  say  an  accident 
Uas  just  occurr'd  which  will  prevent 
The  Squire-^  though  now  a  little  belter  — 
From  finishing  this  present  letter. 
Just  when  he'd  got  to  **  Dam'me,  we'll  ** 

His  Honour,  fall  of  martial  zeal. 
Grasp 'd  at  bis  crutch^  but  not  being  able 
To  keep  his  balance  or  his  hold, 
Tumbled,  both  self  and  crutch,  and  roU'd 
Like  ball  and  bat,  beneath  the  table. 

All's  safe^ — the  table,  chair,  and  crutch  i — 
Nothing,  thank  God,  is  broken  much. 
But  the  Squire's  head,  wliich,  in  the  fall. 
Got  bump'd  oonsid'rably  ^that's  alh 
At  this  no  great  alarm  we  feel, 
As  the  Squire's  bead  can  bear  a  deaL 


fftmtMk  tke  KfngM  who  do  not  Ackiiovlcdvs  Ikat  tt»elr  ■ntb'Oritj 
li  drrtred  from  him,  aiul  teho  mJ^mH  to  rtetHH  U  Jhrm  tkat 
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Wedme$daif  mondmg. 
Squire  much  the  same — head  rather  light — 
RaVd  about  **  Barbers'  Wigs"  aU  night 

Our  housekeeper,  old  Mrs.  Griggs, 
Suspects  that  he  meant  ^  barbarous  Whigs.** 


LETTER  DL 

FBOM  LABBT  O'BRANIGAN,   TO  HIS   WIFE  JUDT. 

As  it  was  but  last  week  that  I  sint  you  a  letther, 
You'll  wondher,  dear  Judy,  what  this  is  about ; 

And,  throth,  it's  a  letther  myself  would  like  betther. 
Could  I  manage  to  lave  the  contints  of  it  out ; 

For  sure,  if  it  makes  even  me  onaisy. 

Who  takes  things  quiet,  'twill  dhrive  you  crazy. 

Oh,  Judy,  that  rlverind  Murthagh,  bad  scran  to 

him! 
That  e'er  I  should  come  to've  been  sarvant-man 

to  him, 
Or  so  fiur  demane  the  O'Branigan  blood. 
And  my  Aunts,  the  Diluvians  (whom  not  ev'n  the 

Flood 
Was  able  to  wash  away  clane  from  the  earth)  i 
As  to  sarre  one  whose  name,  of  mere  yestherday's 

birth. 
Can  no  more  to  a  great  O,  before  it,  purtend. 
Than  mine  can  to  wear  a  great  Q  at  its  end. 

But  that's  now  all  over  —  last  night  I  gev  wamin', 
And,  masth'r  as  he  is,  will  discharge  him  this 

momin*. 
The  thief  of  the  world  I  —  but  it's  no  use  balrag- 

gin';  — « 
All  I  know  is,  I'd  fifty  times  rather  be  draggin' 
Ould  ladies  up  hill  to  the  ind  of  my  days. 
Than  with  Murthagh  to  row  I  in  a  chaise,  at  my 

aise. 
And  be  forc'd  to  discind  thro'  the  same  dirty  ways. 
Arrah,  sure,  if  I'd  heerd  where  he  last  show'd  his 

phix, 
I'd  have  known  what  a  quare  sort  of  monsther 

he  is; 


1  **  I  am  of  your  Patriarchi,  I,  a  branch  of  one  of  your 
antedUurlan  fkrailtes— fellows  that  the  Flood  could  not  waih 
away."  —  Conokbvr,  Love  for  Love. 

*  To  halrag  \*  to  abuse  —  Mr.  Lorer  make«  it  baliyragt  i^nd 
he  it  high  authority :  but  if  I  remember  rightly,  Curran  in 
hit  national  stories  used  to  employ  the  word  as  above.  —  See 


For,  by  gor,  'twas  at  Ezether  Change,  sure  enough. 

That  himself  and  his  other  wild  Irish  show'd  off; 

And  it's  pity,  so  'tis,  that  they  had'nt  got  no  man 

Who  knew  the  wild  craythurs  to  act  as  their 
show-man  — 

Sayin*,  **  Ladies  and  Gintlemen,  plase  to  take  no- 
tice, 

**  How  shlim  and  how  shleek  this  black  animal's 
coat  is; 

**  All  by  raison,  we*re  towld,  that  the  nathor  o'  the 
baste 

**  Is  to  change  its  coat  once  in  its  lifetime,  at  iasie ; 

**  And  such  objiks,  in  our  counthry,  not  bein'  com- 
mon ones, 

**Are  bought  up,  as  this  was,  by  way  of  Fine 
Nomenons. 

"  In  regard  of  its  name  —  why,  in  throth,  Fm  con- 
sam'd 

"  To  differ  on  this  point  so  much  with  the  Lam'd, 

"  Who  call  it  a  *  Morthimer,*  whereas  the  cray- 
thur 

"  Is  plainly  a  *  Murthagh,'  by  name  and  by  nathnr." 

This  is  how  I'd  have  towld  them  the  rights  of  it 

all. 
Had  /  been  their  showman  at  Ezether  Hall  — 
Not  forgettin'  that  other  great  wondher  of  Airin 
(Of  th'  owld  bitther  breed  which  they  call  Prosbe- 

tairin). 
The  fam'd  Daddy  C—ke —  who,  by  gor,  Fd  hare 

shown  'em 
As  proof  how  such  bastes  may  be  tam'd,  when 

you've  thrown  'em 
A  good  frindly  sop  of  the  rale  Baigin  Donem,* 

But,  throth,  I've  no  laisure  just  now,  Judy  dear. 
For  any  thing,  barrin'  our  own  doings  here. 
And  the  cursin'  and  dammin'  and  thund'rin,  like 

mad. 
We  Papists,  God  help  us,  ft^m  Murthagh  have  had. 
He  says  we're  all  murtherers  —  divl  a  bit  less  — 
And  that  even  our  priests,  when  we  go  to  confess. 
Give  us  lessons  in  murth'ring  and  wish  us  success  ! 

When  ax'd  how  he  daar'd,  by  tongue  or  by  pen. 
To  belie,  in  this  way,  seven  millions  of  men. 
Faith,  he  said  'twas  all  towld  him  by  Docthor 
Den!* 


LoTer's  most  amusing  and  genuinely  Irish  work,  the  "  L«. 
gends  and  Stories  of  Ireland.** 

*  Larry  evidently  means  the  Regtum  Dommm  .*— «  sum  con- 
tributed by  the  goTemment  annually  to  the  support  of  the 
Presbyterian  churches  in  Ireland. 

4  Correctly,  Dens-.  Larry  not  being  rery  particalar  in  his 
nomenclature. 
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"  And  wLo  the  dlTTft  hef  was  the  qaeation  thiit 

flt!W 

From  Cbrisbtian  to  Chrijbtiau  —  but  not  a  sowl 

knew. 
While  on  went  Murthagh^  in  lligant  style, 
BLaspbamiog  us  Cathlics  al]  Ibe  while. 
As  a  pack  of  desairerfi,  parjttrersi  yilliauB, 
All  the  whole  kit  of  th'  aforesaid  mill  Sons  ^  — » 
Yourself,  dear  Jodj,  aa  well  as  the  re«tt 
And  the  ioaocent  craythur  that's  at  your  breaat, 
All  rogues  together,  in  word  and  deed, 
OwM  Den  our  inBthnictor  and  Sin  our  creed  I 

WheE  ax'd  for  bia  proofs  again  and  again^ 
Div'l  an  answer  he'd  give  but  Docibor  Den. 
Couldn^  be  call  into  coort  siinie  livin  men  ? 
**  No,  tbank  you"  —  he'd  etick  to  Etuctbor  Den  — 
An  ould  gentk^man  dead  a  century  or  two, 
Wbo  all  abtmt  iwt,  live  Cath'ljcH,  knew  ; 
And  of  coor&e  was  more  handy ,  to  call  in  a  hurry, 
Than  Docthor  Mac  Hale  or  Docthor  Murray  I 

But,  tbrotfi,  it's  no  case  to  be  jokin'  upon. 
Though  myself,  from  bad  babits»  is  makin  it  ooe. 
Even  i/oM,  had  you  witnessed  his  grand  elimae- 

therics. 
Which  actially  threw  one  owld  maid  in  hysterics — 
Or»  och  !  bad  you  h€«rd  such  a  purty  remark  as 

bia, 
That  Papist's  are  only  "  Humanity'M  carcas«e§^ 
"  Eis'n"  —  but,  by  dad,  rm  afeard  I  can't  give  it 

ye  — 

"  And,  like  omld  corp*e*t  dug  up  from  antikiitft 
"  Wundrin'  about  in  all  Morts  of  mikihfff^"  —  * 
Even  yon,  Judy,  tme  as  you  are  to  the  Owld 

Light,  [flight 

Would  have  laugh'd,  out  and  out,  at  this  iligant 
Of  that  6giire  of  apcecb  call'd  the  Blatherumekite* 
Aa  for  me,  though  a  funny  thought  now  and  then 

came  to  me, 
Rage  got  the  bettber  at  last — and  small  blame 

to  me  1 
So,  slapping  my  thigh,  '"by  the  Powers  of  Delf," 
Says  1  bow  Idly,  **  I'll  make  a  noration  myself 
And  with  that  up  I  jmnps — but,  my  darlint,  the 

minit 
I  ooek'd  up  my  head,  divl  a  sinse  reinain*d  in  it. 


*  **  Tke  4lstds  of  dtrkneti  which  iir«  reduced  Ui  horrid 
]]ifictle»  ovet  tb«  drunkien  debauch  n(  the  midnight  auB««io 
flr««  d^baU'iJ,  In  |jf  Jtidple^  *a  tha  w>brr  TnoraLnf  rclfgloiu  roo- 
ferpuc*  of  the  pjU**t;"  —  Speech  <^  tkt  Rn.  Mr.  it  Ghee.  — 
"  Th«  cliRrJicter  of  tha  Iriata  people  genrratt^  li,  tlut  they  at* 
glv«ti  to  IxiDff  vsA  to  acU  of  Uieft"  ~  Speech  qf  the  Rev. 
Moterl  Baig. 

>  "  Bui  the  (  Popery)  it  no  loafer  (k* tenant qf  the  teptUckrt 
^  imactiviiif.     She  hi4  eome  froto  Umj  burUl-pl«ce,  walkktif 


Though,  mitedj  I  could  have  got  beautiful  on, 
When  I  tuk  to  my  legs,  faith,  the  gab  was  all  gone  * — 
Which  was  odd^  for  us,  Pats,  who,  wbate*er  we've  a 

hand  in, 
At  laate  in  our  legs  show  a  athrong  tmderstandin/ 

Howsumdever^detarmui'd  the  chaps  should  pursai  ve 
What  I  thought  of  their  doin's,  before  I  titk  lave, 
**  In  regard  of  all  that,"  aays  I — there  I  stopp'd 

short— 
Not  a  word  more  would  come,  though  I  srhruggled 

hard  for't. 
So,  ahnapping  my  fingers  at  what's  caJlM  the  Chair, 
And  the  owld  Lord  (or  Lady,  I  b'lieve)  that  sat 

there  — 
**  In  regard  of  all  that,"  says  1  bowldly  again — 
**  To  owld  Nick  I  pitch  Mortimer^ — and  Do«lhor 

Den  ;"— 
Upon  which  the  whole  company  cried  out  **  Amen  ; " 
And  myself  was  in  hopes  'twas  to  what  /  bad  said. 
But,  by  gor,  no  such  thing— tbey  were  not  ao  well 

bred : 
For,  'twas  all  to  a  pray'r  Murthagh  just  had  read 

out. 
By  way  of  fit  finish  to  job  so  devout  ; 
That  is — af titer  wuU  damning  one  half  the  com* 

munity, 
To  pmy  God  to  keep  all  in  peace  an'  in  unity  I 

Thiais  all  I  can  ahtnff  in  this  letther,  though  plinty 
Of  newft,faith,  I've  got  to  fill  more^if  'twas  twinty. 
But  111  add,  OD  the  outside ^  a  line*  should  1  need  it, 
(Writin*   "^  Private "  upon   it,  that   no    one   may 

read  it,) 
To  tell  you  how  Mortimer  (aa  the  Saints  cbrisbleo 

him)  [him. 

Bears  the  big  shame  of  his  sarvant's  disroisshin* 

{Private  outside.) 

Just  eomelVom  hie  riv'rence — ^tbe  job  is  all  done— 
By  the  powers,  Vve  discharged  him  as  sure  as  a  gun  ! 
Andnow,jQdydearf  what  on  earth  Vm  to  do 
With  my  St  if  and  my  appetite^ — both  good  as  new  — 
Without  ev'n  a  single  traneen  in  my  pocket. 
Let  alone  a  good,dacent  puun  d -star  lin',  to  stock  it — 
Is  a  mysht*ry  I  bve  to  the  One  that  s  above. 
Who  takes  care  of  uSp  dissolute  sow  la,  when  hard 
dhrove  I 

forth  a  monitor,  IS  Iftbt  iptrit  of  «vll  bad  tformpt^d  tke  emnaa 

of  her  departed  *iww— % ;  ooxloiu  and  iiolMHDa,an  obJ«rI  d 
abhorreuce  and  dlimaf  to  ail  who  are  diU  kvgur^t^tih  krr  in 
nUquifp."  —  Repxirt  ttf  th«  Rer.  Gentkroan't  Sp««ctk.  Jiine 
30.  in  the  K«cnrd  Newapiiper. 

We  may  well  aik^  aftHP  rejuKng  thi«  ami  othrr  ■och  rr7«- 
rrad  rartiLft,  **  Quit  dubfiat  quln  otoim  ait  hoc  ratlonli 
«C«atai?'' 
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LETTER  X. 

Of  Irdand,  I  iludl  e*er  indnoe 

The  rnleii  of  thif  tfainking  nmtioD 

FBOM  THE   BEV.  MORTIXEB  0*MrLLIGA2f,   TO  THE 

To  rid  OS  of  Emancipattoa  ; 

,.„„ 

To  forge  anew  the  terei'd  chwii. 
And  bring  back  Penal  Laws  again. 

Thefe  few  brief  lineu,  my  rcrerend  friend. 

By  a  safe,  private  hand  I  send. 

Ah,  happy  time!  when  wolwes  and  prierti 

C Fearing  lest  6^>me  low  Catholic  wag 

Alike  were  hunted,  as  wild  beasts  ; 

Should  pry  into  the  Letter-bag,) 

And  fire  poonda  was  the  price,  per  head. 

To  tell  you,  far  ax  pen  can  dare. 

For  bagging  oiAer,  lire  or  dead  ; —  > 

How  we,  ytor  errant  martyrs,  fare  ; — 

Thoogh  oft,  we're  told,  ame  oatlaw'd  bradwr 

Martyrs,  not  quite  to  fire  and  rack. 

SaY*d  cost,  by  eating  ap  the  other.                       \ 

As  Saints  were,  some  few  ages  back. 

But — scarce  less  trying  in  its  way — 

Finding  thus  all  those  schemes  and  hopes 

To  laughter,  wheres^>e*er  we  stray  ; 

I  built  npon  my  flowers  and  tropes 

To  jokes,  which  Providence  mysterious 

All  scatter'd,  one  by  one,  away. 

Pennits  on  nan  and  things  so  serious. 

As  flashy  and  wisoond  as  they. 

lowering  the  Church  still  more  each  minute. 

The  qoestion  comes — wfaat*s  to  be  done? 

And — injuring  our  preferment  in  it 

And  there's  bat  one  coarse  left  me <me. 

Just  think,  how  worrying  *tis,  my  friend, 

Heroes,  when  tired  of  war's  alarms. 

To  find,  where'er  our  footsteps  bend. 

Seek  sweet  repose  in  beanty's  arms. 

Small  jokes,  like  squibs, around  us  whizzing; 

The  weary  Day-God's  last  retreat  is 

And  bear  the  eternal  torturing  play 

The  breast  of  silv'ry-footed  Thetis  ; 

Of  that  great  engine  of  our  day. 

And  mine,  as  mighty  Lore's  my  judge. 

Unknown  to  the'  Inquisition  —  quizzing! 

Shall  be  the  arms  of  rich  Miss  Fudge  I 

Your  men  of  tliumb -screws  and  of  racks 

Start  not,  my  fHend,— the  tender  scheme 

Aim'd  at  the  Itodi/  their  attacks  ; 

Wild  and  romantic  though  it  seem. 

But  modern  torturers,  more  refinVl, 

Beyond  a  parson's  fondest  dream. 

Work  their  machinery  on  the  mitnl. 

Yet  shines,  too,  with  those  golden  dyes 

Had  St  Sebastian  had  the  luck 

So  pleasing  to  a  parson's  eyes  — 

With  mc  to  be  a  gwlly  rover. 

That  only  gilding  which  the  muse 

Instead  of  arrows,  he'd  be  stuck 

Cannot  around  her  sons  diffuse  ;  — > 

With  stings  of  ridicule  all  over  ; 

Which,  whencesoever  flows  its  bliss. 

And  poor  St  Lawrence,  who  was  kill'd 

From  wealthy  Miss  or  benefice. 

By  being  on  a  gridir'n  grill'd. 

To  Mortimer  indilTrent  is. 

Had  he  ])ut  sharM  ;«y  errant  lot, 

So  he  can  make  it  only  his. 

Instead  of  grill  on  gridir'n  hot 

There  is  but  one  slight  damp  I  sec 

A  moral  rousting  would  have  got 

Upon  this  scheme's  felicity, 

Nor  slionid  I  (trying  as  all  this  is) 

And  that  is,  the  fair  herome's  claim 

Much  heed  tlie  suffering  or  the  shame  — 

That  I  shall  take  her  family  name. 

As,  like  an  actor,  usrd  to  hisses. 

To  this  (though  it  may  look  henpeck'dX 

I  long  have  known  no  other  fame. 

I  can't  quite  decently  object, 

But  that  (as  I  may  own  to  you^ 

Having  myself  long  chos'n  to  shine 

Though  to  the  tmrUl  it  would  not  do,) 

Conspicuous  in  the  altos'^  line  ; 

No  hoiH»  ni)pearH  of  fortune's  beams 

So  that  henceforth,  by  wife's  decree. 

Shining  on  mnf  of  my  schemes  ; 

(For  Biddy  from  this  point  wo'nt  budge) 

No  chance  of  something  niore;>tT  ann. 

Your  old  friend's  new  address  must  be 

As  supplement  to  K — llyni — n  ; 

The  Rev.  Mortimer  O  Fudge—                             1 

I  "AinotiK  othiT  ainlnbli'  cn.nctiiirnti  Aitainst  th«>  CAtholic* 
At  this  |>cri«Kl  O''^'^).  the  priro  of  Ave  povindt  was  set  on  tho 
head  itf  n  Uomi^h  priest —Ix-hig  oxoclly  the  same  sum  offered 
by  tho  lamc  logikl.itora  for  th«>  head  or  a  wolf." 

Memoirs  of  Captain  Hock,  book  I.  chap.  10. 

■  III  the  first  otlltlon  of  his  Dlrtlormry,  Dr.  Johnson  very 
sliciiinrantly  exmiplicd  the  meaning  f>f  the  word  "  aliiu  "  by 


the  instance  of  Mallet,  the  poet,  who  had  exchanged  for  ihU 
more  rcflnod  name  his  original  Scotch  patronymic,  Mallocii. 
"  What  otker  proofs  he  gave  (layt  Johnson)  of  diareaprrt  to 
his  native  country,  I  know  not,  bat  it  was  remarked  of  him 
that  he  was  the  only  Scot  whom  Scotchmen  did  noC  com- 
mend." —  Life  qf  MaUct. 
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The  **  O  "  b^ing  kept,  that  all  may  see 
We*re  both  of  aucknt  family, 

Sucti,  friend^  nor  need  the  fact  amaze  you, 

My  public  life's  calm  Euthanasia. 

Thus  bid  I  long  farewell  to  all 

The  freaks  of  Exeter's  old  Hall — 

Freakft,  in  nji^a^ei  i^  ape«  exceeding. 

And  rivalling  its  bears  in  breeding. 

FarewelU  the  platform  fiU'd  with  preachers  — 

The  pray'r  giv*n  ontj  as  grace  \  by  sp^echers 

Ere  they  cut  up  their  fellow  creatures  :  — 

Farewell  to  dead  old  Dens's  volumes, 

And,  scarce  less  dead,  old  Standard's  columns  i  — 

From  each  and  all  I  now  retire. 

My  task,  heneeforth,  as  Kpouse  and  sire. 

To  bring  up  little  filial  Fudges, 

To  be  M.P^,  and  Peers,  and  Judges ^ — 

Par^mi  I'd  add  too,  if  alas  I 

There  yet  were  hope  the  Church  could  past 

The  gulf  now  oped  for  bers  aod  her, 

Or  long  survive  what  Exeter  — 

Both  Hall  and  Bishop,  of  that  name  «-^ 

Have  done  to  sink  her  reverend  fame. 

Adieo,  dear  friend — you'll  oft  hearyrora  me. 

Now  I'm  no  more  a  travelling  drudge  ; 

Meanwhile  I  sign  (that  you  may  judge 
How  well  the  surname  will  become  me) 
Yours  truly, 

MoRTTHSft   OTUDGK. 


LETTER  XL 

FEOM  PATaiCK   MAO  AN,   ESQ,,   TO  THE   BET. 
RICHARD  . 


Dear  Dick — just  arriy'd  at  my  own  humble  gite^ 
I  inclose  you,  post-haste,  the  account,  all  complete, 
Just  arriv'd,  per  express,  of  our  late  noble  leaL 

lExtracifrom  the  **  Countt^  Garcf/f."] 

This  place  is  getting  gay  and  full  again* 
♦  •  •  »  « 

Lost  week  was  married,  "in  fhe  Lord," 
The  Reverend  MortimiT  O'Mnlligan, 

Preacher,  in  Iriahy  of  the  \V<>rd, 


(He,  who  the  Lord*»  force  lately  led  on — 
Esteter  Hall  his  Arwia^A-geddon,)  ^ 
To  Miss  IL  Fudge  of  Pifigah  Place, 
One  of  the  chos'ji,  as  **  heir  of  grace," 
And  likewise  heiress  of  PhiL  Fudge, 
Esquire,  defunct,  of  Orange  I»4>dge. 

Same  evening.  Misa  F.  Fudge,  *tis  hinted — 

Niece  of  the  above,  (whose  *'  Sylvan  Lyre," 
Id  our  Gaxette,  last  week,  we  printed,) 

Elop'd  with  PaL  Magan,  Esquire, 
The  fugitives  were  traek'd,  mnw  time, 

AHLer  they*d  left  the  Aunt's  abrxle, 
By  scraps  of  (Kiper,  sc raw  I'd  with  rhyme, 

Found  sirew'd  along  tlie  Wejsicm  road;  — 
S«jme  of  them,  ci-devant  curl-papers, 
Others,  half  burnt  in  lighting  tapers. 
This  clue,  however,  to  their  flight. 

After  some  miles  wm  seen  no  more  ; 
And,  from  inquiries  made  last  night, 

Wc  find  they  Ve  reach'd  the  Irish  shore. 

Every  word  of  it  true,  Dick — th'  escape  from 

Aunt's  thrall  — 
Western  road— 'lyric  fragments — curl-papers  and 

all. 
My  sole  stipnbtion,  ere  link 'd  at  the  shrine 
(As  some  balance  betwt'ca  Fanny *s  tfumbcra  and 

mine). 
Was  that,  when  we  were  <m«,  she  must  give  up  the 

Nine  i 
Nay,  devote  to  the  Gods  her  whole  stock  of  MS. 
With  a  vow  never  more  against  prose  to  transgress. 
This  she  did,  like  a  heroine  ; — smack  went  to  bits 
The  whole  produce  sublime  of  her  dear  little  wits  — 
Sonnets,  elegies,  epigrams,  odes,  canzooetfi  — 
Some  twisted  up  neatly,  to  form  aUumeties^ 
Some  turn'd  \niQ  papilhies^  worthy  to  rise 
And  eu wreathe  Berenice**  bright  locks  in  the  skies! 
^Tiile  the  rest,  honest  Larry  (who*8  now  in  my 

pay), 
Begg'd,  as  "  lover  of /w'eAry,"  to  read  on  the  wny. 

Haviog  thus  of  life's  poetry  dar'd  to  dispose, 
How  we  now,  Dick,  shall  manage  to  get  through 

its  prate. 
With   such   sleoder  materials  for  tfyUt   Heaven 

knows  1 
But —  I'm  eall'd  off  abruptly  ^another  Expreis  I 
What  the  deiftcu  can  it  mean  ?— I'm  alarm'd,  I 

conf«Mi 


>  "  I  think  I  am  Attlnf  1ti  tinlAon  wUh  eh<>  fecItDgi  of  •  ^  The  Rretorjr  wbkli  the  Rev.  i«ti(lrmftn  lioldi  ti  tttuattfd 
lieotlog  uiembted  for  tbU  *(ttem»  obje^^t,  wbc-n  I  caJ)  on  Ibc  In  tbe  count j  of  Jrmmgk  t^m  moU  ranarkablc  cotncldenc« — 
n«v.  Doctor  HoUowajr  to  open  it  bjr  prajrvr/'  -^  Sperek  ^f  \  and  ««U  vortfar  of  ^^*  atliaiUoo  of  esrtain  sxpovudan  of  tbt 
Lord  Kemifom.  Apo^fpM- 
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p.a 

Harrah,  Dick,  hurrah,  Dick,  ten  thoosand  hur- 

rahs! 

Miss  Fudge*s  uncle  died  last  night ; 

rm  a  happy,  rich  dog  to  the  end  of  my  days. 

And  much  to  mine  and  friends'  snrpriae, 

There— read  the  good  news— and  while  glad,  for 

By  will  doth  all  his  wealth  derise 

fny  sake, 

Lands,  dwellings — rectories  likewise— 

That  Wealth  should  thus  follow  in  Love's  shining 

To  his  "beloVd  grand-niece,"  Miss  Fanny, 

wake, 

Leaving  Miss  Fudge  herself  who  many 

Admire  also  the  mora/— that  he,  the  sly  ^ 

Long  years  hath  waited — not  a  powy  I 

Who  has  fudg'd  all  the  world,  should  he  now  fudg*d 

Have  notified  the  same  to  latter. 

himselfl 

And  wait  instructions  in  the  matto*. 

/              'A 

For  self  and  partners,  &c  & 

^ 

SONGS   FROM  M.P.;   OR 

,   THE  BLUE-STOCKmO. 

SONG. 

To  kneel  at  many  a  shrine. 

Tet  lay  the  heart  on  none  ; 

SUSAN. 

To  think  all  other  charms  dlTine, 

But  those  we  just  have  won. 

TouNO  Love  liv'd  once  in  an  humble  shed. 

This  is  love,  fiuthless  love. 

Where  roses  breathing, 

Such  as  kindleth  heaits  that  love. 

And  woodbines  wreathing 

Around  the  lattice  their  tendrils  spread. 

To  keep  one  sacred  flame. 

As  wild  and  sweet  as  the  life  he  led. 

Through  life  unchill'd,  onmoT'd, 

His  garden  flourish'd. 

To  love,  in  wintry  age,  the  same 

For  young  Hope  nourished 

As  first  in  youth  we  lov'd  ; 

The  infant  buds  with  beams  and  showers ; 

To  feel  that  we  adore. 

But  lips,  though  blooming,  must  still  be  fed. 

Ev'n  to  such  fond  excess. 

And  not  even  Love  can  live  on  flowers. 

That,  though  the  heart  would  break,  with  ww 

It  could  not  live  with  less. 

Alas  1  that  Poverty's  evil  eye 

This  is  love,  faithful  love. 

Should  e*er  come  hither, 

Such  as  saints  might  feel  above. 

Such  sweets  to  wither  I 

The  flowers  laid  down  their  heads  to  die. 
And  Hope  fell  sick  as  the  witch  drew  nigh. 

She  came  one  morning. 

Ere  Love  had  warning. 

Spirit  of  Joy,  thy  altar  lies 

And  rais'd  the  latch,  where  the  young  god  lay ; 

In  youthful  hearts  that  hope  like  mine; 

♦*  Oh  hoi"  said  Love—"  is  it  you ?  good-by ;" 

And  'tis  the  light  of  laughing  eyes. 

So  he  oped  the  window,  and  flew  away  I 

That  leads  us  to  thy  fairy  shrine. 

There  if  we  find  the  sigh,  the  tear. 

They  are  not  those  to  Sorrow  known ; 

But  breath  so  soft,  and  drops  so  clear. 

That  Bliss  may  claim  them  for  her  own. 

To  sigh,  yet  feel  no  pain, 

Then  give  me,  give  me,  while  I  weep. 

To  weep,  yet  scarce  know  why ; 

The  sanguine  hope  that  brightens  woe. 

To  sport  an  hour  with  Beauty's  chain. 

And  teaches  ev'n  our  tears  to  keep 

Then  throw  it  idly  by. 

The  tinge  of  pleasure  as  they  flow. 

' 
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The  child,  who  sees  the  dew  of  night 

Upon  the  spangled  hedge  at  morn. 
Attempts  to  catch  the  drops  of  light. 

But  wounds  his  finger  with  the  thorn. 
Thus  oft  the  brightest  joys  we  seek, 

Are  lost,  when  touch'd,  and  tnm*d  to  pain  $ 
The  flush  they  kindled  leaves  the  cheek. 

The  tears  they  waken  long  remain. 

But  give  me,  give  me,  &c.  &c 


When  Leila  touch*d  the  lute. 

Not  then  alone  'twas  felt. 
But,  when  the  sounds  were  mute. 

In  memory  still  they  dwelt 
Sweet  lute  I  in  nightly  slumbers 
Still  we  heard  thy  morning  numbers. 

Ah,  how  could  she,  who  stole 
Such  breath  from  simple  wire, 

Be  led,  in  pride  of  soul. 
To  string  with  gold  her  lyre  ? 

Sweet  lute !  thy  chords  she  breaketh ; 

Golden  now  the  strings  she  waketh? 

But  where  are  all  the  tales 

Her  lute  so  sweetly  told? 
In  lofty  themes  she  fails, 

And  soft  ones  suit  not  gold. 
Rich  lute  I  we  see  thee  glisten, 
But,  alas !  no  more  we  listen  ! 


BOAT  GLEE. 

TuE  song  that  lightens  our  languid  way 
"When  brows  are  glowing. 
And  faint  with  rowing, 
Ts  like  the  spell  of  Hope's  airy  lay. 
To  whose  sound  through  life  we  stray. 
The  beams  that  flash  on  the  oar  awhile. 

As  we  row  along  through  waves  so  clear. 
Illume  its  spray,  like  the  fleeting  smile 
That  shines  o*er  Sorrow's  tear. 

Nothing  is  lost  on  him  who  sees 
With  an  eye  that  Feeling  gave  ; — 

For  him  there's  a  story  in  every  breeze. 
And  a  picture  in  every  wave. 


Then  sing  to  lighten  the  langoid  way  ; — 

When  brows  are  glowing. 

And  faint  with  rowing: 
'Tis  like  the  spell  of  Hope's  airy  lay. 
To  whose  sound  through  life  we  stray. 


Oh  think,  when  a  hero  is  sighing. 

What  danger  in  such  an  adorer ! 
"^Iiat  woman  could  dream  of  denying 

The  hand  that  lays  laurels  before  her? 
No  heart  is  so  guarded  around^ 

But  the  smile  of  a  victor  would  take  it ; 
No  bosom  can  slumber  so  sound. 

But  the  trumpet  of  Glory  will  wake  it 

Love  sometimes  is  given  to  sleeping. 

And  woe  to  the  heart  that  allows  him ; 
For  soon  neither  smiling  nor  weeping 

Will  e'er  from  such  slumber  arouse  him. 
But  though  he  were  sleeping  so  fast. 

That  the  life  aknost  seem'd  to  forsake  him, 
Even  then,  one  soul-thrilling  blast 

From  the  trumpet  of  Glory  would  wike  him. 


CUPID'S  LOTTERY. 

A  LOTTKBT,  a  Lottery, 

In  Cupid's  Court  there  us'd  to  be ; 

Two  roguish  eyes 

The  highest  prize 
In  Cupid*s  scheming  Lottery ; 

And  kisses,  too. 

As  good  as  new. 
Which  weren't  very  hard  to  win. 

For  he,  who  won 

The  eyes  of  ftin. 
Was  sure  to  have  the  kisses  in. 

A  Lottery,  a  Lottery,  &c. 

This  Lottery,  this  I^o^tery, 

In  Cupid's  Court  went  merrily. 

And  Cupid  play'd 

A  Jewish  trade 
In  this  his  scheming  Lottery ; 

For  hearts,  we're  told. 

In  MhartM  he  sold 
To  many  a  fond  believing  drone. 

And  cut  the  hearts 

So  well  in  parts. 
That  each  believ'd  the  whole  hii  own. 
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Chor, — A  Lottery,  a  Lottery, 

In  Copid*8  Court  there  os'd  to  be 

Two  rogoish  eyes 

The  highest  prize 
In  Cupid's  scheming  Lottery. 


SONG.  I 


Though  sacred  the  tie  that  our  country  entwineth, 
And  dear  to  the  heart  her  remembrance  remains. 

Yet  dark  are  the  ties  where  no  liberty  shineth. 
And  sad  the  remembrance  that  slavery  stains. 


Oh  Liberty,  born  in  the  oot  of  th«  pesmil. 
But  dying  of  languor  in  laxary'i  domc^ 

Our  vision,  when  abBent— oor  ^ry,  whenpnKit- 
Where  thou  art,  O  Liberty  I  tbeie  m  my  ksM. 

Farewell  to  tlie  land  where  in  childhood  I  wsoderd! 

la  Tun  ii  she  mighty,  in  Tain  is  she  btave; 
Unbless*d  is  the  blood  that  for  tyrants  is  squandtf  i 

And  Fame  has  no  wreaths  for  the  brow  oftk 
slave. 
Buthail  to  thee,  Albion !  who  meet'st  thecommotioi 

Of  Europe,  as  calm  as  thy  cliffs  meet  the  hut; 
With  no  bonds  but  the  law,  and  no  slave  but  tk 
ocean,  - 

Hail,  Temple  of  Liberty  I  thoa  art  my  hxaut. 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS. 


AT  NIGHT.  9 

At  night,  when  all  is  still  around. 
How  sweet  to  hear  the  distant  sound 

Of  footstep,  coming  soft  and  light ! 
What  pleasure  in  the  anxious  beat. 
With  which  the  bosom  flies  to  meet 

That  foot  that  comes  so  soft  at  night ! 

And  then,  at  night,  how  sweet  to  say 
"  *Ti8  late,  my  love  I "  and  chide  delay, 

Though  still  the  western  clouds  are  bright ; 
Oh !  happy,  too,  the  silent  press. 
The  eloquence  of  mute  caress, 

With  those  we  love  exchanged  at  night  I 


TO  LADY  HOLLAND. 
ON  napoleon's  legacy  of  a  sndff-box. 

Gift  of  the  Hero,  on  his  dying  day. 
To  her,  whose  pity  watch 'd,  for  ever  nigh  ; 

Oh  I  could  he  see  the  proud,  the  happy  ray. 
This  relic  lights  up  in  her  generous  eye. 

Sighing,  he*d  feel  how  easy  'tis  to  pay 

A  friendship  all  his  kingdoms  could  not  buy. 

Paris,  Jufy,  18S1. 

I  Sung  In  the  character  of  a  Frenchman. 


EPELOGUE. 

WRITTEN   FOB  LABT  DACRK*8    TRAGEDY  OF  DfA. 

Last  night,  as  lonely  o*er  my  fire  I  sat, 
Thinking  of  cues,  starts,  exits,  and — all  that 
And  wondering  much  what  little  knavish  sprit* 
Had  put  it  first  in  women's  beads  to  write : 

Sudden  I  saw — as  in  some  witching  dream 

A  bright-blue  glory  round  my  book- case  beam. 
From  whose  quick-opening  foids  of  azure  light 
Out  flew  a  tiny  form,  as  small  and  bright 
As  Puck  the  Fairy,  when  he  pops  his  head. 
Some  sunny  morning,  fh>m  a  violet  bed. 
"Bless  me  I"   1  starting  cried,  *«  what  imp  are 

you?" — 

"  A  small  he-devil,  Ma*am — my  name  B as  Bleu 

"  A  bookish  sprite,  much  giv*n  to  ix>uts  and  read- 
ing? 
"  *Tis  1  who  teach  your  spinsters  of  good  breeding. 
**  The  reigning  taste  in  chemistry  and  caps* 
"  The  last  new  bounds  of  tuckers  and  of  maps, 
"  And,  when  the  waits  has  twirl'd   her  giddv 

brain, 
"  With  metaphysics  twirl  it  back  agam !  ** 

I  view'd  him,  as  he  spoke — his  hose  was  blue. 

His  wings — the  covers  of  the  last  Review 

Cerulean,  bordered  with  a  jaundice  hue, 

*  These  lines  allude  to  a  nirloui  lanp,  which  has  for  tu 
derice  a  Cupid,  with  the  wordf  **at  night**  written ot«- him. 
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And  tJDieird  gnily  o'er  far  evening  wew, 

Till  the  Q^xt  quarter  brings  a  Dew-fledg*d  pAtr. 

"  Inspir'd  by  me— (punsaed  tkis  waggish  Fairy) — 

"  That  be«t  of  wiTes  and  Sapphos,  Ladj  Mary, 

a  Votary  alike  of  Crispin  and  the  Muse, 

"  Makes  tier  own  sptay-foot  epigrams  and  shoes, 

**  For  me  the  eyes  of  young  Cam  ilia  shine, 

"  And  mingle  Love's  blu€  brilliances  with  mine  j 

**  For  me  she  sits  apart,  from  coxcombs  shrinking, 

**  Looks  wise  —  the  pretty  soul  I  ^^and  thinka  she*6 

thinking. 
**  By  my  advice  Miss  Indigo  attends 
"  Loetures  on  Memory,  and  assures  her  friendly 
"  *Ton  honour! — (mirnkg) — nothing  can  sorpasa 

the  plan 
"  ♦  Of  that  professor — (irymg  to  recuikcf)  —  psha  1 

that  memory-niao  — 
*'  '  That —  what's  his   name  ?  —  him   I   attended 

lalely  — 
**  *  Ton  hoiiour,  he  improv'd  my  memory  greatly/  " 

Here,  cartoeying  low,  I  ask*d  theblae-lcgg*d  sprite, 

What  share  he  had  in  this  our  play  to-night 

**  Nay,  there— (he  cried)  ^  there  I  am  guiltless 

quite — 
"  What  I  choose  a  herome  from  that  Gothic  time, 
**  When  no  one  iraltx*d,  and  none  but  monks  could 

rhyme } 
"  When  lovely  woman  all  unschoord  and  Tiild, 
**  Blush'd  without  art,  and  without  culture  smil'd — 
**  Simple  as  flowers,  while  yet  unclass'd  they  shone, 
"  Ere  Science  call'd  their  brilliant  world  her  own, 
"  Rang'd  the  wild*  rosy  things  in  learned  orders, 
^  And  fiird  with  Greek   the   garde a*g    blushing 

borders !  — 
"  No»  no— your  gentle  Inas  will  not  do«» 
"  To-morrow  evening,  when  the  lights  bum  blue, 
**  ril  come  —  (^poiniing  dotvn wards)  —  yau  under- 
stand—till then  adieu  !" 

Andhas  the  sprite  been  here?  No — jests  apart — 
Howe'er  man  rules  in  science  and  in  art» 
The  sphere  of  wouian*s  glories  is  the  heart. 
And,  if  our  Muse  have  Bketch*d  with  pencil  true 
The  wife  ^- the  mother ^^ — firm,  yet  gentle  too^ — 
Whose  soul,,  wrapp'd  up  in  ties  itself  bath  spun, 
Tremblea,  if  touched  in  the  remotest  one ; 
Who  loves  —  yet  ilares  even  Love  himself  disown, 
Wlien  Honour's  broken  shajfit  supports  his  throne  ' 
If  such  our  tria,  she  may  scorn  the  evils, 
Dire  as  they  are,  of  Critics  and — Blue  Devils. 


■  la  tbeM  lUnsM  I  have  done  Uttlo  more  thma  r<»Ute  •  fbrt 
In  Tcrie  ;  and  the  Ifldjr,  whoM  tinging  gAve  rbo  to  thli  curioui 


THE  DAYDREAM. 

TttKf  both  were  bush'd,  the  voice,  the  chords, — 
I  heard  but  once  that  witching  lay  \ 

And  few  the  notes,  and  few  the  wofrdi^ 
My  spell-bound  memory  brought  awmy ; 

Traces  remember'd  here  and  there. 
Like  echoes  of  some  broken  strain  ;^ 

Links  of  a  sweetness  lost  in  air, 

That  nothing  now  could  join  again. 

Et'o  these,  too,  ere  the  morning,  fled ; 

And,  though  the  charm  still  lingered  on. 
That  o'er  each  sense  her  song  bad  shed. 

The  song  itself  was  faded,  gone  ; — 

Gone,  like  the  thoaghts  that  once  were  otm, 
On  summer  days,  ere  youth  had  set  j 

Thoughts  bright,  we  know,  as  summer  flowers, 
Though  wfmi  they  were,  we  now  forget 

In  TBin,  with  hints  from  other  strains, 

I  woo*d  this  truant  air  to  come— 
As  birds  are  taught,  on  eastern  plains. 

To  lure  their  wilder  kindred  home. 

In  vain  : — ^the  soag  that  Sappho  gave. 

In  dying,  to  the  mournful  sea. 
Not  muter  slept  beneath  the  wave. 

Than  this  within  my  memory. 

At  length,  one  morning,  as  t  hiy 

In  that  half-waking  mood,  when  dreams 

Unwillingly  at  last  give  way 
To  the  full  truth  of  daylight's  beams, 

A  face  —  the  very  face,  methought. 

From  which  had  breath 'd,  as  Arom  a  shrine 

Of  song  and  soul,  the  notes  I  sought — 
Came  with  its  music  close  to  mine ; 

And  sung  the  long-loet  measure  o'er,^ 
Each  note  and  word,  with  every  tone 

And  look,  that  lent  it  life  before,  — 
Ail  perfect,  all  again  my  own  I 

Like  parted  souls,  when,  mid  the  Blest 
They  meM  again,  each  widow *d  sound 

Through  memory's  realm  had  wing'd  in  qnett, 
Of  its  sweet  mate,  till  all  were  found. 


InstAiie*  of  th«  power  of  minor;  la  stoop.  Is  Hn.  Rotiori 

ArkvrlgtiL 
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Nor  even  in  waking  did  the  clue. 
Thus  strangely  caught,  escape  again  ; 

For  never  lark  its  matins  knew 
So  well  as  now  I  knew  this  strain. 

And  oft,  when  memory's  wondrous  spell 
Is  talked  of  in  our  tranquil  bower, 

I  sing  this  lady*s  song,  and  tell 
The  vision  of  that  morning  hour. 


SONG. 


Where  is  the  heart  that  would  not  give 

Years  of  drowsy  days  and  nights. 
One  little  hour,  like  this,  to  live — 
Full,  to  the  brim,  of  life's  delights  ? 

Look,  look  around 

This  feiry  ground. 
With  love-lights  glittering  o*er  ; 

While  cups  that  shine 

With  freight  divine 
Go  coasting  round  its  shore. 

Hope  is  the  dupe  of  future  hours. 

Memory  lives  in  those  gone  by  ; 
Neither  can  see  the  moment's  flowers 
Springing  up  fresh  beneath  the  eye. 

Woiddst  thou,  or  thou. 

Forego  what's  now. 
For  all  that  Hope  may  say  ? 

No — Joy's  reply, 

From  every  eye, 
Is,  "  Live  we  while  we  may." 


SONG  OF  THE  POCOCURANTE  SOCIETY. 


Haud  curat  Hlppoclidei. 


Erasm.  Adag. 


To  those  we  love  we've  drank  to-night  j 
But  now  attend,  and  stare  not. 

While  I  the  ampler  list  recite 
Of  those  for  whom  We  cabe  not 

For  royal  men,  howe'er  they  frown. 
If  on  their  fronts  they  bear  not 

That  noblest  gem  that  decks  a  crown. 
The  People's  Love — We  care  not. 

For  slavish  men,  who  bend  beneath 
A  despot  yoke,  yet  dare  not 


Pronoonce  the  will,  whote  Tery  breatli 
Would  rend  its  links  — >  Wb  cabb  kot. 

For  priestly  men,  who  ooret  sway 
And  wealth,  though  they  declare  not ; 

Who  point,  like  finger-posts,  the  way 
They  never  go — Wb  cajlb  mot. 

For  martial  men,  who  on  their  swoid, 
Howe'er  it  conquers,  wear  not 

The  pledges  of  a  soldier's  word, 
Redeem'd  and  pure — Wb  cabb  kot. 

For  legal  men,  who  plead  for  wrong. 
And,  though  to  lies  they  swear  not. 

Are  hardly  better  than  the  throng 
Of  those  who  do —  We  cabb  not. 

For  courtly  men,  who  feed  upon 
The  land,  like  grubs,  and  spare  not 

The  smallest  leaf,  where  they  can  son 
Their  crawling  limbs — Wb  cabb  K€)t. 

For  wealthy  men,  who  keep  their  mines 
In  darkness  hid,  and  share  not 

The  paltry  ore  with  him  who  pines 
In  honest  want — We  care  mot. 

For  prudent  men,  who  hold  the  power 

Of  Love  aloof,  and  bare  not 
Their  hearts  in  any  gnardless  hoar 

To  Beauty's  shaft — We  care  mot. 

For  all,  in  short,  on  land  or  sea, 
In  camp  or  court,  who  are  not. 

Who  never  were,  or  e*er  will  be 
Good  men  and  true — We  care  mot. 


HISTOIBE 


ANNE  BOLEYN. 

TRANSLATION    FROM    THE    METRICAL 
d'anne  BOLETM." 

S'elle  estoit  belle  et  de  taiUe  (l^nte, 
Bttoit  des  yeulx  encor  plus  mttirante, 
Letqueli  t9aToit  bien  condujrre  i  propot 
En  let  tenant  quelquefoyi  en  repos ; 
Aucunefoyt  enroyant  en  message 
Porter  du  cueur  le  secret  tesmoicnage. 


Much  as  her  form  seduc*d  the  sight. 
Her  eyes  could  even  more  surely  woo ; 

And  when  and  how  to  shoot  their  light 
Into  men's  hearts  fbll  well  she  knew. 


p 

r 

^ 

^ 

^nSCETJ-ANEOUS  POEMS.                                      605 

For  sometimes,  in  repose,  she  hid 

Their  rays  beneath  a  dovDcast  lid  ; 

SOVEREIGN  WOMAN. 

H 

And  then  agairit  with  wakening  air, 

H 

Would  e€ad  their  sunnj  glances  oat. 

A    11A1.LAD. 

H 

Like  heralds  of  deli^^ht,  to  hear 

The  dance  was  o'er,  yet  still  in  drcami 

H 

Her  heart's  sweet  mcasages  aboat 

That  fairj^  scene  went  on  -, 
Like  clouds  still  flushed  with  daylight  gleams, 
Though  day  itself  is  gone. 

1 

And  gracefully,  to  music's  sound. 

H 

THE  DREAM  OF  THE  TWO  SISTERS. 

The  sanse  bright  nymphs  went  gliding  round  j 
While  thou,  the  Queen  of  alU  wert  there — 
The  Fairest  still,  where  all  were  fair. 

1 

FROM    DANTE. 

^1 

NolL  orji,  credo^  cha  deir  oripnte                                    ' 

The  dream  then  chang'd^— io  halls  of  state, 

H 

Prli«iui  ricflib  n*l  monte  Clt«?i-i»i* 

I  saw  thee  high  enthroned  i 

^1 

Che  dl  taoco  d*  unor  par  »pnipre  Ardenle, 

While,  rang'd  around»  the  wise,  the  great 

H 

DoDiia  vederc  ancUr  per  una  landa 

In  thee  their  mistress  own''d  : 

^1 

Coglli^ndu  6orl ;  e  cAnUndo  dicca :  -^ 

And  still  the  same,  thy  gentle  sway 

H 

Snpp]tL  qtxtklnatinct  1  mhi  ooiDVdfTnitndA, 

O'er  willing  subjects  won  its  way — 

H 

Ch'  !o  ml  ion  Lia,  e  ro  iBo*en4c>  'Tilomo 

Till  all  confess'd  the  Right  Divine 

^^ 

Le  b<^lle  taa.nl  m  fjumt  una  grhlrlHida  — 
Fer  plsurrrml  oJlo  ipecchio  qui  m'  jultimo  \ 

To  rale  o*er  man  was  only  thine  ! 

■ 

Mm  rnia  luora  Uach«l  mai  non  il  tma^ 

^1 

But,  lo,  the  sci^ne  now  chang'd  again*- 

^^ 

EIJ'  a  de*  luol  b«sU  occhl  reder  vaga. 

And  borne  on  plumed  steed. 

H 

Com'  io  dell'  adornarmil  con  le  inani } 

I  saw  thee  o'er  the  battle-plain 

^^ 

L^i  !o  vedcr«  e  me  rovrara  appaipL 

Dantv.  Furg.  canto  xxtIL 

Our  land's  defenders  lead  j 
And  stronger  in  thy  beauty's  charmH, 

1 

'TwAS  eve'€  soft  hour,  and  bright,  above, 

Than  man,  with  countless  ho^ts  io  amis, 

^^^1 

The  star  of  Beauty  heam'd, 

Thy  Toice,  like  music,  cheer'd  the  Free, 

^^^1 

l\Tiiie  luird  by  light  so  ful!  of  love. 

Thy  very  itnile  was  victory  ! 

^^^1 

In  alnraber  thus  I  dream'd^ 

^H 

Methought,  at  that  sweet  hour. 

Nor  reign  such  queens  on  thrones  alone  — 

H 

A  nymph  came  o*er  the  lea. 

In  cot  and  court  the  same. 

H 

Who,  gathViog  many  a  flowV, 

Wherever  woman's  smile  is  known, 

H 

Thtia  said  and  sung  to  me  ;^ 

Victoria's  still  her  nuDie, 

^1 

"  JShoold  any  ask  what  Leila  tores, 

For  though  she  almost  hlush  to  reign. 

^1 

"  Say  thou.  To  wreatlie  her  hair 

Though  Love's  own  flow'rets  wreath  the  cham. 

H 

**  With  flow'rets  cuird  from  gkos  and  grovet, 

Disguise  our  bondage  as  we  will. 

H 

"  la  Leila*8  only  care. 

'Tis  woman,  woman,  rules  us  stilL 

■ 

**  \Miile  thus  io  quest  of  flowVets  rare, 
''  <Jer  hill  and  dale  I  room, 

H 

■ 

**  My  sister,  RueheU  fit**  ™ore  fair, 
**  Sits  kme  and  intJte  at  home. 

CO^rF^  PLAY  ME  THAT  SIMPLE  AIR 

1 

"  Before  her  glaAS  ud tiring. 

AGAIN. 

H 

"  With  thoughts  tliat  never  stray, 

▲   BAU^D. 

H 

"  Her  own  bright  eyes  admiring. 

^1 

'*  Sbe  sits  the  live -long  day  j 

Come,  play  me  that  simple  air  again. 

H 

'*  While  I !  — oh,  seldom  even  a  look 

I  us'd  BO  to  love,  in  life's  young  day, 

^1 

**  Of  self  salutes  my  eye  -,  — 

And  bring,  if  thou  canst,  the  dreams  that  then 

^1 

**  My  only  glass,  the  limpid  brook, 

Were  waken'd  by  that  sweet  lay. 

^^ 

*•  That  shiocs  and  passes  by.** 

The  tender  gloom  its  strain 
Shed  o'er  the  heart  and  brow. 

Griefs  shadow,  without  its  pain  — 
Say  where,  where  is  il  now? 

J 

k 
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But  play  me  the  well-known  air  once  more, 
For  thoughts  of  yoath  still  haunt  its  strain. 

Like  dreams  of  some  far,  foiry  shore 
We  never  shall  see  again. 

Sweet  air,  how  every  note  hrings  hack 
Some  sunny  hope,  some  day-dream  hright, 

That,  shining  o'er  life's  early  track, 
Fill'd  ev*n  its  tears  with  light 


The  new-found  life  that  came 

With  love*s  first  echo'd  vow ; — 
The  fear,  the  hliss,  the  shame  — 
Ah — where,  where  are  they  now  ? 
But,  still  the  same  lov'd  notes  prolong. 

For  sweet  'twere  thus,  to  that  old  lay. 
In  dreams  of  youth  and  love  and  song. 
To  breathe  life's  hour  away. 


THE  EPICUREAN. 


A  TALE. 


LORD    JOHN    RUSSELL, 

THIS    VOLUME    IS    INSCRIBED, 
BT   ONE   WHO    ADMIRES    HIS    CHARACTER    AND   TALENTS,    AND   IS   PROUD   OP    HIS   PRIENDSHIP. 


LETTER  TO  THE  TRANSLATOR, 


PROM 

.  Esq- 


Cairo,  Juiie  19. 1800. 

Mr  DEAR  Sir, 
During  a  visit  lately  paid  by  me  to  the  mo- 
nastery of  St  Macarius — which  is  situated,  as  you 
know,  in  the  Valley  of  the  Lakes  of  Natron  —  I 
was  lucky  enough  to  obtain  possession  of  a  curious 
Greek  manuscript  which,  in  the  hope  that  you  may 
be  induced  to  translate  it,  I  herewith  transmit  to 
you.  Observing  one  of  the  monks  very  busily 
occupied  in  tearing  up  into  a  variety  of  fantastic 
shapes  some  papers  which  had  the  appearance  of 
being  the  leaves  of  old  books,  I  inquired  of  him 
the  meaning  of  his  task,  and  received  the  follow- 
ing explanation :  — 

The  Arabs,  it  seems,  who  are  as  fond  of  pigeons 
as  the  ancient  Egyptians,  have  a  superstitious  no- 
tion that,  if  they  place  in  their  pigeon-houses  small 
scraps  of  paper,  written  over  with  learned  charac- 
ters, the  birds  are  always  sure  to  thrive  the  better 


for  the  charm ;  and  the  monks,  who  are  never 
slow  in  profiting  by  superstition,  have,  at  all  times, 
a  supply  of  such  amulets  for  purchasers. 

In  general,  the  fathers  of  the  monastery  have 
been  in  the  habit  of  scribbling  these  fragments 
themselves ;  but  a  discovery  lately  made  by  them, 
saves  all  this  trouble.  Having  dug  up  (as  my 
informant  stated)  a  chest  of  old  manuscripu, 
which,  being  chiefiy  on  the  sul^ect  of  alchemy, 
must  have  been  buried  in  the  time  of  Dioclesian, 
'*  we  thought,"  added  the  monk,  *'  that  we  conld 
not  employ  such  rubbish  more  properly,  than  in 
tearing  it  up,  as  you  see,  for  the  pigeon-houses  of 
the  Arabs." 

On  my  expressing  a  wish  to  rescue  some  part 
of  these  treasures  from  the  &te  to  which  his  indo- 
lent fraternity  had  consigned  them,  he  produced 
the  manuscript  which  I  have  now  the  pleasure  of 
sending  you — the  only  one,  he  said,  remaining 
entire — and  I  very  readily  paid  the  price  which 
he  demanded  for  it 

You  will  find  the  story,  I  think,  not  altogether 
uninteresting ;  and  the  coincidence,  in  many  re- 
spects, of  the  curious  details  in  Chap.  VL  with 
the  description  of  the  same  ceremonies  in  the 
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Romaui^e  of  Seihoa\  irill,  I  have  no  doubt,  stHke 
you.     Hoping  that  you  may  be  induced  to  give  a 
translation  of  this  Tale  to  the  world, 
I  ain»  my  dear  Sir, 

Very  truly  youra. 


THE  EPICUREAN. 


CHAPTER  L 

It  war  m  the  fourth  year  of  the  reign  of  the  hite 
Emperor  Valerian,  that  the  followers  of  Epkurus, 
who  were  at  that  lime  numerous  in  Athena,  pro- 
cet-Kled  to  the  election  of  a  person  to  fill  the  vacant 
Chair  of  their  sect  ;^and,  hy  the  unanimoua  voice 
of  the  School,  I  was  the  individual  clioeen  for  their 
Chief.  I  was  jnat  then  entering  on  my  twenty- 
fourth  year,  and  no  instance  had  ever  before  oc- 
curred, of  a  pL-rson  so  young  being  selected  for  that 
high  office.  Youth,  however,  and  the  personal  ad- 
vtntagei  that  adorn  it,  could  not  but  rank  among 
the  mo«t  agreeable  recommendations  to  a  sect  that 
included  within  its  circle  all  the  beauty  as  well 
as  the  wit  of  Athens,  and  which,  though  dignifying 
its  pursuits  with  the  name  of  philosophy,  was  little 
else  than  a  plausible  pretext  tor  the  more  re&ied 
cultivation  of  pleasure. 

The  character  of  the  sect  had,  indeed,  much 
changed  since  the  time  of  its  wise  and  virluons 
founder,  who,  while  he  asserted  that  Pleasure  is  the 
only  Good,  inculcated  olso  that  Good  is  the  only 
source  of  Pleasure.  The  purer  part  of  this  doctrine 
had  long  evaporated,  and  the  temperate  Epicunis 
would  have  as  little  reeognised  his  own  sect  in  tbe 
Bflsembtage  of  reilned  volupttiaries  whonow  usurped 
its  name,  as  he  would  have  known  his  own  quiet 
Garden  in  the  luxurious  groves  and  bowers  among 
which  the  meetings  of  the  School  were  now  held. 

Many  causes  concurred,  at  this  perii>d,  beside 
the  attractiveness  of  its  doctrines,  to  render  our 
•ehDol  by  far  the  most  popular  of  any  that  still 
sarrived  the  glory  of  Greece.  It  may  generally 
he  observed,  thai  the  prevalence,  in  one  half  of  a 
community,  of  very  rigid  notions  on  the  snbject  of 
religion,  produces  the  opposite  extreme  of  laxity 


>  Th-Q  dncrtptlon,  hirrv  ^llutlix]  to,  nutj  rIao  be  foimd, 
coiHsd  iwrtairiw  rrom  8«ttiot,  In  th«  '*  Vof«fwd'AntfrfM»r."-- 
**  la  tfaat  phUoMvpliInt  nmiaiict,  ollod *La  Vi« d« ftetboa,* " 


and  infldetlty  in  the  other  i  and  tbia  kiod  of  re" 
action  it  was  that  now  mainly  contribated  to 
render  the  doctrines  of  the  Garden  the  most 
fashionable  philosophy  of  the  day.  The  rapid 
progress  of  the  tj'hristian  faitb  had  alarmed  all 
those,  who,  either  from  piety  or  worldliness,  were 
interested  in  the  contintfance  of  the  old  established 
creed — all  who  believed  in  the  Deities  of  Olympus, 
and  all  who  lived  by  them.  The  natural  conse- 
qncQce  was,  a  considerable  increase  of  zeal  and 
activity,  throughout  the  constituted  authorities  and 
priesthood  of  ihe  whole  Heathen  world.  What 
was  wanting  in  sincerity  of  belief  was  made  up  in 
rigour  s^  — the  weakest  parts  of  the  Mythology 
were  those,  of  course,  most  angrily  defended,  and 
any  reflections,  tending  to  bring  Saturn,  or  his 
wife  Ops,  into  contempt,  were  punished  with  the 
utmost  severity  of  the  law. 

In  this  state  of  affairs,  between  the  alarmed  bi- 
gotry of  the  declining  Faith  and  the  simple,  sub- 
lime ansterity  of  her  rival,  it  was  not  wonderful 
that  those  lovers  of  ease  and  pleasure,  who  had  no 
interest,  reversionary  or  other^wise,  in  the  old  re- 
ligion, and  were  too  indolent  to  inquire  into  the 
sanctions  of  the  new,  should  take  refuge  from  the 
severities  of  both  in  the  arms  of  a  luxurious  phi- 
losophy, which,  leaving  to  others  the  task  of  dis- 
puting  about  the  f\iture,  centred  all  its  wisdom  in 
the  fall  enjoyment  of  the  present. 

The  sectaries  of  the  Garden  had,  ever  since  the 
death  of  their  founder,  been  accustomed  to  dedicate 
to  bis  memory  the  twentieth  day  of  every  month. 
To  these  monthly  rites  had,  for  some  time,  been 
added  a  grand  annual  Festival,  in  commemoration 
of  his  birth.  The  feasts  given  on  this  occasion  by 
my  predecessors  in  the  Chair,  had  been  invarijibly 
distinguished  for  their  taste  and  splendour  [  and  it 
was  my  ambition,  not  merely  to  imitate  this  ex> 
ample,  but  even  to  render  the  anniversary,  now 
celebrated  nnder  my  auspices,  so  lively  and  bril- 
liant as  to  efface  the  recollection  of  all  that  had 
preceded  it 

Seldom,  indeed,  had  Athens  witnessed  so  hriglit 
a  scene.  The  grounds  that  formed  the  original 
site  of  the  Garden  had  received,  from  time  to  time, 
considerable  additions  ;  and  (he  whole  extent  was 
now  laid  out  with  that  perfect  taste,  which  under- 
stands how  to  wed  Nature  with  Art,  without  sa> 
crificiog  any  of  her  simplicity  to  the  alliance. 
Walks,  leading  through  wilderoesiscs  of  shade  and 
'  fragrance  —  glades,  0()ening,  as  if  to  afford  a  play- 
gronnd  for  the  sunshine — temples,  rising  on  the 


Mf  •  Warburtoo.  *•  we  iod  a  roacli  josttr  i 
Efjrptiafi  wUdom,  ihAti  lii  «tl  Ibe  pretrodMl 
CleU* "  —  Hip.  /.*y .  Ixjok  It*  icct.  14. 
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rerj  <pcif»  where  Tmagmation  berself  would  have 
called  them  up,  and  fountainj  and  lakes,  in  aJ- 
temate  motion  and  repose,  either  wantonly  court- 
ing  the  Terdore,  or  calm)?  sleeping  in  its  embrace 
—  gnch  wafi  the  variety  of  featnre  that  diyersified 
lhe»e  faiir  gardens  ;  and,  animated  as  they  were  od 
this  occafiion,  by  all  the  living  wit  aud  loyeliness 
of  Atbena,  it  a^rded  a  ecene  such  aa  my  own 
yonlhlVil  fancy^  rich  as  it  waa  then  in  images  of 
lurury  and  beauty,  could  hardly  have  anticipated:. 
The  ceremonies  of  the  day  began  with  the  very 
dawn^  when,  according  to  the  form  of  simpler  and 
better  times,  those  among  the  disciples  vbo  hod 
apartments  within  the  Garden,  bore  the  image  of 
our  Founder  in  procesetoa  from  chamber  to 
chamber,  chanting  verses  In  praise  of  what  had 
long  ceased  to  be  objects  of  owr  imitatioQ — his 
fragatity  and  temperance. 

Round  a  beautiful  lake,  in  the  centre  of  the 
Garden,  stood  four  white  Doric  temples,  in  one  of 
which  was  collected  a  library  containing  all  the 
flowers  of  Grecian  literature ;  while,  in  the  re- 
maining three,  Cojiversatioa,  the  Song*  and  the 
Dance,  held,  uninterrupted  by  earh  other,  their 
respective  rites.  In  the  Library  stood  busts  of  all 
the  most  illustrious  Epicureans,  both  of  Home  and 
Greece  —  Horace,  Afticus,  Pliny  the  elder,  the 
fx^^-t  Lucrttius,  Lucian,  and  the  lamented  biogra- 
pher of  the  Philosophers,  lately  lost  to  us,  Dio* 
geD<fS  Laertius.  There  were  also  the  portraits,  io 
marble^  of  all  the  eminent  female  votaries  of  the 
—  Leontium  and  her  fair  daughter  Dauae, 
lemistOf  Phitenis,  and  others. 
It  was  here  that,  in  my  capacity  of  Heresiarch, 
the  morning  of  the  Festival,  1  received  the  tn- 
Hcitntions  of  the  day  from  »ome  of  the  fairest  lips 
of  Athens  t  and,  in  proROttuciug  the  customary 
uratitm  to  the  memory  of  our  Master  (in  which  it 
wa*  usual  to  dwell  upon  the  doctrines  be  had  in* 
culcoled),  endcavoui-ecl  to  attain  that  art,  so  useful 
before  such  an  andituce,  of  lentling  to  Ibe  gravest 
subjects  a  charm,  which  secures  them  listeners 
even  atnong  the  ttimplest  and  most  volatile. 

Though  study,  as  may  he  supposed,  engrossed 
but  little  the  nights  or  mornitjgs  of  the  Garden, 
yet  all  the  lighter  parts  of  learning — that  portion 
of  its  attic  bone)%  for  which  the  bee  is  not  com- 
pelled to  go  very  deep  into  the  flower — ^  was  some- 
what eealously  cultivated  by  us.  Even  here, 
howi'ver,  the  young  student  had  to  encounter  that 
kind  of  distraction,  which  is,  of  all  others,  the 
least  favourable  to  compoKure  of  thought;  and, 
with  more  than  one  of  my  fair  disciples,  there 
used  to  occur  such  scenes  as  the  following,  which 
a  poet  of  the  Oarden,  taking  his  picture  from  the 
life,  thus  deacnb«d  :  — 


"  Ai  o^er  the  lake.  In  evefiinK*li  glow. 

ThAt  temple  threw  iti  leoftlieDin^  »had>. 
Upon  tbe  rnvble  ttjept  below 

Tbcra  tstv  M.  fair  Coiinthl^b  mAid, 
Grscefullj  oVr  tome  voluioe  binding; ; 

While,  bjr  her  tide,  tlie  joulhrol  S«f« 
Held  tMu±  her  ringlet*,  lett,  dc«cvndlng. 

They  thould  o'er-cbadow  all  the  pagvr." 

But  it  was  for  the  evening  of  that  day,  that  tlie 
richest  of  our  lyrurics  were  reserved*  Every  part 
of  the  Garden  was  illuminated,  with  the  mo$% 
skilful  variety  of  lustre  ;  while  over  the  Lake  of  the 
Temples  were  scatter  d  wreaths  of  flowers,  through 
which  boats,  fiU'd  with  beautiful  children,  floated^ 
as  through  a  liquid  parterre. 

Between  two  of  these  boats  a  mock  combttt  was 
perpetually  carried  on  j^  their  respective  eom- 
manders,  two  blooming  youths,  being  habited  to 
represent  Eros  and  Anteros  :  the  former,  the  Ce- 
lestial Love  of  the  Plat^nists,  and  the  latter,  that 
more  earthly  spirit,  which  usurps  the  name  of 
Love  among  the  Epicureans.  Throughoat  the 
whole  evening  their  con&ict  was  maiotain'd  with 
various  success ;  the  timid  distance  at  which  Eros 
kept  aloof  from  his  lively  antagonist  being  bis  only 
safeguard  against  those  darts  of  fire^  with  sbowcn 
of  which  the  other  assailed  him,  but  which,  falling 
short  of  their  mark  upon  the  lake,  only  scorched 
the  few  flowers  on  which  they  fell,  and  were  ex- 
tinguished. 

In  mi  other  part  of  the  gardcDS,  oq  a  wide  glade, 
illuminated  only  by  the  moon,  was  performed  an 
imitation  of  the  torch -race  of  the  Panathena^a  by 
young  boys  chosen  for  their  fleetness,  and  arrayed 
with  wings,  like  Cupids  ;  while,  not  &r  off,  m  gttwp 
of  seven  ojmphs,  with  each  a  star  on  her  forehead, 
represented  the  movements  of  the  plnnelary  choir, 
and  embodied  the  dream  of  Pythagoras  into  redd 
motion  and  song. 

At  every  turning  some  new  enchantment  broke 
unexpectedly  on  the  eye  or  ear  ;  and  now,  from  the 
depth  of  a  dark  grove,  from  which  a  fouutjun  at 
the  same  time  iastied,  there  came  a  strain  of  #weet 
music,  which,  mingling  with  the  murmur  of  the 
water,  seemed  like  the  voice  of  the  spirit  that  pre* 
sided  over  its  flow  ;  —  while,  at  other  times,  the 
same  strain  appeared  to  come  breathing  fhim 
among  flowers,  or  was  heard  suddenly  from  under 
ground,  as  if  the  foot  bad  just  touched  some  apriog 
that  set  Its  melody  in  motion. 

It  may  seem  etrange  that  I  should  now  dwell 
upon  all  these  trifling  details^  but  they  were  to  me 
full  of  the  future  ;  and  every  thing  connected  with 
that  memorable  night — even  its  long  repented 
follies  ^ — must  for  ever  live  fondly  and  sacredly  in 
my  memory.  The  festival  concluded  with  a  ban- 
quet, at  which,  as  master  of  the  Sect,  I  presided  ; 
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and  being,  uiye^fi  tii  every  senfto,  Ihe  ascendant 
spirit  of  the  whole  scene,  gave  life  to  all  uround 
me,  and  gaw  my  owd  bappLDesf  reflected  in  that  of 
others. 


CHAPTER  IL 

Th£  festival  woe  over;  —  the  sounds  of  the  song 
and  dance  bud  ceased,  and  I  was  now  left  m  those 
luxurious  gardens,  alone.  Though  so  ardent  and 
ftctivc  a  votary  of  pleasure,  I  had,  hy  nature,  a  dis- 
position full  of  melancholy  ;  —  an  iniiij^^mation  that, 
even  in  the  midjsl  of  uiirtb  and  happiness,  pre* 
tented  saddening  thoughts,  and  threw  the  shadow 
of  the  future  over  the  gayest  illusions  of  the  pre- 
sent. Mflancholy  was,  indeed^  twin-horn  in  my 
soul  with  Passion;  and  not  even  in  the  fullest 
fervour  of  the  latter  were  they  ever  separated. 
From  the  Urst  moment  that  I  was  conscious  of 
thought  and  feeling,  the  same  dark  thread  had  run 
across  the  web  ;  and  images  of  death  and  aimihil- 
atioQ  came  to  mingle  tbemselves  with  even  the 
most  smiling  scenes  through  which  love  and  enjoy- 
ment led  me.  My  very  passion  for  pleasure  but 
deepened  theso  gloomy  thoughts.  For,  shut  out, 
as  t  was  by  my  creed,  from  a  future  life,  and  having 
BO  hope  beyond  the  narrow  horizon  of  this,  every 
minute  of  earthly  delight  assumed,  in  my  eyes,  a 
mournful  preciousness ;  and  pleasure,  like  the 
flower  of  the  cemetery,  grew  but  more  luxuriant 
from  the  neighbourhood  of  dealli. 

This  very  night  my  triumph,  my  happiness,  had 
seemed  complete.     1  bad  been  the  presiding  gen  i us 
of  that  voluptuous  scene.     Both  my  ambition  and 
my  love  of  pleasure   bad  drunk  dvep  of  the  rich 
cup  for  which  they  tbirsterL     Looked  up  to  as   I 
was  by  the  learned,  and  admired  and  loved  by  the 
beautiful  and  the  young,  I  had  seen,  in  every  eye 
that    met   mine,   either    the    acknowledgment    of 
bright  triumphs  already  woo,  or  the  promise  of 
others,  still  brighter,  that  awaited  me.     Yet,  even  i 
in  tlie  midst  of  all  this,  the  same  dark  thoughts  , 
had  presented   themselves^  — the    perishablencss 
of  myself  and  all  around  me  had  recurred  every  ' 
intiLant  to  my  mind.     Those  bands  I  had  prest —  j 
thoiive  eyes,   in  which  I  had  seen  sparkling  a  spirit  , 
of  light  and  life  that  ought  never  to  die  —  those 
vuices,  that  had  spoken  of  eternal  love— all,  all  I 
felt,   were   but  a   mockery   of  the  raoment,  and 
would  leave  nothing  eternal  but  the  silence  of  their  I 
dust  I 

Ob,  were  it  not  Tor  thti  tad  volee« 

Stealing  amid  our  mirth  tn  uijr, 

Th*l  *U»  In  mh\ch  we  m«it  rejoic*-, 

Er^  night  may  bo  tlus  e«rth-worni*«  prey  i  — > 


Bui  for  IhU  W»Ff  —  only  tliii  — 

Full  M  the  world  h  brlmm'd  wUh  blisi. 

And  capjible  ak  (ve\»  my  touil 

or  ilrainlag  to  it*  dcpitb  tbe  whole, 

]  ihould  turn  eftrlh  to  heav^'D^  audi  Lks^ 

If  bUKi  made  godi,  a  deltjr  t 

£iuch  was  the  description  I  gave  of  my  own  feelings 
in  one  of  those  wild,  pasiiionate  songs,  to  which 
this  mixture  of  mirth  and  melancholy,  in  a  spirit  so 
buoyant,  naturally  gave  birth. 

And  seldom  had  my  heart  fto  ftilly  surrendered 
itself  to  this  sort  of  vague  sadness  as  at  (hat  very 
moment,  when,  as  I  paced  tboughtfully  among  the 
fading  lights  and  flowers  of  tbe  bau'^uet,  the  echo 
of  my  own  step  was  all  that  now  sounded,  where  so 
many  gay  forms  had  lately  been  revelling.  The 
moon  was  still  up,  the  morning  had  not  yet  glim- 
mered, and  tbe  calm  glories  of  the  night  still  rested 
on  all  around.  Unconscious  whither  my  pathway 
kd,  1  continued  to  wander  along,  till  I,  at  length, 
found  myself  before  that  fair  statue  of  \'enmi, 
with  which  the  chisel  of  Alcamenes  liad  embellished 
our  Garden; — that  image  of  deified  woman,  theonly 
idol  to  which  I  had  ever  yet  bent  the  knee.  Leaning 
against  the  pedestal  of  the  statue,  I  raised  my 
eyes  to  heaven,  and  fixing  them  sadly  and  intently 
on  the  ever- burning  stars,  as  if  seeking  to  read  tbe 
mournful  secret  in  their  light,  asked,  wherefore 
was  it  that  Man  alone  must  fade  and  perish,  while 
they,  so  much  less  wonderful,  less  godlike  than  be, 
thus  still  lived  on  in  radiance  unchangeable  and 
for  ever !  **  Oh,  that  there  were  some  spell,  bome  talis- 
man," I  exclaimed,  '^  to  make  the  spirit  that  burns 
within  ui  deatblesA  as  those  stars,  and  open  to  it  a 
career  like  theirs,  as  brtgbt  and  tnextiuguishuble 
throughout  all  time  V* 

IVbile  thus  indulging  in  wild  and  melancholy 
fancies,  I  felt  that  lassitude  which  earthly  pleasure, 
however  sweet,  still  leaves  behind,  come  insensibly 
over  me,  and  at  length  sunk  at  the  base  of  tbe 
statue  to  sleep. 

Jjut  even  in  sleep,  the  same  fancies  continued  to 
haunt  me  -,  and  a  dream  ■,  so  distinct  and  vivtd  as 
to  leave  btfhind  it  the  impression  of  reality,  (bus 
presented  itself  to  my  mind.  1  found  myself  sud- 
denly transfiorted  to  a  wide  and  desolate  plain, 
where  nothing  appeared  to  breath (%  or  mo\'e,  or 
live.  Tbe  very  sky  that  hung  above  it  looked 
pale  and  extinct,  giving  the  idea,  not  of  darkneAJs 
but  of  light  tlmt  had  become  dead  ; — and  hud  that 
whole  region  been  tbe  remains  of  some  older  world, 
left  broken  up  and  sunless,  it  could  not  Imve  pre* 
S(.<uited  an  aspect  more  (]uenched  and  desolate. 
The  only  think  that  bespoke  life,  throughout  this 


1  For  the  Irnportaace  •ttachM]  tt*  drr Ami  bj  the  anrU^tg, 
fcc  Jortim,  HemaTki  on  Eccteataitlcal  Hlbtorjr,  toJ.I.  p,WK 
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melancholy  wastef  was  a  saiall  spark  of  ligbt»  that 
at  Erst  glimmered  In  the  dUtaxiee,  hut,  at  length, 
sloittly  approached  the  hlcak  spot  where  I  stood. 
As  it  drew  nearer,  I  could  see  thiit  in  finitill  hut 
steady  gleam  come  from  a  taper  in  the  hand  of  an 
ancient  and  venerable  miiTi,  who  now  stood,  like 
nesenger  from  the  grmve,  before  me. 
.V  moments  of  awful  eilenccp  during  which 
Im  Uniked  at  me  with  a  sadness  that  thrilled  my 
very  soul,  he  said,  "  Thou,  who  ac«kest  eter- 
nal Uile,  go  unto  the  shores  of  the  dark  Nile  —  go 
unto  the  shores  of  the  dark  NUe^  and  thou  wilt 
find  the  etenial  life  Ihou  seekest  I'* 

No  sooner  had  he  uttered  these  words  than  the 
deathlike  hue  of  his  cheek  at  once  brightened  into 
a  smile  of  more  than  earthly  promt&e  ;  while  the 
small  torch  he  held  in  his  hand  sent  forth  a  glow 
of  radiance^  by  which  suddenly  the  whole  surface 
of  the  desert  was  iiltuninated; — the  light  spreading 
even  to  the  distant  horizon*s  edge,  along  whose 
line  I  could  now  see  gardenSt  palaces,  aud  spires, 
all  as  bright  as  the  rich  architecture  of  the  clouds 
at  sunset  Sweet  musiL%  too^  came  boating  in  every 
direction  through  the  air»  and,  froiD  all  sides,  such 
varieties  of  enchantment  broke  upon  me*  that, 
with  the  excess  alike  of  harmony  and  of  radiance,  I 
awoke. 

That  ififidela  should  be  mperstitious  ts  an  ano- 
maly neither  unusual  nor  strange.  A  belief  in 
superhuman  agency  seems  noturnl  and  necessary 
lo  the  mind  ;  and,  if  not  suffered  to  flow  in  the 
obvious  channels,  it  will  find  a  vent  in  some  other. 
Hence,  many  who  have  doubted  the  existence  of 
a  God,  have  yet  implicitly  placed  themselves  under 
the  patronage  of  Fate  or  the  stars.  Much  the 
same  i neons istency  I  was  conscious  of  in  my  own 
feelings.  Though  rejecting  all  belief  in  a  Divine 
Providence,  I  had  yet  a  faith  in  dreams,  that  all 
my  philosophy  could  not  conquer.  Nor  was  expe- 
rience wanting  to  confirm  me  in  tny  delosion  ;  for, 
by  some  of  tho*e  accideutal  coincidences,  which 
make  the  fortune  of  soothsayers  and  prophets, 
dreEim.4,  more  than  once,  had  been  to  mo 

OrAclci,  truor  far  than  oak, 
Or  dovet  or  ii-1pod,  ever  «puke. 

It  was  not  wonderful,  therefore,  that  the  vtiion  of 
that  night  ^ — touching,  as  it  did,  a  chord  so  ready 
to  vibrate  —  should  have  affected  me  with  more 
than  ordinary  jKiwer,  and  even  sunk  deeper  into 
my  memory  with  every  effort  I  made  to  forget  it. 
Ln  vain  did  1  mock  at  my  own  weakness ; — such 
sctf-Jerision  is  seldom  sincere*  In  vain  did  I 
pursue  my  accnstomed  pleasures.  Their  lest  was, 
as  usual,  for  ever  new  j  but  still,  in  the  midst  of 
all  my  eiyoj-ment,  came  the  cold  and  saddening 


consciotisness  of  mnrtailty,  and,  wiib  it,  ikr 
lection  of  that  vistoiuiry  proiuise,  to  whii^  ftf ' 
fancy,  in   deJhince  of 
cling, 

At  times  indul|^ng  ia  reveries,  thaX  wtn  Btfp 
else  than  a  contiiiuatioQ  of  my  d:r«axii,  I  rm  a»- 
templated  the  possible  existetice  of  somr  K2^ 
secret,  by  which  yoiUli,  if  not  perpetuaiMi, 
be  at  least  prolonged,  and  that  dresdfol 
death,  within  whose  circle  lov«  pines  wmi 
sickens,  might  be  for  a  -white  avrrt«d. 
knows,"  I  woiJd  aak,  **  but  that  in 
region  of  wonders,  where   M3  sterr  hal^ 

folded  but  half  her  treasures where  sCiU 

undeeiphered,  upon  the  pill^irs  of  Seth^  i». 
written  secrets  of  the   antediluviaa  w^ifU' 
can  tell  but  that  some  powerflil 
!et,  may  there  lie  hid,  whose  dtscorerj, 
phantom  Uuth  promised,  but  awaits  ray 
some  compound  of  the  &ana«  pure  aiouu^ 
the  essence  of  the  living  stars,  and  wbca*  iii^ 
into  the  frame  of  man  might  render  him  alts*- 
fading  and  immortal  V* 

Thus  fondly  did  I  sometimes  apecolaiii^  la  di* 
vague  moods  of  mind,  when  the  iii^  of 
in  which  I  was  engaged,  acting  opom  a 
and  vivid  fancy,  produced  an  intoxicalioa  ofcpfrt, 
during  which  I  was  not  ^wholly  iuy9el£  TWI^ 
wilderment,  too,  was  not  a  little  increMcd  If  tli 
constant  struggle  I  experienced  betwe<A  my  mm 
natural  feelings,  and  the  cold,  mor^  cre«dufBt 
sect  —  in  endeavouring  to  escape  frna  9^m 
deadening  bondage  I  but  broke  Unmm  ima  ^ 
realms  of  fantasy  and  romance* 

Even  in  my  soberest  moment^  bciweTcr,  Hm 
strange  vision  for  ever  haunted  me  ;  «id  etwy 
e^ort  I  made  to  chase  it  from  my  recollcciiea  vss 
unavailing.  The  delibemto  cunclnsioo,  tkrrwij^ti, 
to  which  I  at  lust  came,  was,  that  10  vvU  ^71* 
was  now  my  only  resource  i  that,  witluNil  litinf 
that  land  of  wonders,  I  could  not  rvst,  sor,  1^ 
convinced  of  my  folly  by  disappointment,  be  f^MSk* 
able.  Without  delny,  accordin^t^'^  (  auMMiBC*^ 
to  my  friends  of  the  Garden,  the  intentm  I  lai 
formed  to  pny  u  visit  lo  the  land  of  PVtaAi^a. 
To  none  of  them,  however,  did  ]  dare 
the  vague,  visionary  impuUe  that  aetuat 
knowledge  being  the  object  that  I  aUc^ed^ 
Pleasure  was  that  for  which  thoy  g«Te  mte 
The  interests  of  the  School,  it  waa  feai^ 
suffer  by  my  absence ;  and  there  were 
derer  ties,  which  had  still  more  to  fear 
ration.  But  for  the  former  incotiv«ii. 
l>orary  remedy  was  provided  j  while  tha 
skilf\il  distribution  of  vow*  ftid  lagfia 
Being  furnished  with  recommciMkUirjr  leo«n  la 
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all  parts  of  Egypt,  I  set  sail  m  the  summer  of  the 
year  257,  a.  d.,  for  Alexaadruu 


CHAPTER  IIL 

To  one?,  who  so  well  koew  how  to  extract  pleasure 
from  every  inomt;nt  on  land,  a  sea- voyage,  however 
smrxith  and  favourable,  appeared  the  least  agreeable 
mode  of  losing  time  that  could  bo  devised.  Oflen^ 
indeed,  did  my  imaf^i nation,  in  phCisslng:  some  isle 
of  those  seas*  people  it  with  fair  forms  and  loving 
hearts,  to  which  mo^t  willingly  would  I  have  paused 
to  offer  homage.  But  the  wind  blew  direct  towards 
the  land  of  Mystery  ;  and,  still  more,  I  heard  a  voice 
within  me,  whispering  for  ever,  *'  On." 

As  we  approached  the  coast  of  Egypt,  our  course 
became  less  prosperoo* ;  and  we  had  a  specimen  of 
the  benevolence  of  the  divinities  of  the  Nile,  in  the 
shape  of  a  stonn,  or  rather  whirlwind^  which  had 
nearly  sunk  our  vessel,  and  which  the  Egyptians  on 
board  declared  to  he  the  work  of  their  deity,  Typhon. 
After  a  day  and  night  of  danger,  during  which  we 
were  driven  out  of  our  course  to  the  eastward,  some 
henigner  influence  prevailed  above  •,  and,  at  length, 
as  the  morning  freshly  broke,  we  saw  the  lieautiful 
ciry  of  Alexandria  rising  from  the  sea,  with  its 
proud  Palace  of  Kings,  its  portico  of  four  hundred 
coriiuins,  and  the  f;iir  Pillar  of  Pillars  ^  towering 
in  the  mld«t  to  heaven. 

After  passing  in  review  this  splendid  vision,  we 
shot  rapidly  roond  the  Rock  of  Pharos,  and,  in  a 
few  minutes,  fi)und  ouraelres  in  the  harbour  of 
Eunostus.  The  sun  had  risen,  hiit  the  light  on  the 
Great  Tower  of  the  Rock  was  still  burning;  and 
there  was  a  languor  in  the  first  waking  movcmentii 
of  that  voluptuous  city  —  whoae  houses  and  temples 
lay  shining  in  silence  around  the  harhoyr — ^that 
Hiifficiently  attested  the  feitivitiei  of  the  preceding 
night 

AVc  were  soon  landed  on  the  quay  *,  and,  as  I 
walked,  through  a  line  of  palaces  and  shrines,  up 
the  street  which  leads  from  the  sea  to  the  Gate  of 
Canopus,  fresh  as  I  was  from  the  contemplation  of 
my  own  lovely  Athens,  1  yet  felt  a  glow  of  admira- 
tion at  the  scene  around  me,  which  its  novelty,  even 
more  than  it«  Hiagnificenco,  inspired.  Nor  were 
the  luxuries  and  delights^  which  such  a  city  pro- 

1  More  properlf.  p(-rha|)i.  "  tli»  roluinii  of  ih<*  rilUri.'* 
Vllft  Ah^ttUiatif,  Rclctlon  de  I'Efjrjite,  and  the  lUitei  of  M. 
de  Stity.  Tbe  grcmt  pfirtlco  round  thfi  column  (forroerlj 
dnlBi»l«d  FomiiMrj'k,  but  now  known  to  hxn  tM^ii erected  la 
-  of  (1i<J€k'4kii>  wEia  ■tlU  aUDdUig,  M.  d«  8«CJ  Mjrt,  lo 
>  or  SftlMin.     Vide  Lora  rakniia't  TramcU. 
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mised,  among  the  least  of  the  consideratioiiN  upon 
which  my  fancy  dwelt  Un  the  contrary,  every 
thing  around  me  seemed  prophetic  of  love  and 
pleasure.  The  very  forms  of  the  architecture,  to 
my  Epicarean  imagination,  appeared  to  coll  up 
tmagefl  of  living  grace  %  and  even  the  dim  seclu^ 
aion  of  the  temples  and  groves  spoke  only  of  tender 
nijstenes  to  my  mind.  As  the  whole  bright 
scene  grew  animated  around  me,  I  felt  that  though 
Egypt  might  not  enable  me  to  lengthen  life,  she 
could  teach  the  next  best  art  —  that  of  multiplying 
its  enjoyraenta. 

The  population  of  Alexandria  s,  at  this  period, 
consisted  of  the  most  motley  miscellany  of  nations, 
religions,  and  aects,  that  had  ever  been  brought 
together  in  one  city,  Beuides  the  school  of  the 
Grecian  Platonisl  was  seen  the  oratory  of  the 
cabalistic  Jew  ;  while  the  church  of  the  Christian 
stood,  undisturbed,  over  the  crypts  of  the  Egyp- 
tian tlierophant  Here,  the  adorer  of  Fire,  from 
the  East,  laughed  at  the  less  elegant  superstition 
of  the  worshipper  of  cats,  from  the  West,  Here 
Christianitj',  Un\  had  learned  to  emulate  the  pious 
vagaries  of  Paganism  \  and  while,  od  one  side, 
her  Ophite  professor  nas  seen  bending  his  knee 
gravely  before  a  serpent,  on  the  other,  a  Nicosian 
Christian  was  heard  contending,  ^itb  no  less  gra- 
vity, that  there  could  he  no  chance  whatever  of 
salvation  out  of  the  pale  of  the  Greek  alphabet. 
Stiil  worse,  the  tm charitableness  of  Christian 
schism  was  already,  with  equal  vigour,  distin- 
guishing itself;  and  I  liiard  every  where,  on  my 
arrival,  of  the  fierce  rancour  and  hate,  with  which 
the  Greek  and  Latin  churebmen  were  then  perse- 
cuting each  other,  because,  forsooth,  the  one  fasted 
on  the  seventh  day  of  the  week,  and  the  others 
fasted  upon  the  fourth  and  sixth  I 

To  none,  however,  of  these  dtflerent  creeds  and 
sects,  except  in  as  far  as  they  furnished  food  for 
ridicule,  had  I  time  to  pay  much  attention.  1  was 
now  in  the  most  luxurious  city  of  the  universe,  and 
accordingly  gave  way,  without  reserve,  to  the 
various  seductions  that  surrounded  me.  My  repu- 
tation, both  as  a  philosopher  and  a  man  of  ph^asure, 
hod  preceded  my  coming ;  and  Alexandria,  the 
second  Athens  of  the  world,  welcomed  me  as  her 
own.  I  found" my  celebrity,  indeed,  oct  as  a  talk- 
man,  that  opened  all  hearts  and  doors  at  my  ap- 
proach. The  usual  novitiate  of  acquaintance  waf 
dispensed  with  in  my  favour,  and  not  only  iati* 


*  Ammlftnui  tbui  ipcaki  t>t  tbe  lUle  of  AlflmndrU  la  hit 
tiror,  wtiich  vm^  I  tietlFve.  m  Uttfl  Ai  the  end  or  the  fourth 
ccniturjr :  —  '*  Na  Duno  qukJcm  lu  «Mtf*in  urtie  Doctrliue  rarl* 
•■lent,  noQ  apud  noi  «xatu11  MubIgs  d«c  llvraoala  eoalleulL." 


r 


TIk  ccMntioo  of  &e  tsuMl  fe«ml  <ir  Senpi* 
llotikepttteednnBf  ttjittj^and  I  was, 
4$mtd  to  mingfe  vitk  tbe  fMj 
I  tiMi  Aocked  ta  ibtf  ihniw  at  Cvusfias 
<»  tbe  oceacaon.  Dbj  sad  luglil,  ss  kn^  m  thk 
testiral  bsted,  due  great  cuul,  vliick  led  from 
Aieicaiidna  to  CuK»pQ«,  wv  corercd  vitli  boats 
full  of  pilgrimi  of  boCli  kxjm,  all  liaAeniDg  to 
a^aU  tbcoi«elTie»  of  this  pioot  Uccncg,  vhlch  lent 
tbt  Mil  of  a  religioot  lanctioii  to  pleafiire,  and 
gare  a  hot jda j  to  the  follie*  flad  pjiiiw  of  eartii, 
in  hoDoar  of  heaTen. 

I  wu  rctarning,  one  lovely  night,  to  Alexandria. 
The  north  wind,  that  welcome  TUiter,  had  cooled 

*  From  Ibe  charictrr  of  the  reattif««  of  the  Sphinx,  Ukd  ft 
IwuAfe  In  tl«rodoiu«.de«cribiDi  the  Rgj\tt\astMMfitXmyifMt 
««(  9vX*ritx**'  Volnffjr,  Bnic^.  and  a  frv  otbera,  have  coo^ 
cludtsd  tli4t  the  «oci«iil  InbAblUnU  of  Ejnrpt  were  nefroea* 
Rut  tlift  optokMi  U  oootradktt^U  Uj  m  ho«t  of  autboriUe*, 
8m  Cattam't  aotM  opon  SrotemeU  TV^h^-Zj,  for  the  result  of 
BlinaeobMb*!  dtM«ctioa  of  a  irarlirtx  af  tnutntniei.  Denon, 
ipCAlUng  of  the  charactsr  of  tfa«  beadB  rppreMntcit  In  I  ho 
aneicilt  peulptiEire  and  fMiollng  of  Egypt,  layi,  "  Cclle  dea 
fHfit»ei  reaiemble  encore  \  la  figure  dvi  Jolle*  fifminea  d^au- 
Jourd'hut :  de  la  rondmir,  de  U  VQliif»t^»  le  nvt  pctU,  tetjcux 
lurifi,  pru  ouTcrta,**  Ac.  Ac  Ufl  coukl  ludfQ»  too,  he  layi, 
from  thi!  fomalfl  mitnimlefl,  '''que  letirf  dieteux  C'tot^t  long* 
el  lliiri,  <|ue  l«  caractire  de  ttte  dm  la  pltifiart  tt-noil  du  htmk 
jrtyle."  —  "  Je  rapportat."  be  addi,  *•  utie  ll*«  de  Tiellleferame 
qui  frtoU  AU«ii  beUo  i^ue  rellea  de  Michel- A njr«i  et  leur  rcwem- 
Ifloll  Ixtaiicoup.** 

In  a  '■  D^icHption  ginirak  de  Tybetr  by  Mrttrt.  JottoU 
ft  DtffiHieT»y  ihcy  »fly,  *'  Tont*^!  l<i  »culptufet  BgyitCteni^ea, 
depuli  ]■?■  plui  irandi  rc9>JioMea  d«  Tlidbei  Ju»qu*aux  ploa 
prtitei  lilolea.  Ha  ra|ipet«Qt  m  «iicune  mant^re  trt  traiti  df  la 
HKtirr  lira  n^raa  |  oiitra  qua  lea  \M»%  dt^i  mortil4?i  dpa  catfr- 
eani1]0»  d«  Thibaa  prfftrnitent  d«  pnyflli  droit*/'  (Sj-*  al»o 
Af.  Jitwartl't  **  IJiviirrlptlmi  of  Syeru  ntid  I  ho  Ceilaracti," 
JidruA  Larrry^  on   the  "  con  format  lop    iihyil(iuo**  of  the 


af  mj  ha 
OD  die  1«&k,  was 
bf  tba  vliole  graap,  vbo  laKdcd  oa  Biy 
party  in  €bm  parilioii:  and,  hmvm^ 
0a^g  aRMBd  me;  at  fetim,  ^he  tendrils  of  jantbie* 
which  diej'  bad  jost  plocked,  coodorled  me,  ao 
■Bwilling  captirei,  to  the  bsnqoet-room. 

I  foaad  here  an  aaemhisge  of  the  x^try  flowar 
of  Akxaadriaa  ioeietj-.  The  voexpeelediicss  dt 
the  aieectiig  added  aev  left  to  it  on  both  sides : 
and  aridom  had  I  crer  felt  more  enlirened  mjsell^ 
or  Koeceeded  better  in  infbfiQg  Life  and  gaietj  info 
others. 

Among  the  eompacT  were  some  Greek  vomeika 
wbOf  according:  to  the  fsshioa  of  their  eoontry, 
wore  Tcils ;  but,  as  asaal,  rather  to  set  off  than  to 
cooceal  thetr  beanlf ,  some  bright  gleams  of  which 
were  constantly  escsping  from  noder  the  clood. 
There  was,  howerer,  one  female,  who  partiet&Urljr 

Egjptiana.  ae.)  But  tbe  notl  catl«factory  relbfUlkin  of  the 
opinion  of  Volnef  haa  bern  affurdcd  wlthfo  tbcae  fev  fieara, 
by  Doetcr  GranvfVe.  who.  baring  bMn  locky  enoiiffk  to  ob- 
tain pocaeuloa  of  a  peffcct  female  raaniB  j.  luu,  by  the  dia- 
aertJon  and  admeatureawnt  of  Ita  form.  eomiiAfltely  eatabtiabod 
tlii«  fact,  that  tbe  andant  Egjiithuit  wef«  of  Ibe  Caucaaian 
race,  not  of  tb«  Bthittptan,  S«e  this  fmileoiaa'a  curioua 
**  E$tejf  on  Egyptian  Hummiirt,''*  i^ad  bdbra  the  Royal 
Society,  ApHI  N.  Ik-ih, 

De  Pauw,  tli4*  groat  depredator  of  every  thing  Egypciaa, 
hna,  oa  the  authority  of  a  paftnge  In  ^Ibn,  pt^aumed  toaAa 
to  the  country  vom<rii  of  f'ieopatra  the  ftigma  of  compile  and 
unredeemr^  uglint^A.  The  following  line  of  Eui-lpidea,  bow« 
ever,  la  an  an»wi-r  tt>  inch  chargeii ;  — 

tn  addition  to  the«r1<rbratm)  locianeei  of  Cleoipatra.  1t1io4ope. 
Ac,  wo  an  told,  on  tlu*  aulliorlfy  of  Manetho  (aa  gi»cn  by 
Zoega  from  GeorKhu  Syncpilui),  of  a  lx*aiiliful  qurru  of 
Hetnpbla.  Nitocrli,  of  the  lixth  dynatty,  who.  In  addttioti  la 
Othor  cbarma  and  perft'ctloTia,  wai  (rather  Incontlitnilly  with 
Ibe  ciefro  hypothc^U)  im.*(h  mrr  xf**"'  '■''■  yeIlow>halrcd. 

S«<e  fur  «  trilmte  to  Itie  ticauty  of  (he  £;g)ptiaii  wticneo, 
Muul;eaquli<'iii''a  Tocnpla  dt  Gnide, 
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attracted  mj  attention^  on  ^hose  bead  wiu  &  cliBp* 
let  of  dark-coloured  flowers,  and  who  eat  veiled 
and  silent  dtiring  tbe  whole  of  the  banquet.  She 
took  no  share,  I  observed,  in  what  wss  pasa'mg 
arouad  :  the  viands  and  the  wine  went  by  her 
untouiL'hed,  nor  did  n  word  that  was  spoken  seem 
nddre&sed   to  tier  ear.     This  abstraction   from   a 


constantly  with   the  ffuimicst  aspect  of  what  1 
was. 

The  memory  of  the  dream  now  recurred  to  me 
more  Uvelily  than  ever.  The  brif^^ht,  awsuring 
smile  of  that  venerable  Spirit,  and  his  word*,  "Go 
to  the  shores  of  the  dark  Nile,  and  thou  wilt  find 
the  eternal  life  thou  seekest/*  were  for  ever  pre- 


Bcene  ao  sparkling  with  gaiety,  though  apparently  I  sent  to  my  mind.     But  as  yet,  alas,  I  had  done 


unnoticed  hy  any  one  hut  myself,  struck  me  as 
mjfiterious  and  strange.  1  inqiiire<l  of  my  fair 
neighbour  the  cause  of  it,  hut  she  looked  grave, 
and  was  silent. 

In  the  mean  time,  the  lyre  and  the  cup  went 
round ;  and  a  young  maid  from  Athena,  as  if  in- 
ftpired  by  the  presence  of  her  countrjman,  took 
her  lute,  and  sung  to  it  some  of  the  son^  of  Greece, 
with  a  warmth  of  feeling  that  bore  me  back  to  the 
banks  of  the  llissus,  a.nd,  even  in  the  bosom  of 
preseni  pleasure*  drew  a  Bjgb  frnm  my  he^rl  for 
tliat  which  had  passed  away.  It  was  daybreak  ere 
our  delighted  parly  rose,  and  most  unwillingly 
re-em  harked  to  return  to  the  city, 

W^  were  scarce  afloat,  when  it  was  discovered 
that  the  lute  of  the  young  Athenian  had  tjeen  lefl 
behind  s  and,  with  a  heart  still  full  of  it  a  sweet 
ftounds,  I  most  readily  sprang  on  £hore  to  seek  it. 
I  hastened  at  once  to  the  banquet -room,  which 
was  now  dim  and  solitary,  except  that  —  there,  to 
my  litter  astonishment,  was  still  seated  that  silent 
figure,  which  had  awakened  ao  much  my  curiosity 
during  the  evening.  A  Tague  feeling  of  awe  came 
over  me,  as  1  now  slowly  approached  it  There 
was  no  motion,  no  sound  of  breathing  in  that 
form  ;  — not  a  leaf  of  the  dark  cbaplet  upon  it* 
brow  stirred*  By  the  light  of  a  dying  lamp  which 
stood  on  the  table  before  the  figure,  t  rais'd,  with 
a  hesitating  hand,  the  veil ;  and  saw  — what  my 
fancy  had  already  anlicipated— that  the  shape 
underneath  was  lifeless,  was  a  skeleton !  Startled 
and  shocked,  I  hurried  hack  with  the  Int^*  to  the 
boat,  and  was  almost  as  silent  as  that  shape  itself 
during  the  remainder  of  the  voyage. 

This  custom  among  the  Egyptians  of  placing  a 
mummy,  or  skeleton,  at  t!ie  banquet -tiihle,  had 
been  for  some  time  disused,  except  at  particular 
ceremonies  ]  and,  even  on  such  occasions,  it  had 
Itcea  the  practice  of  the  luxurious  Alexandrians  to 
d'uguise  this  memorial  of  mortality  iti  the  manner 
just  described.  But  to  me,  who  was  wholly  un- 
prepared for  such  a  spectacle,  it  gave  a  shock  from 
which  my  tm agination  did  not  speedily  recover. 
This  silent  and  ghastly  witness  of  mirth  seemed  to 
embody,  as  it  were,  the  shadow  in  my  own  heart 
The  features  of  the  grave  were  thus  stamped 
upon  (he  idea  that  liad  long  haimted  me,  and  (his 
picture  of  what  I  was  Do  U  now  associated  itself 


nothing  towards  realising  (he  proud  promise. 
Alexandria  was  not  Egjpt ;  —  the  very  soil  on 
which  it  now  stood  was  not  in  existence,  when 
already  Thebes  and  Memphis  had  numbered  ages 
of  gloiy, 

"  No,"  I  exclaimed  ?  "it  is  only  beneath  the 
PyTamids  of  Mempbia,  or  in  the  mystic  Halls  of 
the  Lahyrinlh,  those  holy  arcana  are  to  be  found, 
of  which  the  antediluvian  world  has  made  Egy  pt 
its  heir,  and  among  which  —  bleat  thought! — ^the 
key  to  eternol  life  may  lie,*" 

Having  formed  my  determination,  I  twik  leave 
of  my  many  Alexandrian  friends,  and  departed  for 
Memphis. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

EkiYPT  was,  perhaps,  of  all  others,  the  country  moat 
calculated,  from  that  mixture  of  the  melancbolj 
and  the  vuluptuous,  which  marked  the  character  of 
her  people,  her  religion,  and  her  scenery,  to  affect 
deeply  a  fancy  and  temperament  like  mine,  and 
keep  l>oth  for  ever  tremblingly  alive.  Wherever 
I  turned,  I  beheld  the  desert  and  the  garden, 
mingling  together  their  desolatirm  and  hltKim.  I 
saw  the  love-bower  and  the  tomb  standing  side  by 
side,  as  if,  in  that  land.  Pleasure  and  Death  kept 
hourly  watch  upon  each  other*  In  the  very  luxury 
of  the  climate  there  was  the  same  saddening  in* 
flaence.  The  monolonoui  splendour  of  the  days^ 
the  solemn  radiance  of  the  nights — all  tended  to 
cherish  that  ardent  melancholy,  the  ofTHpring  of 
passion  and  of  thought,  which  had  beet)  so  long  the 
familiar  inmate  of  my  soul. 

M'hen  1  sailed  from  Alexandria,  the  inundation 
of  the  Nile  was  at  its  fall  The  whole  valley  of 
Egypt  lay  covered  by  its  blood  ;  and,  as,  looking 
around  me,  I  saw  in  the  light  of  lift  setting  sun, 
shrines,  palaces,  and  monuments,  encircled  by  the 
waters,  I  could  almost  fancy  that  I  beheld  the 
sinking  island  of  Atalantis,  on  the  bst  evening  its 
temples  were  visible  above  the  wave.  Such 
varietiesi  too,  of  animation  is  pi^esenled  themselves 
on  every  side  I— 

While,  flu-  u  ttf  ht  coutd  reach,  hnumth  ai  dmr 
And  t>lu«  s  hi^AT«n  at  errt  UoiM  Uil*  ipl»«r». 


^ 


-r:^i 


HfMSITS  WOBKSu 


r  ^ril&aBt  hvm  tke  <witi  wt.     To  i 

.dning  tins  riiort  Toyigie, 
vonia  cm}T  Aeon  ate  friai  ercnts,  £u;  far  mocv 
vcBdnrafivoard.  Aanidtt  all  this  eadloB  TnicfT 
rfiCi»MaJuMa.Aegren  olgect  of  mj  loaraer  kad 
tecs  ior^pcoea ; — tlieBj«ierieiof  Uiis  laad  of  &e 
an  caG  re&abaed.  to  ■«;  as  autli  mysteries  as 
Tct  I  kad  been  «wWW#^  in  «nrfcii>g 


<r, 


IB  ir  tr-qac  tuns,  •nmnrw;*    r^irj 


SttaAnrj  aoic  tk*.  •nBK  iriifr-n»  m  :Mn 
T  (  itfuft  nr  Suaatf:  Ui  smmif  ik-is 
<ynri»  l.i*-r->      uuC  Citac  ^i».n  «  tSuRT  i 
FiHi  z^rr  liim:  iwraA.  mt  lu;^  u  n  &  >.<*'S', 
Soiif;.  ^ak.  sr  vsn  avxj  iw  mc-7  ii:«r ; 
Vniir  ioD*?  ■  »nc  iar  nE  ti^Kaci  &  aaxA 
Of  lunwraKiZif  a-ir-ai  iubbt  «  priixk. 
I*  7Kci*c  a  tjie  rpr.i.  i-uTjim,  17  *  s-iur 

Bitt.  for  &  ir:.--c  a.«  kf-aie.  rrjL*  tz  iu: : 

li^^Eteiir  oc  a: J  tttxt*,  r^lfr-f  all  ibcee  Iiurari- 
oos  aad  T«iera:ie  J^i^e*.  -wbafc  nizst*  hirt  be«i 
eooMcnied  Vj  ibe  -^coicr  c^  ir«^  A:  Sal$  I  w« 
pr«s«s:  icrir.£  bc-r  Fesdnl  of  LAcipiS.  asd  read,  br 
tbe  blaxe  of  zzisnaaenble  i:^!ia.  those  mbliine 
vc*rd5  OQ  the  temp  !e  of  Neztha  ^  : — **  I  am  all  that 
has  been,  that  is.  aijd  thsx  will  be,  azd  no  man 
hath  erer  lifted  mr  reil."  I  wardered  among  the 
prostrate  obelisks  of  Helic^lis-\  and  saw,  not 
wiihoot  a  sigh,  the  Fan  smiling  OTcr  her  rains,  as 
if  in  mockerj  of  the  mass  of  perishable  grandeor, 
that  had  ooce  called  itself  in  its  pride,  **  The  Citr 
of  the  Son."*  But  to  the  Isle  of  the  Golden  Venus  * 
was,  I  own,  my  foadtr^t  pilgrimage ; — and  there,  as  1 
rambled  through  its  shades,  where  bowers  are  the 
only  temples,  I  felt  how  for  more  worthy  to  form  ' 
the  shrine  of  a  Deity  arc  the  everliving  stems  of  ; 
the  garden  and  the  grove,  than  the  most  precious  ! 
columns  the  inanimate  quarry  can  supply. 

Every    where    new    pleasures,    new    interests  ! 
awaited  me;  and  though   Melancholy  stood,   as 
usual,  for  ever  near,  her  shadow  fell  but  half-way 


»  Vide  Straho. 

s  l'«  )'  i»  Imu  tiss  A9>;»«f,  h  **t  \rt9  fiuXwett,  Hh,  iri- 
yfcftrf  %xu  ntmirrr.^,  Eya*  uut  trmv  r»  yiy«*f,  tt<u  «r  mm  %f- 
furor,  Mtu  rm  ifAi  «itXm  m^m  wat  mmMtrnXxf^it .  —  Plutarch,  de 
Isid.  et  Osir. 

3  "  De  1&.  en  remontant  toujourt  le  Nil,  on  trouTe  k  deux 
cent  rinquanto  pas,  ou  environ  dc  la  Mataree,  let  tracci  de 
rancienne  II61iopoIis,  on  Vlllc  de  Solril,  i  qui  ce  lieu  6tolt 
particiilldrement  con«.icre.  C'ett  pour  cetto  raison  qu'on 
rapi»(>luit  encore  TCKil,  ou  la  FonUinedu  Soleil."—  UaiUet. 


b  w  aec  tin  Aat  ■MHMnble  erouBs,  vhen  I 
£mfisocid  bcftve  the  Prmuds  of  Mempliia*  and 
heWad  i^es  wniag  aloA,  like  the  vaseh-towcn 
ftf  Taae.  ftom.  vhose  •■"^,  vhcn  abost  to  ex- 
FTC,  he  ^wia  look  his  last — it  was  noc  tOl  this 
■iicai  ■!  dot  the  greK  secret  annoaneed  in  bt  \ 
dnaan  apiiB  rose,  ia  all  its  inscmtable  darkneai  1 
apo«  MT  ikTghls     There  was  a  soleiiiiutj  in  the   ' 
wrrshny  readag  i|mb  dftose  manniDeiits — a  still-   \ 
ne9K»  as  of  rerereaee,  in  the  air  that   breathed 
ai-nMnd  thfiB.  whidi  sermed  to  steal,  like  the  music 
of  pots:  times,  into  nr  hearL     I  thooght  what   I 
myrlAds  of  the  wiae»  the  beantifiil,  and  the  htave, 
had  fsrk  into  dott  since  earth   first   saw  those 
wooders ;  and.  in  the  sadness  of  my  seal,  I  ex- 
claimed^— ^*  Most  Bsan  atone,  then,  perish  ?  mnst 
mi:^  a3>d  hcans  he  annihilated,  while  pyramids 
colore?    Oh.   Death,   Death!   even   upon   these 
everi&sdng  tahleu — the  only  approach  to  immor- 
tality that  kings  themselves  coold  porchase — thoa 
hast  written  oar  doom  awfuUy,  and  intelligibly, 
saying.  'Tht^e  is  for  man  no  eternal  mansion,  but 
the  grave  ! ' " 

My  heart  sank  at  the  thooght  ;  and,  for  the 
moment,  I  yielded  to  that  desolate  feeling,  which 
overspreads  the  sool  that  hath  no  light  from  the 
future.  But  again  the  booyancy  of  my  nature 
prevailed,  and  again,  the  willing  dupe  of  vain 
dreams,  I  deluded  myself  into  the  belief  of  all 
that  my  heart  most  wished,  with  that  happy 
facility  which  enables  imagination  to  stand  in  the 
place  of  happiness.  ^  Tes,"  I  cried,  **  immortality 
must  be  within  man*8  reach  ;  and,  as  wisdom  alone 
is  worthy  of  such  a  blessing,  to  the  wise  alone  most 
the  secret  have  been  revealed.  It  is  said,  that  deep 
under  yonder  pyramid,  has  lain  for  ages  concealed 
the  Table  of  Emerald  *,  on  which  the  Thrice-Great 


4  "  On  troure  une  He  appel^  Venoi-Dorte,  ou  le  champ 
d'or.  avant  de  remonter  jusqu'k  Memphis."— Toftf^fra  de  Pp. 
tkttfiore. 

'  For  an  account  of  the  Table  of  Emerald,  ride  L*ttret  »ur 
COrigint  det  Dim*  d'Egypte.  De  Pamw  tuppo«c«  it  to  be 
a  modem  fiction  of  the  Arabi.  Many  writers  hare  fkncied 
that  tlie  art  of  making  gold  was  the  great  secret  that  lay  hid 
under  the  forms  of  Egyptian  theology.  "  I^  science  herm^. 
tique,"  says  tiie  Benedictine,  Pemets,  *'  I'art  sacerdotal,  eloit 
la  source  do  toutes  lea  richesscs  dea  Rois  d'Egypte,  et  I'olOet 


I 
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Hermes,  b  times  before  the  flood,  engraved  the 
secret  of  Alchemy,  w!iich  gives  gold  at  will.  VH^y 
then,  may  not  the  mightier,  the  tiior«  god-like 
secret,  that  gives  life  at  will,  be  recorded  there 
also  ?  It  WHS  by  tb«  power  of  gold,  of  etidlera 
gold,  that  the  kings,  who  now  repose  in  those 
mas-iy  structures,  scooped  earth  to  its  very  centre, 
and  raised  quarries  into  the  air,  to  provide  for 
themst'lves  tombs  that  might  ontstand  the  world. 
Who  can  telt  hut  that  the  gift  of  immortalily  was 
also  theirs  ?  who  knows  hut  that  tbey  themselves, 
triumphant  over  decay,  still  live  ; — ^ those  mighty 
mansions,  which  we  call  tomhs,  being  rich  and 
everlastiug  palaces,  witbin  whose  depths,  concealed 
from  this  withering  world,  they  still  wjmder,  with 
the  few  Elect  who  have  bten  sharers  of  their 
gift,  through  a  sunless,  but  ever  illuminated, 
elysium  of  their  own?  Else,  wherefore  those 
structures?  wherefore  that  subterranean  realm, 
by  which  the  whole  viilky  of  Egypt  is  under- 
mined ?  Why,  else,  those  lahyrinths,  which  none 
of  earth  hath  ever  helield — which  none  of  heaven, 
eiceept  that  God,  who  stands,  with  finger  on  his 
hushed  lip  ',  bath  ever  trodden?*' 

While  thus  I  indulged  in  fond  dreams,  the  Bun^ 
already  half  sunk  hcueath  the  horizon,  was  taking 
calmly  and  gloriously,  his  last  look  of  the  Pyru- 
mids — as  he  had  done,  evening  after  evening,  for 
ages,  till  they  had  grown  fauiiliar  to  him  as  the 
eartb  itself.  On  the  side  turned  to  his  ray  they 
now  presented  a  front  of  dazzling  whiteness  ^^ 
while,  on  the  other,  their  great  shadows,  kngtbeia- 
ing  away  to  the  eastward,  looked  like  the  irst 
Bte|i6  of  Night,  hastening  to  envelope  the  bills  of 
Araby  in  her  shade. 

No  sooner  had  the  last  gleam  of  the  sun  disap- 
peared, than,  on  every  house-top  in  Memphis,  gay, 
gilded  banners  were  seen  waving  aloft,  to  proclaim 
bis  setting — while,  at  the  Fame  nifiniciit,  a  full 
burst  of  harmony  was  heard  to  peal  from  all 
the  temples  along  the  shores. 

Startled  from  my  musing  by  these  sounds,  I  at 
once  recollected,  that,  on  that  very  evening,  the 
great  festival  of  the  Moon  was  to  be  celebrated. 
On  a  little  island,  half-way  over  between  the 
gardens  of  Memphis  and  the  eastern  shore,  stood 
the  temple  of  that  goddess. 


lie  ce»  nifftdrei  tl  cachii  amis  l»  Totle  de  lent  [ir6tendue 
lMif\an.**—F(aSie§  Mapiitmta,  Tt)«  It  iernf H  p\\  i,  iliat  for- 
incrljF  eovvrwl  tli«  Pyramldt,  ara  fapfwi'trfl  bjr  »oin«  of  the«« 
writert  to  relEU«  to  th«  ««»«  art.  S«e  Mutu*  Uhrr,  Rmpeibe. 
»  "En flu  Hjirp(H-r.it(9  repr^^titotC  muiiJi  le  Sokil.  tt  e«t 
tf^  que  c'etolt  ^ui4A|  \e  Dkii  du  Stknce  \  It  mettolt  1«  doigt 
I4IT  U  bcMicbe  parccqu'ini  adorolt  ]« toloH  avec  un  r«ipcctucux 
•tknce,  «t  e'Mt  d«  II  %\i*ml  vmv  la  Slgft  dm  Bwilidieiu,  %vA 
tlmlent  leur  or{gtai«  do  l'Bgfp4«.**^JI«vnMci#rr. 


who«e  beam  I 
Bring  the  iweei  time  of  iiie1it-Ai!>«cr«  and  dreamt^ 
JVof  the  cold  Dion  of  the  North.  *ho  tbaltiB 
In  resliil  Ice  the  current  of  j tiling  vi'in*  ; 
But  »be,  who  hauiiU  lh«  gaj',  BubiBtian  ^  grorr, 
AiMl  owtia  the  km,  from  hrr  tirlgbt  heaven  above* 
Ncihbig  on  eaitti  to  maitch  thiil  heaven,  but  tate  t 

Ttiiu  did  I  exclaim,  tn  the  words  of  one  of  their 
own  Egjpdan  poets,  as,  anticipating  the  various 
delights  of  the  festival,  1  cast  away  from  my  mind 
all  gloomy  thoughts^  and,  hastening  to  my  little 
bark,  in  whieh  I  now  lived  the  life  of  a  Nile -bird, 
on  the  waters,  steered  my  comrse  to  the  island* 
temple  of  the  Moon. 


CHAFTER  V. 

The  rising  of  the  Moon,  slow  and  iinajestie,  as  if 
conscious  of  the  honours  that  awaited  her  upon 
ei^bt  was  welcomed  with  a  loud  aeclaim  from 
every  eminence,  where  multitudes  stood  waicbiug 
for  her  first  light  And  seldom  hod  that  light 
risen  upcm  a  more  Iwaiitiful  seeee.  The  city  of 
Blemphis^- still  grand,  though  no  longer  the  un- 
rivalled Memphis,  that  had  borne  away  from 
Thebes  the  crown  of  sapremoey,  and  worn  it  un* 
disputed  through  ages  —  now,  softened  by  the  mild 
moonlight  that  harmonised  with  ber  decline, 
shone  forth  among  her  lakes,  ber  pyramids,  and 
her  shrines,  like  one  of  those  dreams  of  humnn 
glory  that  mixst  ere  long  pass  away.  Even  already 
ruin  was  Tisthle  around  her.  The  sands  of  the 
Libyan  desert  were  gaining  upon  her  like  a  sea  ; 
and  there,  among  solitary  columns  and  sphinxes, 
already  half  sunk  from  sight,  Time  seemed  to 
stand  waiting,  till  all  that  now  flouriibed  around 
him  should  full  beneath  his  desolating  band^  like 
the  rest 

On  the  waters  all  was  gaiety  tod  life.  As  far  as 
eye  could  reach,  the  tights  of  latiiuiierable  boats  were 
seen  studding,  like  rubies,  tbesarfhceof  the  stream. 
Vessels  of  every  kind  —  from  the  hght  coracle", 
huilt  for  shooting  down  the  cataracts,  to  the  large 
yacht  that  glides  slowly  to  the  sound  of  iutes — all 
were  adoat  for  this  sacred  festival,  tilled  with 
crowds  of  the  young  aod  the  gay,  not  only  from 


*  ♦'  By  ruflvctint  the  ■uii'i  rajt,**  BXf%  €t»rkt*  ipesklDt  of 
the  Pyramldt,  "thef  appeared  white  as  tnow.*' 

>  For  Bubaitii,  the  Diana  of  the  Egf ptbuu.  tkle  Jnfi/un- 
tH.  1ft».  fli  cap  4. 

*  Vide  Amaitkfm,  •*  Hitoire  4e  ia  NavtgMiom  ei  4u  Cam- 
merer  tf«  EgypHens  tomt  tea  Ptoiemieg"  See  alio,  for  a 
deicHptloti  of  the  irarloui  klodi  of  boots  used  on  the  Kile, 
MaiUel,Um.L  p.%. 
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Meraphw  iir  from  cities  itiil  imrther 

reuwTed  f r-  ue. 

Aslappr  i.^ldfid,  I  could  see,  gliftering 

througl)  tii>  the  bonk^  the  kmps  of  the  ' 

pU  glims  bilfiiefiiiig  to  Use  ceremooj.  Landing  in 
the  diri'CtioQ  ubich  those  lights  pointed  out,  I  soon 
joiocd  the  crowd ;  aod,  passing  lb  rough  a  long 
ftliey  ofsphint.es,  whose  qiangliDg  marble  gleamed 
out  from  the  dark  sycmmores  around  them,  reached  i 
in  B  short  Ume  the  grand  Testibule  of  the  temple,  { 
whijTe  I  found  the  ceremonies  of  the  evening 
already  commenced.  [ 

In  this  vast  hall,  which  was  sarrounded  bj  a 
double  range  of  columns,  and  lay  open  over- head 
to  the  stars  of  heaven,  I  saw  a  group  of  young 
maidctts,  moving  in  a  sort  of  measured  step,  be* 
tween  walk  and  daocc,  round  a  small  shrine,  upon  . 
which  stood  one  of  those  sacred  birds  ^  that,  on 
sccoont  of  the  riirii-gatcd  colour  of  their  wings, 
are  dedicated  to  the  worship  of  the  moon.  The 
Testibule  was  dimly  lighted —  there  being  but  one 
lamp  of  naphtha  hung  on  each  of  the  great  pillars 
that  encircled  it.  But,  having  taken  my  station 
beside  one  of  those  pillars,  I  had  a  clear  view  of 
the  young  dancers,  as  in  succession  they  posscd 
me. 

The  drapery  of  zill  was  white  as  snow  ;  and  each 
wore  loosely,  beneath  the  bosom,  a  dark-blite  »one, 
or  bandelet,  studded,  like  the  skies  at  midnight^ 
with  small  silver  stars.  Through  their  dark  locks 
was  wreathed  the  white  lily  of  the  Nile  —  that 
sacred  flower  being  accounted  no  less  welcome  to 
the  moan,  than  the  golden  blossoms  of  the  bean- 
flower'  are  known  to  be  to  the  sun.  As  they 
passed  under  the  lamp,  a  gleam  of  light  flashed 
from  their  bosoms,  which,  i  C4>uld  perceive,  was 
the  reflection  of  a  small  mirror,  that,  in  the  man- 
ner of  tlie  women  of  the  East,  each  of  the  dancers 
wore  beneath  her  left  shoulder. 

There  was  no  music  to  regulate  their  steps  j  hut, 
as  they  gracefully  went  round  the  bird  on  theshriue, 
some  to  the  benttif  the  castanet,  some  to  the  shrill 
ricg  of  a  sistrum'  —  which  ihey  held  ui)ljne(l  in 
the  attiinde  of  their  own  divine  Isis  —  continued 
harmoniously  to  lime  the  cadence  of  Iheir  feet; 
while  others,  at  every  step,  shook  a  small  cliatn 
of  silver,  whose  sound,  mingling  with  those  of  the 


I  Vido  Mauris,  ApptTuJlK  lo  "  Riiini  of  Bnbylcin/' 
Anrrthcr  r«juan,  ha  kay>,  for  their  wi>r»hip  of  ilie  Iblf, 
"  roundlt'd  on  their  Hove  of  geon]«trj,  wu  (stcordiDg  to  flu- 
Urrh)  ihat  the  ipw«  between  tti  Irgi.  when  parted  uunder, 
A*  It  waJKi,  trhjietlier  wllh  \U  beak,  formi  m  eomplttts  t^it- 
\ntmral  irlanfcle."*  FrflTii  the  pxamlnaLlon  of  the  erobslmod 
bird  ft,  found  in  line  Caiacoinb*  of  Sucrani,  thern  iMiiiBtob« 
Hio  doiibi  tlvnt  iho  Ibli  wM  the  •ome  kJnd  «l  bird  «■  Ihat  do^ 
tcribrd  by  liruce.  undtT  the  Ar*bl*Ji  Damir  of  Abou  Uvine*. 

t  "  irii  ncur  ou  vit  luilta  foLi  plu*  cklorIf£rAn(«qvie  cnlWt  da 


pfodnoed  a  vUd,  but  doc 
impleacbg  harmony. 

They  seemed  all  lovely  ;  bat  there  was  ocie  — 
whose  lace  the  light  had  not  yet  reached,  so  down^ 
cast  she  held  it  —  who  attracted,  and,  at  length,  ri- 
Ycted  all  my  looks  and  thoughts,  1  know  not  wh j^ 
but  there  was  a  something  in  those  half-seen  fea- 
tures ^-  a  charm  in  the  very  shadow,  that  hong 
over  their  imagined  beauty  — which  took  toy 
fiuicy  more  than  all  the  oat-shining  loveliness  of 
her  companions.  So  enchained  was  I  by  this  coy 
mystery,  that  her  alone,  of  all  the  group,  could  I 
either  see  or  think  of — her  alone  I  watched,  aa, 
with  the  same  downcast  brow,  she  glided  geotly 
and  aerially  round  the  altar,  as  if  her  presence, 
like  that  of  a  spirit,  was  something  to  be  lelt»  not 
seen. 

Suddenly,  while  I  gaaed,  the  tond  crash  of  m 
thouaaod  cymbals  was  heard  ;  —  the  massy  gates 
of  the  Temple  flew  cvpen,  as  if  by  magic,  and  m 
flood  of  radiance  from  the  iUnminated  aisle  filled 
the  whole  vestibule ;  while,  at  the  Ksme  instant,  as 
if  the  light  and  the  sounds  were  born  together,  a 
peal  of  rich  harmony  came  mingling  with  the 
radiance. 

It  was  then  —  by  that  light,  which  shone  ftUl 
upon  the  young  maideu's  features;,  as,  starting  at 
the  sudden  blaze,  she  raised  her  eyes  to  the  portal, 
and  as  rjuickly  let  fall  their  lids  again  ^ — it  was 
then  I  beheld,  what  even  my  own  ardent  imagina^ 
tion,  in  its  most  vivid  dreatns  of  beauty,  had  never 
pictured.  Not  Psyche  herself,  when  pausing  on 
the  threshold  of  heaven,  while  its  first  glories  fell 
on  her  daszled  lids,  could  have  looked  more  purely 
beautiful,  or  blushed  with  a  more  innocent  shame. 
Often  as  I  bod  felt  the  power  of  looks,  none  had 
ever  entered  into  my  soul  so  deeply.  It  was  a  new 
feeling  —  a  new  sense  —  coming  as  Buddeuly  upon 
me  as  that  railianee  into  the  vestibule,  and,  at 
once,  filliijg  my  whole  being;  —  and  had  that 
bright  vision  but  lingered  another  moment  before 
my  eyes,  I  should  in  my  transport  have  wholly 
fnrgotten  who  I  was  and  whcro,  and  thrown  my- 
self, in  prostrate  adoration,  at  her  feet. 

llul  scarcely  had  that  giisli  of  hannony  been 
heard,  when  the  sacred  bird,  which  had,  till  now, 
been  standing  motionless  as  an  image,  spread  wide 

not  l?'m  d' Europe,  qiiolque  leur  imrfum  nmu  parolMt  ll 
ajrriable.  Comme  on  en  leTno  bcAucmip  duij  lei  ferret  *oi- 
•laet  du  Calre,  dii  e6te  de  I'ocddent,  e'ett  quelqiic  choae  dt 
charmanl  que  I'air  emliaum^  que  Ton  rcApIre  le  loir  tur  t«a 
terrsiiet,  quand  Je  Tenl  de  I'oui'it  viewt  i  toutSet,  rt  y  a^ 
porta  cptu?  o<leur  milniSrwJiile/* — MmJieL 

>  '*  UU  eit  jfenfu*,"  wyi  S^n>i$tM,  *'  Mgf^,  qui  per  il»f ri 
xnotuin,  quod  gerlt  Id  diUKtrs,  NUI  sccesuu  receiituqiM  tlg- 
nlficat." 
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bis  Wings,  and  flew  ioto  tlie  Temple ;  wliile  hia 
graceful  young  'worshippers,  wiih  a  fieetness  like 
hiB  owtit  followed — atid  she,  who  had  left  a  dream 
In  my  heart  never  to  b<?  forgot ten^  vanLfihed  along 
with  the  rest  As  sha  went  rapidly  pa&t  th^  pillar 
agalnfit  which  I  leaoed,  the  iry  that  encircled  it ' 
caught  in  her  drapery,  and  disengaged  some 
omament,  which  fell  to  the  ground.  It  was  tlie 
small  mirror**  which  I  bad  Been  shining  on  her 
bosom.  Hastily  and  tremulously  I  picked  it  tip, 
imd  hurried  to  restore  it ;  but  she  was  already  lost 
to  my  eyes  ju  the  crowd. 

In  Tain  did  I  try  lo  follow;  —  the  aisles  were 
llready  filled ^  and  numbers  of  eager  pilgrims 
ptnnsed  towards  the  portal.  But  the  servants  of 
Ihe  Temple  denied  all  further  entrance^  and  still, 
m  I  presented  myself  their  white  wands  barred 
the  way.  Perplexed  and  irritated  amid  that  crowd 
{}f  faces,  regarding  all  as  enemies  that  impeded 
my  progress,  I  stood  on  tiptoe,  gaiing  into  the 
busy  aisles,  and  with  a  heart  beating  m  I  caught, 
from  time  to  time,  a  glimpse  of  some  spangled 
gone,  or  lotus  wrcsiih,  which  led  me  to  fancy  that 
I  had  discovered  the  fair  object  of  my  search. 
But  it  was  all  in  vain  ;  —  in  every  direction,  files 
of  sacred  nymphs  were  moving,  but  nowhere 
could  1  discover  her  whom  alone  I  sought. 

In  this  state  of  breathless  agitation  did  I  stand 
for  some  time — bewildered  with  the  confusion  of 
faces  and  lights,  m  well  as  with  the  clouds  of 
incense  that  rolled  flround  me  —  till,  fevered  and 
impatient,  I  could  endure  it  no  longer*  Forcing 
my  way  out  of  the  vestibule  into  the  cool  air,  I 
hurried  back  through  the  alley  of  sphinxes  to  the 
shore,  and  tlung  myself  into  my  boat. 

There  lies,  to  the  north  of  Memphis^,  a  solitary 
lake,  {which,  at  this  season  of  the  year,  mingles 
with  the  rest  of  the  waters,)  upon  whos*i  shores 
stands  the  Neeropolis,  or  City  of  the  Dead  —  a 
place  of  melancholy  grandeur,  covered  over  with 
ahriDCfl  and  pyramids,  where  many  a  kingly  head, 
proud  even  in  death,  has  Iain  awaiting  through 
loog  ages  (he  resurrection  of  its  glories.    Through 


'  The  Iry  wajienn»crratr4  tn  O^lrli.    Vid*D/Mtor.  Sic.  1 .  10. 

*  ■■  Qmplque«-untft,"  *ajri  Dnpitit,  dricrlMng  tbe  prcrc««> 
iloiift  of  Itii,  "  portok*r»t  dc4  miiroirt  lyttacbdf  i  Iruri  6pau.[p«,. 
mfj'Ti  lip  nrmUlpUcr  ft  dr  portrr -daniA  tout  let  aeni  Ici  tmo^pt 
de  la  D««ii«e/'_Or^ifM  dti  CMirt,  Com.  tHI.  p.  #47.  A 
mfrror,  U  apprari,  wu  atto  one  or  ibe  etnblomi  In  the  tajt' 
IcriM  tit  Evcchui. 

*  "  Tout  prtMiT»4ii!M«  It  tirrltoiri?  de  Smkkaimh  ^(oit  )i  N<&. 
eropoKiau  lud  de  IMcmphl*,  ct  le  raubourg  oppoif  i  c^lu^-cl, 
oQ  wnt  l««  pjramSdv*  de  Glti^b*  tinr.  nutrc  VlUc  dot  Mort«, 
qui  termJnott  Memplift  aii  noTd."*~.D<m0n. 

Th«r«  ti  ootfaloi  known  with  certJilntf  u  to  tbe  itte  of 
Dirinp^lf.  but  It  wtlJ  bn  pvirrrlviid  lb«t  Um»  detcflptlon  uf  It* 
poaltloTJi  glTcti  bjr  thft  Eplcunmn  «io«t«ipoiula.  In  almost  evi^rj 
parUcuUr,  with  Uut  nhlcti  M.  MalllM  (Um  French  con»ut^ 


a  range  of  sepulchral  grots  underneath,  the 
humbler  denizens  of  the  tomb  are  deposited — 
looking  out  on  each  successive  generation  that 
visits  them,  with  the  same  face  and  features* 
they  wore  centuries  ago.  Every  plant  and  tree» 
consecrated  to  death,  from  the  asphodel-liower  to 
the  mystic  plantain,  lends  its  sweetness  or  shallow 
(o  this  place  of  tombs  ;  and  the  only  noise  that 
disturbs  its  eternal  calm,  is  the  low  humming 
sound  of  the  prie«t«  at  prayer,  when  a  new  inha- 
bitant is  added  to  the  Silent  City. 

It  was  towards  this  place  of  death  thati  In  a 
mood  of  mind,  as  usual,  half  gloomy,  half  bright, 
I  now,  almost:  unconsciously,  directed  my  bark. 
Tbe  form  of  the  young  I'riestess  was  continually 
before  me»  That  one  bright  look  of  hers,  the 
very  remembrance  nf  which  was  worth  all  the  actual 
smiles  of  others,  never  for  a  moment  left  my 
mind.  Absorbed  in  such  thoughts,  I  continued 
to  row  on,  scarce  knowing  whither  I  went,  till,  at 
length,  atanled  to  find  myself  within  the  shadow 
of  tbe  City  of  the  Dead,  1  lotiked  up,  and  beheld, 
rising  in  succession  before  me,  pymmid  beyond 
pyramid*,  each  towering  more  loftily  tlian  the 
ather— while  all  were  out-topped  in  grandeur  by 
one,  upon  whose  summit  the  bright  moon  rested 
as  on  a  pedestal 

Drawing  nearer  to  the  shore^  which  was  suffi- 
ciently elevated  to  raise  this  silent  city  of  toinba 
above  the  level  of  tbe  inundation,  I  rested  my  oar, 
and  allowed  the  boat  to  rock  idly  upon  the  water ; 
while,  in  the  mean  time,  my  thoughts,  left  e<)ual]y 
without  direction,  were  allowed  to  tlnctuate  as 
idly.  How  vague  and  various  were  the  dreams 
that  then  floated  tlmuigh  my  mind  —  that  bright 
vision  of  the  temple  still  mingling  itself  with  all  J 
Sometimes  she  stood  Ijefore  me,  like  an  aerial 
spirit,  as  pure  as  if  that  element  of  music  and  light, 
into  which  1  had  seen  her  vanish,  was  her  only 
dwelling.  Sometimes,  animated  with  passion, 
and  kindling  into  a  creature  of  earth,  she  seemed 
lo  lean  towards  me  with  looks  of  tendemefts,  which 
it  were  worth   worlds,  but   for  one  iostmnt,  to 


Tor  many  jean,  at  Caira)  hai^  la  hif  work  on  ErTPC*  1'ft  «•. 
tt  mu§i  be  aJwavi  t)ornie  lu  mlod,  loo,  thai  of  lh«  dbtancta 
between  tbe  rMpectite  iil(M:*f«  lirre  meotiooed,  we  hate  iu> 
longer  any  accurate  meanf  of  judft^ng^ 

*  *■  PaT-lii  noo-eculemcnt  on  cooiervolt  lea  corp«  d'uoe 
tamtlte  endure,  male  en  dowendant  4km  cm  Ukix  loaier' 
rftlnt.  chU  IU  {•tolent  dCpoaH,  im  pottwoit  ae  rvprltenter  en  un 
in»tat]t  toui  tea  ancfrtrea  depuli  plufleura  millteri  d'ano^, 
teti  k  ppu  prdi  qu'tU  ^toleot  de  leur  ii\vnni,"—Ma$Utrt. 

»  ••  Muttiu  ollm  pyramkUu  fulwe  e  ruiiilt  arfulttir." 
Z^rga.  —  f'amtieit.  wtio  rlilted  cnore  thaii  ten  ot  the  imaU 
pjrTaaiidt,  U  cf  opinion  that  tbere  mutt  hare  orlglnaJt;  been 
a  hundred  In  tbU  place. 

Soe.  on  the  tubfecf  of  the  lak*  to  (be  oorlhwafd  of  Ifetnpbia, 
SAaw*i  TrOPtit,  p.  SOfl. 
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iospire  ;  and  D^m«--as  the  dark  fanciCB,  timt  e^er 
haunted  me,  recurred^- 1  saw  her  cold,  parched^ 
and  blackuUiDg,  amid  tlic  gloom  of  tliofii;  eternid 
at»pulehres  before  me  I 

Turning  away,  with  a  shudder*  fnim  the  ceme- 
tery ut  this  thought,  I  heard  the  sound  of  an 
oar  plying  swiftly  through  the  water,  and,  in  a 
ft!W  moments,  saw,  fjluHMing  paiit  me  towards  the 
shore,  a  small  boat  in  which  sat  two  female 
jfignres,  muffled  up  and  veiled.  Having  landed 
them  not  far  from  the  epot  where,  andcr  the 
shadow  of  a  tt»mb  on  the  bank,  I  lay  concealed, 
the  boat  again  departed*  with  the  same  lieetnesfl, 
over  the  flood. 

Never  had  the  prospect  of  a  lively  adventure 
come  more  welcome  to  me  than  at  this  moment^ 
when  my  busy  fancy  was  employed  in  weaving 
such  chums  for  my  heait,  as  threatened  :i  Iwndage, 
of  all  otbLTS,  the  most  difficult  to  break »  To  h-e* 
come  enamoured  thus  of  a  creature  of  my  own 
imagination,  was  the  worst,  bet'ause  the  most  last- 
ing, of  follies.  It  is  only  reality  that  can  afford 
any  chance  of  dissolving  such  spells,  and  the  idol 
I  was  now  creating  to  myself  must  for  ever  remain 
ideah  Any  pursuit,  therefore,  that  eeemett  likely 
to  divert  me  from  such  thought*  —  to  bring  back 
my  imagination  to  earth  and  realilVt  from  the 
vague  region  in  which  it  had  been  wandering, 
w,as  a  relief  far  too  Bcasouable  not  to  be  welcomed 
with  eagerness. 

1  had  watched  the  coarse  which  the  two  figures 
tooki  and,  having  fiOEtily  fastened  my  boat  to  the 
hank,  stepped  geotly  on  shore,  and,  at  a  little  dis- 
tance, followed  them.  The  windings  through  which 
they  led  were  intricate  ;  but,  b}  the  bright  light  of 
the  moon,  I  was  enabled  to  keep  their  forms  in  view, 
as,  with  rapid  step,  they  glided  among  the  monu* 
ment&.  At  length,  in  the  shade  of  a  small  pyramid, 
whoee  peak  barely  surmounted  the  plane-trees  that 
grew  nigh,  they  vanished  from  my  sight.  1  hai>teQed 
to  the  spot,  hut  there  was  not  a  sign  of  life  around  -, 
and,  had  my  creed  extended  to  another  yorld,  t 
might  have  Cineied  these  forms  were  spirits,  sent 
down  from  thence  to  moek  me  —  so  instanta- 
neously had  they  disappeared.  1  searched  through 
the  neighbouring  grove,  but  all  there  was  still  as 
death.  At  length,  in  examining  one  of  the  sides  of 
the  pyramid,  which,  for  a  few  feet  from  the  ground, 
was  furnished  with  steps,  t  found,  midway  between 
peak  and  base,  a  part  of  its  surface,  which,  although 
presenting  to  the  eye  an  appearance  of  smoothness, 
gave  to  the  toueb^  i  thought,  indications  of  a  con- 
cealed opening, 

I  "  On  volt  OD  P,g]rpt««  aprdt  U  ncCrnltV'  dn  Nil  rl  U  fScnndA- 
llm  del  torrri,  le  llii^oncuuvend'unetniiiUltudcdaicvJilHC-eA. 


After  a  variety  of  efforts  and  experiments,  I,  at 
last,  more  by  accident  than  Bklll,  pressed  the  spring 
that  commanded  Ibis  hidden  aperture.  In  an  in* 
stunt  the  portal  slid  aside,  and  disclosed  a  narrow 
stairway  within,  the  two  or  three  first  stepa  of 
which  were  discernible  by  the  moonlight,  while 
the  rest  were  all  lost  in  utter  darkness.  Though 
it  was  difficult  to  conceive  that  the  persons  whom 
1  had  been  pursmng  would  have  ventured  to  pass 
through  this  gloomy  opening,  yet  lo  account  for 
their  disapi>eai'aiice  otherwise  was  still  more  diffi- 
culr.  At  all  events,  my  curiosity  was  now  too 
eager  in  the  chose  to  relinquish  it ;  —  the  spirit  of 
adventure,  once  raised,  coald  not  be  so  easily  laid. 
Accordingly,  having  sent  up  a  gay  prayer  to  thnt 
bliss -loving  Queen  whose  eye  alone  was  upon  me, 
I  pa^^sed  through  the  portoli  and  descended  into 
the  pyramid. 


. 
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At  the  bottom  of  the  stairway  I  found  myself  in  a 
low,  narrowpassage,.  through  which,  without  stoop- 
ing almo,st  to  the  earth,  it  was  impossible  to  pro* 
ceed.  Though  leading  through  a  multiplicity  of 
dark  winding?,  this  way  seemed  hut  little  to  ad- 
vance my  progress— *  its  course,  I  perceived,  being 
chiefly  circuhir,  and  gathering,  at  every  turn,  bui 
a  deeper  intensity  of  darkness. 

"  Can  any  thiug,"  thought  I,  "of  human  kind 
sojourn  here?**  —  and  bml  scarcely  asked  myself 
the  question,  when  the  path  opened  into  a  long 
gallery,  at  the  farthest  end  of  which  a  gleam  of 
light  was  visible.  This  welcome  glimmer  appeared 
to  issue  from  some  cell  or  alcove,  in  which  ihc 
right-band  wall  of  the  gallery  terminated,  mid, 
breathless  with  expectation,  I  stole  gently  to- 
wards it. 

Arrived  at  the  end  of  the  gallery,  a  scene  pre- 
sented itself  to  my  eyes,  for  which  my  fondest 
expectations  of  adventure  could  not  have  prepared 
me.  The  place  from  which  the  light  proceerled 
was  a  small  chapel,  of  whose  interior,  from  the 
dark  reees,^  in  which  1  stood,  I  could  take,  anaeen 
myself,  a  full  and  distinct  view.  Over  the  walls 
of  this  oratory  were  pjiinted  some  of  those  variuus 
symbols,  by  which  the  mystic  wisdom  of  the 
Egyptians  loves  to  shadow  out  the  History  of  the 
Soul ;  the  winged  globe  with  a  serpent — the  rays 
descending  from  above,  like  a  glory  —  and  the 
Theban  beetle  ^,  as  he  comes  forth  after  the  watem 

Un  pure! 3  phcnomCnc!  a  dd  icmblrr  nux  Eg)'f>ttenc  It  plu» 
proprc  k  itcioiiro  uuc  uouveUe  exigence."  —  A/.  . 
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h&Te  passed  avay,  and  the  first  sunbeam  fdls  on 
hxB  regene ratted  wings. 

In  the  middle  of  the  chap^U  on  a  lov  altar  of 
granite,  lny  a  1 1  f*^  less  female  form,  ensbriaed  within 
a  case  of  crystal ' — as  it  is  the  cmtom  to  pre- 
serve the  dead  in  Ethiopia  - —  and  lookmg  as 
freshly  heaiitifal  as  if  the  soul  bad  but  a  few  hours 
departed.  Among  the  emblems  of  death  *,  on  tbe 
front  of  the  altar,  were  a  slender  lotns  branch 
broken  in  two,  and  a  Email  bird  just  winging  its 
fligbt  from  the  spray. 

To  tbese  memorials  of  the  dead,  howcTcr,  1  paid 
hut  little  attention  -,  for  there  was  a  living  object 
there  upon  which  my  eyes  were  now  intently  fixed* 

The  lamp,  by  which  the  whole  of  the  chapel  was 
illuminated,  was  placed  at  the  bead  of  the  pale 
image  in  the  shrine  ;  aud  between  its  light  and  me 
■tood  a  female  form,  bending  over  the  monument, 
as  if  to  gaze  upon  the  silent  features  within.  The 
position  in  which  this  figure  was  placed,  intercept- 
ing a  strong  light,  aflbrded  me,  at  first,  but  an 
imperfect  and  shadowy  view  of  it  Yet  even  at 
this  mere  outline  I  felt  my  heart  beat  high^ — and 
memory  had  no  less  share,  as  it  proved,  in  this  feel- 
ing than  imagination.  For,  on  the  head  changing 
it*  poeition,  so  as  to  let  a  gleam  fall  upon  the  fca- 
tnrea,  I  saw,  with  a  transport  which  had  almcst 
led  mo  to  betray  my  lurking-place,  that  it  was  she 
— the  young  worshipper  of  Isis — ^the  same,  the 
very  same,  whom  I  had  seen,  brightening  tbe  holy 
place  where  she  stood,  and  looking  like  an  inha- 
bitant of  some  purer  world. 

The  naoveroent,  by  which  she  had  now  afforded 
me  an  opportunity  of  recognbing  her,  was  made  in 
raising  from  the  shrine  %  fmall  cross  ^  of  silver, 
which  lay  directly  over  the  boftom  of  the  lifeless 
fifjure.  Bringing  it  close  to  her  lips,  she  kissed  it 
with  a  religious  fervour ;  then,  turning  her  eyes 
mournfully  upwards,  held  them  fixed  with  a  degree 

Pftrtljr  for  the  iAme  reuoii,  and!  ptrtlf  for  «i  other,  itll)  ctiot» 
foneirult  the  rmrly  Chrittlant  ii«ed  tn  app^jr  tblt  emblem  to 
Chrlit,  "  Honui  Ills  icaniturui  mcu>/*  mj«  St.  AupfUiinne', 
'*non  »A  txinliim  ile  cau&i  qtiod  iinigenltut,  quod  trfcrmct  mi 
AUctnr  Qiortahutn  fpedom  Induerlt,  ted  qiitKl  \n  hoc  DOftrA 
fvce  leie  rolutAverit  et  ex  hnn  fjivA  nuci  toluerlt,*" 

^  "  Lei  VgjptieM  ont  fait  auiai,  pottr  conicrrer  Imn 
morts^  des  caUtn  d«  verre."  — D«  Pauw.  Uv  i-n^rntlODA, 
aI»o,  tD  ADolh^r  ptire,  a  lort  of  trantparcnt  ttibjtance,  wblch 
the  Ethlofilnni  u^ed  tar  ttifi  tame  purpoir.aod  which  wju  fre- 
qiienttf  mlitalum  bjr  the  Greek*  for  glau. 

*  "  tJn  |ir4Cr«,  qui  brLte  I4  tlf«  d'uiuB  fleur«  dct  olwrnux 
qui  iVDTotont,  lont  1e«  eniMlmcf  do  1*  mort  et  do  Time  qut 
fe  i^pAre  du  cnrjt%," —Dentm. 

Thmcui  emvli'j*  the  lamu  Image  tn  thv  Fhvdrm :  — 

1  A  croii  was,  amonf  tho  Rfrptlantt  tli«  rmttlottt  of  A 
fill  M  re  Jtf*», 
**  riir  tingutar  nppearanre  of  a  Crou  to  fntqnefitlj  !#■ 


of  inspired  earnestness,  as  if,  at  that  moment,  in 
direct  communion  with  Heaven,  they  saw  neither 
roof,  nor  any  other  earthly  barrier,  between  them 
and  the  skies. 

What  a  power  is  there  in  innocence  I  whose  very 
helplessness  is  its  safeguard — ^in  whose  presence 
even  Passion  himself  stands  abashed,  and  tunis 
worshipper  at  the  very  altar  which  he  cauie  to 
despoil !  She,  who,  but  a  short  hour  before,  had 
presented  herself  to  my  Imagination  aa  something 
I  could  have  risked  immortality  to  witi — she, 
whom  gladly,  from  tbe  floor  of  ber  own  lighted 
temple*  io  the  very  face  of  its  proud  miDisters,  I 
would  have  home  away  in  triumph,  and  dared  all 
piinisbmeuts,  divine  and  human,  to  make  her  mine 
— that  very  creature  was  now  before  me,  as  if 
thrown  by  fate  itself,  into  tny  power — standing 
there,  beautiful  and  alone,  with  nothing  but  her 
innocence  for  her  gxmrd  I  Yet,  no^^so  totiching 
was  the  purity  of  the  whole  scene,  so  calm  and 
august  that  protection  which  the  dead  extended 
over  the  living,  that  every  earthly  feeling  was  for- 
gotten as  I  gazed,  and  love  ittelf  became  exalted 
into  reverence. 

But^  entranced  as  I  felt  in  witnessing  stich  a 
scene,  thna  to  enjoy  it  by  stealth  seemed  to  me  a 
wrong,  a  sncrilege — and*  rather  than  lei  her  eyes 
encounter  the  flash  of  mine,  or  disturb,  by  a  whisper, 
that  sacred  silence,  in  which  Youth  and  I3vath  held 
communion  through  undying  Love,  1  would  have 
sufl'ered  my  heart  to  break,  without  a  murmur, 
where  I  stood^  Gently,  as  if  life  itself  depended 
on  my  every  movement,  I  stole  away  from  that 
tranquil  and  holy  tKrene  —  leaving  it  still  holy  and 
tramjuil  as  I  had  found  it— and,  gliding  back 
through  the  same  passages  and  windings  by  which 
I  had  entered,  reached  again  the  mirrow  stairway, 
and  re-a5cen<]cd  into  tight 

The  sun  had  j  ust  risen,  and,  from  the  aammit  of 

currlng  naonf  the  hterogtjrphici  of  EgfpU  had  eKcit«4  thu 
cturiotlty  Cff  (he  ChrittSaai  at  a  very  e^arly  peHod  of  eerie. 
Alaitlcal  bifttorj  j  and  m  tmne  of  the  Prl«ii»  who  wer^  »c* 
qiuiiJDt<!d  with  the  meaning  of  the  hteroglfpblc4«  b9cant« 
couTent'd  to  Chrlitianlty,  the  »ecrot  transpired,.  '  The  ccmi- 
rortetl  heathen*,'  *aj-»  Socrate*  ScholAfttkii*,  '  exp^Alned  the 
Ajmbol,  and  il(»clar»d  that  It  t^nldod  LlfeloCom**/" — Clarttt. 

Lkjiiiui,  Uierefore',  b  mi«laketi  in  tuppoiing  the  CroM  to 
haire  bcea  an  emblem  peculiar  to  the  (.'hrUtiaoa.  S«e,  or  tbii 
luLject,  L'ffntutrc  tUt  Jvi^M,  lU.  iri.  c,  1»J> 

It  if  lia^ulAT  enmiirh  tbut  while  tbe  CroM  wat  thni  heUl 
■acred  among;  the  Egfptlant ,  not  only  th«  cuAtrtm  of  inarlLliTf 
the  forehead  with  th«  ilgrii  ni  the  Croti,  but  Uaptliiira  m%A  ih« 
coiuecratfoii  of  the  bread  kn  the  £u-rliarl«t,  ««re  ImlLUed  In 
the  myitcrloui  eeremonlti  of  Mithra — Trr^mit.  4e  i'toicHp' 
Hone  IleretKormm, 

Zwga  !•  of  Dplnioo  that  the  CroBv,  wUd  to  hat*  tteen  for  th« 
Artt  ttflac  found,  on  tho  deitrurtlon  of  this  t««Dpte  of  S«r«pli>, 
by  tb<^  Chrijtianj.  cr»uld  not  b«*e  been  th«  crux  ansata;  ai 
oathlng  U  more  common  tbran  thla  cmbtcin  00  ail  tlia  £fyp- 
tUoi  monumenti. 
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tlMl  T»t  valkj  of  V 
Bigg's  boaige  itt  kk 
awsy  in  tbe  aipcrior  f  ^ 

w»lolhr»ict 

I  naa  jasi  wjii. 
ottl  of  llie  circfeo 
loo  veil  ny  ova  waaceftufiinj 
to  fed  any  doubt  thtf  1  ilmU 
■DQii  hnak  Ae  spell  that  a  mnr  anwnd  me.** 

Bat  fwam  were  all  m j  effofH  and  icadrea.  Etcd 
wliilc  swearing  to  fl  j  thai  spot,  I  found  roj  cteps 
ttUl  lingering  foitdlj  round  the  pyraand — mj  ejes 
still  tamed  tovards  the  portal  which  aerered  this 
enchantress  from  the  world  of  the  lining.  Hoar 
after  hour  did  I  wander  throngh  that  City  oi 
Silence,  till,  ahready,  it  vu  nudnUy,  and,  nader 
the  son'i  meridtan  eje,  the  mighty  pyramid  of 
pyimmida  stood,  like  a  great  spirit,  dindowtcss.^ 

Again  did  those  wild  and  paaninale  feelingi, 
whi«h,  for  the  moment,  her  prcaenoe  had  snhdued 
into  rererencc,  retum  to  take  possession  of  my 
imagioation  and  my  senses.  I  eren  reproached 
myaelf  fbr  the  awe,  that  had  held  me  spell-boond 
before  hen  **  What,"  thonght  I,  **  would  my  com- 
panions of  the  Garden  say,  did  they  know  that  their 
chief — be  whose  path  Love  had  strewed  with  tro- 
phies —  was  now  pining  for  a  simple  Elgyptian  girU 
in  whose  presence  he  bad  not  dared  to  utter  a 
single  sigh,  and  who  had  vanquished  the  rietor, 
without  even  knowing  her  triumph  !" 

A  blush  came  over  my  cheek  at  the  humiliating 
thotigbt,  and  1  determined,  at  all  risks,  to  await 
her  coming.  That  she  should  be  an  inmate  of 
those  gloomy  caverns  seemed  inconceivable  j  nor 
did  til  ere  appear  to  be  any  egress  out  of  their 
deptlis  but  by  the  pyramid.  Again*  tberefore, 
like  a  sentinel  of  the  dead,  did  I  pace  up  and  down 
among  those  tombs,  contrasting  mournfully  the 
bumiag  ferer  in  my  own  Tcins  with  the  cold 
quiet  of  those  who  lay  slumbering  irounil 

At  length  the  ink^nse  glow  of  the  sun  over  my 
head,  and,  still  mort\  that  ever  restless  ogitatiooin 
my  hearlj  became  too  much  for  even  strength  like 
mine  to  endure.  Exhausted,  1  threw  myself  down 
at  the  base  of  the  pyramid  —  choosing  my  place 
directly  under  the  portal,  where,  even  should  slum* 
her  surprise  me,  my  heart,  if  not  my  ear,  might 


I  t(  wai  an  Ides  entertained  amonff  lh«  tudentt  that  the 
Pl^rAmhU  Krere  ao  ronslructed  {**  mecanicft  con«trtictlone»** 
Mfn  Ammianus  MarccUtnus)  aa  newer  to  out  may  «hadow. 

»  From  the  itor)-  of  Khoclopc,  Zotrga  think  a,  "  vitl**JHiif 
Arial^>«  AnMXQ  arripiilate  ut  In  uuji  ex  pyrainiitibiu,  genii  Uxo^ 
hnblure  dlcertnt  mulicretn  nndam  iDfl^nia  pulehritudlnii 


'.:  keep  wateh,  and  ho'  ioom/ep^  lx£^  aa  It 
:d  noc£ul  to  awake  BM. 

masy  as  iadEedoal  atr^ggfe  agaiiist  divw- 

at  length  sunk  into  sleep — bat  doc  ha» 

inr^etiuiaesi.     The  same  image  BtHl  hattnteid  om^ 

in  every  Tsriety  of  shape,  with  which  onagiiiatMib 

>ted  by  memory,  coold  invest  it     Kow«  like 

goddess  Neltha,  i^on  ha^  throne  at  Sals,  slie 

se^^med  to  sit,  with  the  veil  just  raised  from  ihaft 

brow,  which  till  then  no  mortal  had  erer  beheld 

— and  now,  like  the  beautiful  enchantress 

I  saw  her  rtae  from  out  the  pyramid  in  whkh 

had  dwelt  fcr  ages, — 

"  F^  1ttedopt\  ■•  Starr  teOi, 
Tke  bri^  aBMitbty  Bfai^,  vko  dwelte 
*lBd  aulMS  told  and  IvnlB  hid, 
Tte  L«lj  of  the  pyraald !  * 

So  long  had  my  sleep  continned,  that,  when  I 
awoke,  I  found  the  moon  ^gain  reiiplendeot  alM»v« 
the  horison.  But  all  aroimd  was  looking  tnaq«al 
and  lifeless  as  before ;  nor  did  a  print  on  the  gitfi 
betray  that  an;  foot  had  passed  there  since  my  own. 
Refreshed,  however,  by  my  long  rest,  and  with  a 
&ncy  still  more  excited  by  the  mystic  wonders  of 
which  1  had  been  dreaming,  I  now  resolved  to  r«> 
visit  the  chapel  in  the  pyramid,  and  pot  an  end,  if 
po^ihle,  to  this  strange  mystery  that  haanted  rae. 

Having  learned,  from  the  experience  of  the  pre- 
ceding night,  the  inconvenieDce  of  encountering 
those  labyrinths  without  a  light,  I  now  hastened  In 
provide  myself  with  a  lamp  from  my  boat.  Track* 
ing  my  way  back  with  some  difficulty  to  thei^oret 
1  there  found  not  only  my  lamp,  but  also  aome 
dates  and  dried  fruits,  of  which  1  was  alwsys  pn>- 
vided  with  store,  for  my  roving  lilSe  upon  tkc 
waters,  and  which,  after  so  many  hounofatetl^ 
nence,  were  now  a  most  welcome  and  neccaanty 
reliefl 

Thus  prepared,  I  agoii)  ascended  the  pyramid, 
and  was  proceeding  to  search  out  the  secret  spring, 
jfhen  a  loud,  dismal  noise  was  heard  at  a  distance, 
to  which  all  llie  melancholy  echoes  of  the  ceme- 
terj'  gave  answer.  The  sound  came,  1  knew,  froi& 
the  Great  Temple  on  the  shore  of  the  lake,  oxtd 
was  the  sort  of  fihriek  which  its  gates — the  Galea 
of  Oblivion^  as  they  are  cal  led  •- used  always  to 
send  forth  from  their  hing^  when  opening  ml 
night,  to  receive  the  newly-landed  dead. 

I  had^  more  than  once  before,  heard  that  sonod. 


qme  aspecto  iuo  bominet  Inuntre  fuelMi"—Dt  Vnt  CMkMn 
corum.     See  also  L'Efifpte  de  Murlaeft,  per  Vat  tier. 

'  ^'  Armd  Hempblrn  aeneu  quAiulaixi  portiu,  quv  Ldbe*  «| 
Cocj'U  (hoc  e»t  obllYlonla  et  lamimuMLioni* )  appelUBUnv 
aperirlt  grtiveiii  Atpcrunnque  edcotea  •amun/*— geqps. 
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and  always  with  eadui'SS ;  but,  at  this  moment,  it 
thrillfd  through  me  like  a  voic^  of  ill  otnen,  and 
I  :ihno«t  doybted  whether  I  should  not  abandon  my 
cuterprisc.  The  ht'sitationt  however,  was  but  mo- 
mentary ; — evL^o  while  it  paiiiicd  through  my  mind, 
I  bad  touched  the  Bpring  of  the  portal*  lu  a  few 
seconds  niort%  1  was  aguin  in  the  passage  beneath 
the  pyramid ;  and,  being  enabled  by  the  light  of 
my  lamp  to  follow  the  windings  more  rapidly,  soon 
found  myself  at  the  door  of  the  small  chapel  in  the 
gallery. 

I  entered,  still  awed^  Chougb  there  was  now,  ala«t 
nought  living  within.  The  young  Prieste&a  had 
vanifibed  like  a  spirit  into  tbe  darkness  ;  and  all  the 
rest  remained  as  1  had  left  it  on  the  preceding 
night.  The  lamp  still  stood  burning  upon  the 
crystal  shrine  ;  the  cross  was  lying  where  the  bandfi 
of  the  young  mourner  had  placed  it,  and  the  cold 
image,  within  the  shrioe,  wore  siill  the  same  tran- 
quil look,  as  if  resigned  to  the  solitude  of  death — 
of  all  lone  things  the  loneliest.  Remembering  the 
lips  that  I  had  seen  kiss  that  cross,  and  kindling 
with  the  reeollection,  I  raised  it  passionately  to  my 
own;  —  but  the  dead  eyes,  I  thought,  met  mine, 
and,  awed  and  saddened  in  the  midst  of  my  ardour, 
I  replaced  the  cross  upon  the  shrine. 

I  had  now  lost  every  clue  to  the  object  of  my 
pursuit,  and,  with  all  that  sullen  satisfaction  which 
certainty'i  even  when  unwelcome,  brings,  was  al>out 
to  retrace  my  steps  slowly  to  earth,  when»  as  I  held 
forth  my  lamp^  on  leaving  the  chapel,  I  perceived 
that  the  gallery,  instead  of  terminating  here,  took 
a  sudden  and  snake -like  bend  to  the  left,  which 
had  before  eluded  my  observation,  and  which 
seemed  to  give  promise  of  a  pathway  still  farther 
into  those  rece3«es>.  Re-antmated  by  this  discovery, 
which  o^vencd  a  new  source  of  hope  to  my  heart, 
I  cast,  for  a  moment,  a  hesitating  look  at  my  lamp, 
as  if  to  inqnire  whether  it  would  be  faithful  througli 
the  gloom  I  was  about  to  encounter^  and  then, 
without  further  consideration,  ruihed  eagerly  for- 
ward. 


CHAPTER    VII, 

TuK  path  ledj  for  a  while,  tbrougb  the  same  sort 
of  narrow  windings  as  those  which  I  had  before 
eneount^'rcd  in  descending  the  stairway  ;  and  at 
length  opened,  in  a  similar  mauoer,  into  a  straight 
and  steep  gallery,  along  each  side  of  which  stood, 


1  S««.  r^r  th«eu«t«a  ofbtiririnf  the  dcnA  uprf^tit,  ("  po»t 
fiinu*  ■uutU  tmato  corpiHra,*'  at  SutiuA  dMchliot  UJ  t>r. 
Ctftrke'i  pnface  to  tb«  Id  foction  of  )il*  flfth  tolutni^    Tlii>r 


eloaety  ranged  and  upright,  a  Hie  of  lifeless  bodies  *, 
whose  glassy  eyes  appeared  to  glare  upon  me  pre- 
ternatural ly  as  I  pas^'d. 

Arrived  at  the  end  of  this  gallery,  I  found  my 
hopes,  for  the  second  time,  vanish  ;  as  tlie  path,  it 
was  manifest,  extended  no  further^  The  only  obJL-et 
I  was  able  to  diGcem,  hy  the  glimmering  of  my 
lamp,  which  now  burned,  every  minute,  fatitter  and 
fainter,  was  the  mouth  of  a  huge  well,  that  lay 
gaping  before  me — a  reservoir  of  darkness,  bl:ick 
and  unfathomable*  It  now  crossed  mj  memory 
that  I  had  once  beard  of  such  wells,  as  beiug  uM'd 
occasionally  for  passages  by  the  priests.  Lean- 
ing down,  therefore,  over  the  edge,  I  examined 
anxiously  all  within,  in  order  to  see  if  it  afforded 
the  means  of  effecting  a  descent  into  the  cliasm  i 
but  the  sidc8,  I  could  perceive,  were  hard  and 
smooth  as  glass,  being  varnished  all  over  with  that 
sort  of  dark  pitch,  which  the  Dead  Sea  throws  out 
upon  its  slimy  shore. 

After  a  more  atteotive  scrutiny,  however,  I  ob- 
served, at  the  depth  of  a  few  feet,  a  sort  of  iron 
step,  projecting  dimly  from  the  side,  and,  below  it, 
another,  which,  tbowgh  hardly  perceptible,  wag 
Just  sntEcient  to  encourage  an  adventurous  foot  to 
the  trial  Though  all  hope  of  tracing  the  young 
Priestess  was  now  at  an  end^ — it  being  impossible 
that  female  foot  should  have  ventured  oti  this 
descent  — yet,  as  I  had  engaged  so  for  in  the  ad- 
venture, and  there  was»  at  least,  a  mystery  to  be 
unnivelledr  I  determined,  at  all  hazards,  to  explore 
the  chasm.  Placing  my  lamp,  therefore,  (which 
was  hollowed  at  the  lK>ttotii,  so  m  to  be  worn  like 
a  helmet,)  firmly  upon  my  head,  and  having  thus 
both  hands  at  liberty  fur  exertion,  I  set  my  foot 
cautiously  on  the  iron  step^  and  descended  into  the 
well. 

I  found  the  same  footing,  at  regular  intervals, 
to  a  considerable  depth  ;  and  had  already  counted 
near  a  hundred  of  these  steps,  when  the  ladder 
altogether  ceased,  and  I  could  deicend  no  fhrtber. 
In.  vain  did  I  stretch  down  mf  foot  In  search  of 
•npport — the  hard  slippery  sides  were  all  that  it 
cneouDtered.  At  length,  stooping  my  head,  so  as 
to  let  the  light  fall  below,  I  observed  an  opcming 
or  window  directly  above  the  step  on  which  I  sioctd; 
and,  taking  for  granted  that  the  way  must  lie  in 
that  direction,  contrired  to  clamber,  with  no  small 
dilficulty,  through  the  aperture. 

I  now  found  myself  on  a  rude  and  narrow  stair- 
way, the  steps  of  which  were  cut  out  of  the  living 
rock,  and  wound  vpirally  downward  in  the  same 


iu«d  to  lfn«rl  pffcioM  ilams  In  ilit  | 
j«ttx  ^tokitt  tarmM  d*A 
IfjuoiM^,  quoted  1^  Qmatrtman, 
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directk»  as  the  welL  Afanost  dixzj  with  the  dt- 
fceot,  which  seemed  as  if  it  woaM  nerer  end,  L  at 
last,  reached  the  bottom,  where  a  pair  of  massj 
iroD  gates  were  closed  directly  across  my  path,  as 
if  wholly  to  forbid  any  further  progress.  Massy 
and  gigantic,  howerer,  as  they  were,  I  found,  to 
my  surprise,  that  the  hand  of  an  in&nt  might  hare 
opened  them  with  ease — so  readily  did  their  stn- 
pendons  folds  gire  way  to  my  tooch, 

**  Light  as  a  I:me  bash,  that  rtcsiTr  s 
Sovne  vanderiog  bird  amoog  iu  leaTe«.** 

No  sooner,  however,  hod  I  passed  through,  than 
the  astounding  din,  with  which  the  gates  clashed 
together  again  ',  was  sach  as  might  have  awakened 
death  itselfr  It  seemed  as  if  every  echo  ^  throogh- 
oot  that  vast,  subterranean  world,  from  the  Cata- 
combs of  Alexandria  to  Tbebes*8  Valley  of  Kings, 
had  caught  up  and  repeated  the  thundering  sound. 

Startled  as  I  was  by  the  crash,  not  even  this  su- 
pernatural clangour  could  divert  my  attention  from 
the  sudden  light  that  now  broke  around  me  —  soft, 
warm,  and  welcome,  as  are  the  stars  of  his  own 
South  to  the  eyes  of  the  mariner  who  has  long  been 
wandering  through  the  cold  seas  of  the  North, 
Looking  for  the  source  of  this  splendour,  I  saw, 
through  an  archway  opposite,  a  long  illuminated 
alley,  stretching  away  as  far  as  the  eye  could  reach, 
and  fenced,  on  one  side,  with  thickets  of  odoriferous 
shrubs ;  while  along  the  other  extended  a  line  of 
lofty  arcades,  from  which  the  light,  that  filled  the 
whole  area,  issued.  As  soon,  too,  as  the  din  of  the 
deep  echoes  had  subsided,  there  stole  gradually  on 
my  ear  a  strain  of  choral  music,  which  appeared 
to  come  mellowed  and  sweetened  in  its  passage, 
through  many  a  spacious  hall  within  those  shining 
arcades ;  while  among  the  voices  I  could  distin- 
guish some  female  tones,  which,  towering  high 
and  clear  above  all  the  rest,  formed  the  spire,  as  it 
were,  into  which  the  harmony  tapered  as  it  rose. 

So  excited  was  my  fancy  by  this  sudden  enchant- 
ment, that  —  though  never  had  I  caught  a  sound 
from  the  fair  Egyptian's  lips — I  yet  persuaded  my- 
self that  the  voice  I  now  heard  was  hers,  sounding 
highest  and  most  heavenly  of  all  that  choir,  and 
calling  to  me,  like  a  distant  spirit  from  its  sphere. 
Animated  by  this  thought,  I  flew  forward  to  the 
archway,  but  found,  to  my  mortification,  that  it 

I  The  following  rertes  of  Claudlan  are  supposed  to  have 
been  meant  as  a  description  of  those  imitations  of  the  noise 
of  earthquake  and  thunder,  which,  by  means  of  the  Cerauno- 
•co|)o,  and  other  such  contrivances,  were  practised  in  the 
•hows  of  the  Mysteries  :  — 

Jam  mihi  ccrnuntur  trcpidis  delubra  moreri 
Soiiibus,  ct  clarani  dispcrgcrc  culraina  lucem, 
Advontum  testatn  Dei.  Jam  magnus  ab  imis 
Auditur  fk-ctnltus  tcrris,  tcmplumquc  romugit 
Cocroptum.  Hapt.  Proterp.  lib.  1. 


was  guarded  by  a  trellis- work,  whose  b«n,tlio«igfa 
invisible  at  a  distance,  resisted  all  my  efforts  to 
force  them. 

While  oeeopied  in  these  ineffectnal  straggles, 
I  perceived,  to  the  left  of  the  archway,  a  dark 
cavernous  opening,  which  seemed  to  lead  in  a  di- 
rection parallel  to  the  lighted  areadeSw  Notwith- 
standing, however,  my  impatience,  the  aspect  of 
this  passage,  as  I  looked  shudderingly  into  it, 
chilled  my  very  blood.  It  was  not  so  mnch  dark- 
ness, as  a  sort  of  livid  and  ghastly  twilight,  from 
which  a  damp,  like  that  of  death-vaults,  exhaled, 
and  through  which,  if  my  eyes  did  not  deceive  me, 
pale,  phantom-like  shapes'  were,  at  that  very  mo- 
ment, hovering. 

Looking  anxiously  round,  to  discover  some  less 
formidable  outlet,  I  saw,  over  the  vast  folding-gates 
through  which  I  had  just  passed,  a  blue,  tremnlons 
flame,  which,  after  playing  for  a  few  seconds  over 
the  dark  ground  of  the  pediment,  settled  gradually 
into  characters  of  light,  and  formed  the  following 
words:  — 

Yoa,  who  would  try 
YoQ  terrible  tradi. 

To  lire,  or  to  die. 
But  ne'er  to  look  back  — 

You,  who  aspire 

To  be  purified  there. 
By  the  terrors  of  Fire, 

Of  Water,  and  Air  — 

If  danger,  and  pain. 

And  death,  you  despise. 
On— for  again 

Into  light  you  shall  rise ; 

Rise  into  light 

With  that  Secret  Dirinc, 
Now  shrouded  from  sight 

By  the  Veils  of  the  Shrine ! 
But  if 

Here  the  letters  faded  away  into  a  dead  blank,  more 
awfully  intelligible  than  the  most  eloquent  words. 

A  new  hope  now  flashed  across  me.  The  dream 
of  the  Garden,  which  had  been  for  some  time 
almost  forgotten,  returned  freshly  to  my  mind. 
"Am  I,  then,'*  I  exclaimed,  "in  the  path  to  the 
promised  mystery?  and  shall  the  great  secret  of 
Eternal  Life  indeed  be  mine?" 

"  Yes  !  *'  seemed  to  answer  out  of  the  air,  that 
spirit-voice,  which  still  was  heard  at  a  distance 

•  See,  for  the  echoes  in  the  pyramids,  Plutarch.  4e  PlmeiUt 
Phflosoph. 

3  "  Ce  moment  heureux  (de  TAutopsie)  §tole  prepare  par 
dcs  scdnes  eflnrayantas,  par  des  alternatives  de  crainte  et  de 
Joie,  de  lumidre  et  de  t^n^res,  par  la  luenr  dea  iclalra,  par  1« 
bruit  terrible  de  la  foudre,  qu'on  imitoit,  et  par  des  apparlttona 
de  spectres,  des  illusions  magiques,  qui  flrappoient  let  yeox  cC 
ics  orelllcs  tout  ensemble."—  DupuU, 
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crowning  tlis*  clioirvrith  its  single  fivrei^tness.  I 
ballet!  the  omen  with  trnnsport.  Lore  and  Im- 
nmrtality,  both  beckoning  me  oiiwaixl  —  \^ho 
would  ^ve  even  n  thought  to  fear,  with  two  such 
bright  ho[)L»s  in  prospect?  Hiivlng  invoked  and 
blessed  lliat  unknown  encbantres*,  whose  steps  had 
k^d  mt;  to  this  abode  of  mystery  and  knowledge,  I 
instantly  plun^d  into  the  chasm. 

Instead  of  that  T&guet  flpectral  twilight  which 
bad  at  first  met  my  eye,  I  now  found,  as  I  entered, 
a  tliiek  darkiie?s»  which,  thnugli  far  less  horrible, 
waa,  at  thb  t«oment»  still  more  disconcerting,  as 
my  tampf  which  had  been,  for  Bome  time,  almost 
useless,  wa*  now  fast  expiring.  Resolved,  how- 
ever^ to  make  the  most  of  its  last  gleam,  1  hnstened, 
with  rapid  step,  through  this  gloomy  region, 
which  appeared  to  he  wider  and  more  open  to  tlie 
air  than  any  I  hud  yet  passed.  Nor  was  it  long 
before  the  snciden  appearance  of  a  bright  blaze  in 
the  distance  announced  to  rtie  that  my  first  great 
Trial  was  at  hand.  As  1  drew  nearer*  the  flames 
before  me  burst  high  and  wide  on  all  sides  j  — and 
the  awful  spectacle  that  then  presented  itself  was 
such  as  might  have  daunted  hearts  far  more  ac- 
customed to  dangers  than  mine. 

There  lay  before  me,  extending  completely 
■eroM  my  path,  a  thicket,  or  grove,  of  the  most 
oomliustibU  trees  of  Egypt — ^ tamarind,  pine,  and 
Arabian  balm  j  while  around  their  stems  and 
branches  were  colled  serpents  of  fire  ^  wbieli, 
twisting  themselves  rapidly  from  bough  to  bough, 
spread  the  contagion  of  their  own  wild- fire  as  they 
went,  and  involved  tree  after  tree  in  one  general 
blaze.  It  was,  indeed,  rapid  as  the  burning  of 
those  reed'bedi  of  Ethiopia^,  whose  light  is  often 
seen  brightening,  at  night,  the  distant  catarueta  of 
the  Nile. 

Through  the  middle  of  this  blazing  grove^  I 
could  now  perceive  my  only  pathway  lay*  There 
was  not  a  moment,  therefore,  to  be  lost — for  the 
eoaflagration  gained  rapidly  on  either  side,  and 
already  the  narrowing  path  between  was  strewed 
with  vivid  fire,  C'uiiting  away  my  now  useleaa 
lamp,  and  holding  my  robe  as  some  slight  protec- 
tion over  my  head,  I  vcntared,  with  trcmblktg 
limbs,  into  the  Tdaze, 

Instantly,  as  if  my  presence  had  given  new  life 
to  the  flames,  a  fresh  outbreak  of  com!>ustion 
arose  on  all  sSdes.  The  trees  clustered  into  a 
bower  of  fire  above  my  head,  while  the  serpents 

«  ♦*  C<»«  con«id6nillont  mp  portetit  i  fMHRter  <n»»  dKiii  Ift 
mjktiret.  cr*  |>briionidnci  eloirml  licAiicoupratrux  cx^ulficc, 
et  unt  eoni^iQvaijinn  pint  leriiblet  i.  I'aJdo  dc  qtirl^ue  com- 
fwuiihurt  [>]rrlqiit».  (]mI  rtt  rcitot  caclii«,  «Hiiia«  celJD  du  f«o 

*  **  tl  11'/  a  point  d'AUtre  mofai  ^n*  ds  potter  la  tm  d«ai 


that  hung  hissing  from  the  red  branchei  shot 
showers  of  sparkles  down  upon  me  oa  I  passed. 
Never  were  decision  and  activity  of  more  avail :  — 
one  minute  later,  and  1  must  have  perished.  The 
narrow  opening,  of  which  I  bad  so  promptly 
availed  myself,  closed  iostantly  behind  mc  -,  and 
as  I  looked  back,  to  contemplate  the  ordeal  which 
I  had  passed.  1  saw  that  the  whole  grove  was 
already  one  mass  of  lire. 

Rejoiced  to  have  escaped  this  first  trial,  I  in* 
stimtly  plucked  from  one  of  the  pine-trees  a  bough 
that  was  but  ju«t  kindled,  and,  with  this  for  my 
only  guide,  hastened  breathlessly  forward,  I  had 
advanced  but  a  few  paces,  when  the  path  turned 
suddenly  off,  leading  downward+s,  as  I  could  per- 
ceive by  the  glimmer  of  my  brand,  into  a  more 
con£ned  region,  through  which  a  chilling  air,  as 
if  from  some  neighbouring  waters,  blew  over  my 
brow.  Nor  had  I  proceeded  far  in  this  course, 
when  the  sound  of  torrents  '—mixed,  as  I  thought, 
from  time  to  time,  with  shrill  wailings,  resembling 
the  cries  of  persons  in  danger  or  distress^-fell 
mournfully  upon  my  ear.  At  every  step  the 
noise  of  the  dabbing  waters  increased,  and  1  now 
perceived  that  I  had  entered  an  immense  rocky 
cavern,  through  the  middle  of  which,  headlong  as 
a  winter*torreni,  the  dark  ilood,  to  whose  roar 
I  had  been  listening,  poured  its  waters  ;  wfailo 
upon  its  surface  floated  grim  spectre-like  shapes, 
wLich,  as  they  went  by,  sent  forth  those  dismal 
shrieks  I  had  heard^as  if  in  fear  of  some  awful 
precipice  towards  whose  brink  they  were  hurry- 
ing. 

I  saw  plainly  that  across  that  torrent  must  be 
my  course.  It  was,  indeed,  fearful ;  but  in  courage 
and  perseverance  now  lay  my  only  hope.  What 
awaited  me  on  the  opposite  shore,  I  knew  not;  for 
all  there  was  immersed  in  impenetrable  gloom, 
nor  courld  the  feeble  light  which  I  carried  send  its 
glimmer  half  so  far.  Dismissing,  however,  all 
thoughts  but  ihat  of  pressing  onward,  I  sprang 
from  the  rock  on  which  1  stGi:Kl  into  the  flood, 
trusting  that«  with  my  right  band,  I  should  be 
able  to  buffet  the  current,  while,  with  the  other, 
as  long  aa  a  gleam  of  my  brand  remained,  I  might 
hold  it  aloft  to  guide  me  safely  to  the  shore. 

Long,  fonuidablc,  and  almost  hopeless  was  the 
struggle  I  had  now  to  maintain  ;  and  more  than 
once,  overpowered  by  the  nish  of  the  waters,  I  had 
given  myself  up  *,  as  destined  to  follow  those  pale, 

ee*  Ta/rbiM  d§  ras«iux,  qui  ttpmAtalt  aknn  dtm%  loui  le  pftlt 
luw  lutuiirii  Auifti  ron4!d(rTahte  ((US  celie  du  jour  in^fcnitt.*'^.^ 
MmUei,  tom.t.  p.  G3. 

■  The  Nil«,  PUng  t«lli  m,  vm  admitted  Into  the  Pynmld. 

4  *'  On  excr^olt."  M^f  Dwpidt, **  In  r«eilpl«oda{i-«i.] 
pluilcurf  joun,  A  trareriM',  t  la  utfe,  one  tniMl*  I 
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lieath-Hke  apparitions,  that  still  went  past  roe, 
liiirrying  onward,  with  mournful  crk^  to  find 
their  doom  in  some  invisibje  gulf  bt'yond. 

At  length,  just  as  my  strength  was  netirly  ex- 
hamted,  and  the  last  remains  of  the  pine  branch 
were  dropping  from  my  hand,  I  saw,  otitstretcbing 
towards  me  into  the  water,  a  light  dotible  balus- 
trade, with  a  flight  of  steps  between,  ascending, 
ulmofit  perpendicularly,  fri>m  the  ware,  till  they 
seemed  lost  in  a  dense  mass  of  clouds  above,  Tliis 
glimpse — for  it  was  nothing  more,  as  my  light 
expired  in  giving  it  —  lent  new  spring  to  my 
courage.  Having  now  both  hands  at  liberty,  so 
desperate  were  my  efforts,  that,  after  a  few  mi- 
miles'  struggle,  [  felt  my  brow  strike  against  the 
stairway,  and,  in  an  instant^  my  feet  were  on  the 
steps, 

Kejoiced  at  my  escupe  from  that  perilous  flood, 
though  I  knew  mot  whither  the  stairway  led,  I 
promptly  ascendnl  the  steps.  But  this  feeling  of 
confidenee  was  of  short  dnnitioa.  I  had  not 
mounted  far,  when,  to  my  horror,  I  perceived,  (hat 
each  BUccessive  step,  as  my  toot  left  it,  broke 
away  from  beneath  me,  leaving  me  in  mid-oir, 
with  no  other  alternative  than  that  of  still  mount- 
ing hy  the  same  momentary  footing,  and  with  the 
appalling  doubt  whether  it  would  even  endure  my 
tread. 

And  thus  did  I»  for  a  few  seconds,  continue  to 
ascend^  with  noiliing  beneath  me  but  that  awful 
river,  in  which — so  tranquil  had  it  now  become ^ — 
I  could  hear  the  plash  of  the  falling  fragmeuts,  as 
every  step  in  succession  gave  way  from  nnder  my 
feet  it  was  a  mott  fearful  moment — hut  even 
still  worse  remained.  I  now  found  the  balustrade, 
hy  which  I  had  held  during  tny  ascent,  and  which 
had  hitherto  appeared  to  be  firm,  growing  tre- 
mulous in  my  hand,  while  the  step»  to  which  I 
was  about  tw  trust  myself,  tottered  under  my  foot, 
Just  then,  a  momentary  Hash,  as  if  of  lightning, 
broke  around  me  ;  and  I  saw,  hanging  out  of  the 
clondSt  fio  as  to  be  barely  within  my  reach,  a  huge 
brazen  ring.  Instinctively  I  stretched  forth  ray 
arm  to  seize  it,  and,  at  the  same  instant,  both 
balustrade  and  steps  gave  way  b<-neaeh  me,  and  I 
waft  left  swinging  by  my  hands  in  the  dark  void. 
As  if,  t<M>,  this  massy  ring,  whieh  I  grasped,  was 
hy  some  magic  power  linked  with  all  the  winds  in 
heaven,  no  sooner  had  I  seized  it  than,  like  tlie 
touching  of  a  spring,  it  seemed  to  give  louse  to 
every  variety  of  gusts  and  tempests,  that  ever 
strewed  the  sea-shore  with  wrecks  or  dead;  and, 


d,V*ii.  On  iM  y  jMtQit,  et  fe  n'f-tolt  q(/avt»r  peine  qa'Ui  t'eii 
rftflroitf'nL  On  Applf(|uok  In  fvr  ft  Iv  feu  tur  Icuri  membrcs. 
Oti  le*  fjiiiolt  [Wiser  4  trairufii  let  niammc^i/' 


as  I  swung  about ^  the  sport  of  this  elemental 
strife,  every  new  burst  of  its  fury  threatened  to 
shiver  me,  like  a  storm -sail,  to  atoms  ! 

Nor  was  even  this  the  worst  j — for,  still  holding, 
I  know  not  how^  by  the  ring,  1  felt  myself  caught 
up,  as  if  hy  a  thousand  whirlwinds,  and  then 
round  and  round,  like  a  stone-shot  in  a  sling,  con- 
tinued to  he  whirled  in  the  midst  of  all  this  deafen- 
ing chaos,  till  my  brain  grew  dizry,  my  recoUectton 
became  confused,  and  1  almost  fancied  myself  on 
that  wheel  of  the  infernal  world,  whose  rotationi 
Eternity  alone  can  number  1 

Human  strength  could  no  longer  sustain  such  a 
trial  I  was  on  the  point,  at  last,  of  loosing  my 
hold,  when  suddenly  the  violence  of  the  storm 
moderated  ;-^my  whirl  through  the  air  gradoallj 
ceased,  and  I  felt  the  ring  slowly  descend  with  me, 
till  —  happy  as  a  shipwrecked  mariner  at  the  &rst 
touch  of  land —  1  found  my  feet  once  more  apoo 
firm  ground. 

At  the  same  moment,  a  light  of  the  most  delicious 
softness  filled  the  whole  air.  Music,  such  as  ii 
heard  in  dreams,  came  floating  at  a  diiitanee  ;  and 
as  my  eyes  gradually  recovered  their  powers  of 
vision,  a  scene  of  glory  was  revealed  to  them,  almost 
too  bright  fbr  imagination,  and  yet  living  and  rent 
As  far  as  the  sight  could  reach,  euc hauling  gardens 
were  seen,  opening  away  through  long  tracts  of 
light  and  verdure, and  sparkling  every  wherewith 
fountains,  that  circulated,  like  streams  of  life,  among 
the  flowers.  Not  a  charm  was  here  wanting,  that 
the  fancy  of  poet  or  prophet,  in  their  wannest 
pictures  of  Elysium,  have  ever  yet  dreamed  or 
promised.  Vistas,  opening  into  scenes  of  indi&« 
tinct  grandeur — ^  streams,  shining  out  at  tnterrals; 
in  their  shadowy  course  —  and  labyrinths  of  dowers, 
leading,  by  mysterious  windings^  to  green,  spacioDJ 
glades  full  of  splendour  and  repose.  Over  all  this, 
too,  there  fell  a  light,  from  some  unseen  source, 
resembling  nothing  that  illumines  our  upper  world 
—  a  sort  of  golden  moonliglit,  mingling  the  warm 
radiance  of  day  with  the  calm  and  melancholy  tuscre 
of  night. 

Nor  were  there  wanting  inhabitants  for  this  mn- 
less  Paradise.  Through  ail  the  bright  gardens 
were  seen  wandering,  with  the  serene  air  and  step 
of  hnppy  spirits,  groups  both  of  young  and  old,  of 
venerable  and  of  lovely  fonns,  bearing,  most  of 
them,  the  Nile^s  white  flowers  on  their  heads,  and 
branches  of  the  eternal  palm  in  their  hands  ;  while, 
over  the  verdant  lurf,  fair  children  and  maidens 
went  dancing  to  at.' rial  music,  whose  source  waa. 


Th«  uplranti  wer«  oftrn  In  cortiiderdblB  d«nfer,  mad  Pytlkm- 
gfiru,  we  UFO  (old.  nenrtf  lott  hit  life  In  tbe  tri&lftr  Vtda 
RecMfrchrs  ntr  in  InUiatiom^  par  Robin. 


THE  EPICUREAJSr. 


625 


like  Ihat  of  the  light,  invisible^  hnt  which  filled 
the  whole  air  with  its  mystic  aweclness. 

Exhausted  u  I  was  by  the  pamful  triaLs  I  had 
undergoii<?j  no  aooner  did  I  perceiTC  thoise  fair 
groups  in  the  distance,  than  my  weariness,  both  of 
frftme  and  spirit,  was  forgotten,  A  thought  crosKHl 
me  that  she,  whom  I  &oughi,  might  haply  be  mnong 
them ;  and  ootwitbstandiog  the  feeling  of  awe, 
witb  which  that  unearthly  aeemi  inspired  me,  1 
was  alwut  to  fly,  on  the  instant,  to  ascertain  my 
hope.  But  while  in  the  act  of  makin|^  the  effort, 
I  felt  my  robe  geotly  pulled,  and  turning  rounds 
beheld  an  aged  man  before  me,  whom,  by  the 
sacred  hue  of  his  garb,  I  knew  at  once  to  be  a 
Hierophaat  Placing  a  hraneh  of  the  consecrated 
palm  in  my  hand,  he  said,  in  a  solemn  voice,  "  As- 
pirant of  the  Mysteries,  welcome!"  —  then,  re- 
garding me  for  a  few  seconds  with  grave  attention, 
added,  in  a  tone  of  conrteonsoefis  and  interest, 
"  The  victory  over  the  body  hath  been  gained  f — ► 
Follow  me,  young  Greek,  to  thy  resting-pUice.'* 

1  obeyed  the  command  in  silence — and  the 
Priest*  turning  away  from  this  sceoe  of  splendour, 
into  a  secluded  pathway,  where  the  light  gradually 
fiidcd  as  we  advanced,  led  me  lo  a  small  pavilion, 
bj  the  side  of  a  whispering  stream,  where  the  very 
spirit  of  slumber  seemed  to  preside,  and,  pointing 
silently  to  a  bed  of  dried  poppy-leaves,  left  me  to 
repose. 


CHAPTER  VIIL 

Thocoh  the  sight  of  that  splendid  scene,  whose 
glories  opened  upon  me  like  a  momentary  glimpse 
into  another  world,  bad,  for  an  InBtant,  re-animated 
my  strength  and  spirit,  yel^  so  completely  was  my 
whole  frame  subdued  by  fatigue,  that,  even  had  the 
form  of  the  young  Priestess  herself  then  stood  be- 
fore nu\  ray  limbs  would  have  sunk  in  the  effort 
to  reach  her.  No  sooner  had  I  fallen  on  my  leaty 
couch,  than  sleep*  like  a  sudden  death,  came  over 
me  f  and  I  lay,  for  hours,  in  that  deep  and  motion - 
lens  rest,  which  not  even  a  shadow  of  life  disturbs* 
On  awaking  I  saw,  beside  me,  the  same  venerable 
personage,  who  had  welcomed  me  to  this  subter- 
ranean world  on  the  preceding  night.  At  the  fool 
of  my  couch  stood  a  statue,  of  Grecian  workman* 
ship,  representing  a  boy,  with  wings^  seated  grace- 

*  Snfln  llarpocrAtc  ^tolt  uiit  tur  le  lottu,  quJ  est  la  plBote 
du  S^isSI .' '     Hift.  drt  JutfM, 

*  For  the  two  cui*i  lucd  tu  tbe  myitorie*,  •**  L'HUi^irt 
4£*  Juifi,  ttv.  Ix.  c.  Ifi. 

>  OttHfl,  under  t)i«>  nAme  of  Seraiilt,  wm  fupptwc^  to  rutt:* 
orer  the  ■ubcerranena  world  ;  mviA  perfortncd  tbc  ti^rv  at 
Pluto,  to  the  mythology  of  the  KgyptUm.    "  They  heUeved," 


fiilly  on  a  loins-flower,  and  having  the  forefinger 
of  his  right  Imnd  pressed  to  his  lips.  This  action^ 
together  with  the  glory  round  his  brows,  denoted, 
as  I  already  knew,  the  God  of  Silence  and  Light  ^ 

Impatient  to  know  what  further  trials  awaited  me, 
I  was  about  to  speak,  when  the  Priest  eJiclaimed, 
anxiously^  **  Hush  V  —  and,  pointing  to  tbe  statue 
at  the  foot  of  the  couch,  said,  —  "  Let  the  s|)ell  of 
that  Spirit  be  upon  thy  lifis,  young  stranger,  till  tbe 
wisdom  of  thy  instructors  shall  think  fit  to  remove 
it.  Not  unaptly  doth  tbe  some  deity  preside  over 
Silence  and  Light ;. since  it  is  only  out  of  the  depth 
of  contemplative  silence,  that  the  great  light  of  the 
Boni,  Truth,  can  arise  1  '* 

Little  used  to  the  language  of  dictation  or  in- 
struction, I  was  DOW  preparing  to  rise,  when  the 
Priest  again  restrained  me  ;  and,  at  the  same  mo- 
ment, two  hoys,  beautiful  as  the  young  Genii  of  the 
stars,  entered  the  pavilion.  They  were  habited  in 
long  garments  of  the  purest  white,  and  bore  each  a 
small  golden  chalice  in  his  hand.'^  Advancing 
towards  me,  they  stopped  on  opposite  sides  of  the 
couch,  and  one  of  them,  presenting  to  me  his  chalico 
of  gold,  said,  in  a  tone  between  singing  and  speak* 
ing,  =- 

*'  Drink  of  tbU  cap  —  OairU^  ilpi 
Tli«  «aine  In  bit  halli  below ; 
And  tbe  tame  be  ftvei,  to  cool  lli«>  Itpi 
or  ihc  Dead*  who  dowowArtt  |pQ. 
*'  DrlDk  or  thii  rup  — the  water  wltktfi 
!•  freah  Trom  Lethe'i  strfom  $ 
'Twill  m«Jt«  the  {Mit.  with  aU  iu  iln. 
And  all  tti  pain  and  lorrowi,  leem 
Like  n,  lung-rorgotten  drcaia  ! 

"  The  piea*ure,  whi>»e  charmi 
Are  litcpp'd  to  woe; 
The  koow  ledge,  thai  banot 
The  i^jul  lo  know  i 
"  The  hQpe,  that,  bright 
A»  the  lake  of  lh«  wute, 
All]iur«t  the  »lght. 
But  mockt  ihc  tatto  \ 
*'  The  love,  ibai  blnil* 
iU  inoocenl  wreath, 
Where  ihe  icrpvnt  wlntti. 
In  venom,  betiealli ;  — 
"All  thit,  ofevil  or  Talfe^  bj'  tbe« 
Halh  eirer  t»*n  knawD  or  wen. 
Shall  rairll  awjif  in  ihii  cuw  nod  t»e 
Forirot,  »■  It  ueifer  hnd  bticii  I" 

Unwilling  to  throw  a  slight  on  this  strange 
ceTcmony,  I  leaned  forward,  with  all  due  graTity, 
and  tasted  the  cup ;  which  I  bad  no  sooner  done 

M7I  Dr.  Prtcbord,  '*  that  ScpLi  pretided  over  the  region  or 
departed  lout*,  durJDx  the  period  of  their  abienee.  when  l«n- 
■ulfbini|i  without  IkkIIm.  and  tliat  the  dead  wer«  deposited  In 
hlA  palace,"    Anatifm  <^th€  Mgyptmn  M^thotof^, 

*  "  Frlgldam  ULam  oquam  \mnt  mnrlem,  tonqiiMn  ItvbCi 
poculum ,  espctJtUD."  Zorga.  —  T bo  L^rh«  of  tti*  8ff pdflka 
waa  colled  Amelea.    Sc«  DM^tpuit,  tcim.  tIU.  p.  691. 
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than  tlie  young  cup-be urer,  on  the  other  side  S 
invited  my  attention  j  und,  in  his  turn,  presenting 
the  chalice  which  he  held,  sung,  with  a  voice  still 
sweeter  than  thai  of  his  compamoiii  the  foUowiog 
itraia :  — 

'*  Diink  ortbli  cup<*«bati  lilt  led 
Hor  boy,  of  oM,  to  the  beaming  skj, 
Bhm  mlnjrledl  a  draui^bt  divlrn?  %  und  »Ald^ 
*  Drink  of  Mt  i::up,  thouMt  never  die  I* 

"  Thill  do  1  gay  and  sing  to  th<»p, 

H«Jr  iifthat  boundile**  heaven  on  high, 

ThtHi||ll]  irtd\,  Jind  TAiro,  and  lost  thou  be. 

Drink  orthie  cup,  thau'tt  never  difl'* 

Well  as  1  had  hitherto  kept  my  philosophy  on 
its  guard  ogninst  the  illusions  with  which,.  I  knew, 
this  rejDrioii  ahounded»  the  youDg  cup-bearer  had 
here  touched  a  spring  of  imagination^  over  which 
my  philosophy,  us  has  been  seen»  had  but  little 
control.  No  sooner  had  the  TTords^  **  thou  shalt 
iic\  er  die,"  struck  ou  ray  ear,  than  the  dream  of 
the  Garden  came  fully  to  my  mind  -,  and,  Btarting 
L:ilf-way  from  the  couch,  I  stretched  forth  my 
hands  to  the  cup.  But,  recollecting  myself  in- 
stiintly,  and  fearing  that  I  had  betrayed  to  others 
a  weakness  fit  only  for  my  own  lecret  indulgence, 
I  sunk  back  a^uin,  with  a  smile  of  afTeet^d  indif- 
ference on  my  couch  —  while  the  ynung  minstrel, 
but  Sittle  interrupted  by  my  movement,  atill  con- 
tinued his  strain,  nf  which  1  heard  but  the  con- 
cluding words:  — 

*'  And  Memory,  too,  with  h&r  dr«>4ni«  ihall  cotde. 
Dream i  of  a  Tormer^  happier  daf, 
When  Heaven  was  itllll  the  Spirit'*  home* 
And  l]ur  Krlngi  had  not  yet  tallon  away  ■„ 
"  Climpscf  of  g^ory.  n^'er  forgot, 

Thai  tell,  like  gleami  on  a  mniot  «eft, 
What  unee  bath  been«  what  now  li  not, 
Qut,  oh  I  what  again  ihj&li  brluhtly  be/' 

Though  the  asBU ranees  of  immortality  contained 
in  these  verses  would  at  any  otbcf  moment^- vain 
aud  visionary  as  I  thought  tbera  —  have  sent  my 
ftiney  wandering  into  reveries  of  the  future,  the 
effort  of  self-eontrol  I  had  just  made  enabled  me 
to  hear  them  with  indifference. 

Having  gone  through  the  form  of  tasting  bii; 
second  cup,  I  again  looked  anxiously  to  the  Hiero- 
phant,  to  ascertain  whether  1  might  be  permitted  to 
rise,     Uia  assent  having  been  given ^  the  young 


>  **  V-nRa  on  dlioU  qu'U  j  avoit  denx  coupes,  l^une  en  haut 
rt  Vautre  en  bM.  Celul  qui  bUTolt  do  ia  coupe  d'en  baj, 
avolt  tonjotirt  soif,  lea  dftiri  ii*'auRnn«n[olt  au  Hru  dt*  ■'c^tcln. 
dre,  mail  ceiui  qui  buvoit  de  ia  coupe  -en  haul,  £-^to|t  remplt 
at  roiitenl.  Ct^ttc  priMiii^re  coup  etoJl  Ia  counaliiancM*  de  la 
Naturf,  quiue  ulkfalt  jamali  plrltieroentceuK  qui  en  londcnt 
let  myat^rea  %  et  la  i<r<:onde  coupe,  lUni  laQuelle  on  dcvoil 
hijire  pitur  ii*aroir  Jiamajf  ■oif,  ^tolt  la  connoltiauce  det  myi- 
l*nsi  du  CIpI."    lint,  ifet  Jmif*^  IJr.  In.  chap.  IG, 

*  ThA  rwti  m.§mrm0^m4  fm^f*mmtrt  whfeb,  According  to  DIok 
doruA  Slculut,  UU  prepared  for  her  fon  Onii,  — .  Lib,  I. 


pages  brought  to  tny  coooh  a  robe  and  tonic, 
which,  like  their  own,  were  of  linen  of  the  purest 
white ;  and  having  assisted  to  clDihe  me  ia  this 
sacred  garb,  they  then  placed  upon  my  head  a 
chaplet  of  myrtle,  lu  which  the  symbol  of  Initia- 
tion, a  golden  grasshopper  3,  was  seen  shining  out 
&om  among  the  dark  leaves. 

Though  sleep  had  done  mueti  to  reftckb.  my 
frame,  something  more  was  still  wanting  to  restore 
its  strength  ;  and  it  was  not  without  a  smile  at  my 
own  reveries  I  reflected,  how  much  more  welcome 
than  even  the  young  page's  cup  of  immortality 
was  the  unpretending,  hut  real,  repast  now  set 
before  me  afresh  fruits  from  the  Isle  of  Gardens  ♦ 
in  the  Nile^  the  delicate  flesh  of  the  desert  antelope, 
and  wine  from  the  Vineyard  of  the  Queens  at  An- 
thylk^,  which  one  of  the  pages  fanned  with  a 
palm -leaf,  to  keep  it  cooL 

Having  done  justice  to  these  dainties,  it  was  with 
pleasure  I  heard  the  proposal  of  the  Priest,  that 
we  should  walk  forth  together,  and  meditate  among 
the  scenes  without.  I  had  not  forgotten  the 
splendid  Elysium  that  last  night  welcomed  me  — 
those  rich  gardens,  that  soft  imearthly  music  and 
light,  and,  above  all,  those  fair  forms  I  had  seen 
wandering  about  —  as  if,  in  the  very  midst  of  hap- 
piness, still  seeking  it.  The  hope,  which  bad  then 
occurred  to  me,  that,  among  those  bright  groups 
might  haply  be  found  the  young  maiden  I  sougbt, 
now  returned  with  increased  strength.  I  h»d 
little  doubt  that  my  guide  was  leading  me  to  the 
same  Elysian  scene,  imd  that  the  form,  so  fit  to 
inhabit  it,  would  again  appear  before  my  eyes. 

But  far  different,  I  found,  was  the  region  to 
wliicli  he  now  '^ondneted  me; — nor  could  the 
whole  world  have  produced  a  scene  more  gloomy, 
or  more  strange.  It  wore  the  appearance  of  a 
small,  solitary  valley,  enclosed,  on  every  sidet  by 
rocks,  which  seemed  to  rise,  almost  pcrpendl- 
cnlarly,  till  they  reached  the  very  iky; — for  it 
was,  indeed,  the  blue  sky  that  I  saw  shining  be* 
tween  their  summits,  and  whose  light,  dimmed  thos 
and  nearly  lost  in  its  long  descent,  formed  the 
melancholy  daylight  of  this  nether  world.  ^  Down 
the  side  of  these  rocky  walls  descended  a  cataract, 
whose   source   was   upon    earth,   and  ou  whose 


3  ftiir.  Apeii.  —  The  irraishopper  wm  alwj  cofiMcrated  Ui 
the  lun,  ai  biMng  musirai. 

4  The  Ule  Antirrhnduji,  near  Alexandria.    HaiUtti. 

•  Vtde  AtM^.  Dtrifmot. 

*  "  On  i^fitoit  mdioe  avSte,  detiuii  la  premiir«  coDftrtactlai 
da  eeii  demetirea,  de  percer  en  ptuslcurc  endroltt  Ju«<|«i*m 
bftut  lef  (errei  qui  tes  couTroient  i  noD  pai,  A  la  v^rlt^,  pour 
llr«r  un  Jour  qut  n^aurolt  JaniaU  H(t  lufEumt,  mois  pour 
recetotr  uo  aJr  jalutalre,"  kc,    SclMot. 
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w&tenif  M  thej  fulled  gliissily  o^er  tbe  edge  above, 
a  gleniD  of  ntdiance  rested,  ehowmg  hair  brUliuit 
and  pure  was  the  suashme  they  had  left  behiod. 
From  ihencp,  gradually  growing  darker,  and  fre- 
quently hrokeo  by  alleroate  chasmft  and  projec- 
tions, the  8trean:»  fell,  &t  last,  in  a  pale  and  thin 
mist — the  phuntom  of  what  it  had  been  on  earth 
—  into  a  gmall  lake  tlint  lay  at  the  base  of  the  rock 
to  receive  it. 

Nothing  wu  ever  bq  bleak  and  saddening  as  the 
appearance  of  thii  lake.  The  usual  ornaments  of 
the  waters  of  Egypt  were  not  wanting  to  it:  the 
tall  lotufi  here  uplifted  her  silvery  flowers,  and  the 
crinjson  flamingo  floated  over  the  tide.  But  they 
looked  not  the  same  as  in  the  world  above  ;  —  the 
flower  had  exchanged  its  whiteness  for  a  livid  hue, 
and  the  wings  of  the  bird  himg  heaver'  and  colour- 
IcM.  Every  thing  wore  the  same  half-living 
aspect ;  and  the  only  eotinda  that  disturbed  tbe 
mournful  stillness  were  tbe  wailing  cry  of  a  heron 
among  the  sedges,  and  that  din  of  the  falling 
walers,  in  their  midway  struggle,  above. 

There  was,  indeed,  an  imearthly  sadness  In  the 
whole  scene,  of  which  no  hearty  however  light, 
could  resist  the  influence.  Perceiving  how  much 
I  was  aBTected  by  il»  **  Saeh  scenes,"  remarked  t!ie 
Priest,  **  are  best  suited  to  that  solemn  coiDplexloD 
of  mind,  which  becomes  him  who  approochet  the 
Great  Mystery  of  futurity*  Behold"  — and,  in 
saying  thus  he  pointed  to  the  opening  over  our 
heads,  through  which,  though  the  sun  had  but  just 
passed  hb  meridian,  I  could  perceive  a  star  or  two 
twinkling  in  the  heavens  —  *^  in  the  same  manner 
as  from  this  gloomy  depth  we  can  sec  those  Hxed 
stars  ^  which  are  invisible  now  to  tbe  dwellers  on 
the  bright  earth,  even  lo^  to  the  sad  and  self-hoin- 
hled  spirit,  doth  many  a  mystery  of  heaven  reveal 
itself,  of  which  they,  who  walk  in  the  light  of  the 
proud  world,  know  not !  *" 

lie  now  led  me  towards  a  rustic  seal  or  alcove, 
beside  which  stood  an  image  of  that  dark  Deity  ^, 
that  God  without  a  smile,  who  presides  over  the 
silent  kingdom  of  the  Dead.^  The  siime  livid  and 
lifeless  hue  was  upon  his  features,  that  hnng  over 
every  thing  in  this  dim  valley  *,  and,  with  his  right 
hand,  he  pointed  directly  downwards,  to  denote 
that  his  melancholy  kingdom  lay  there.  A  plan- 
tain*—that  favourite  tree  of  the  genii  of  Death  — 

>  "  On  vofolt  MI  ^Ma  Jmir  p«r  en  ouTerttirei  Uu  i^tollet, 
«>t  mime  tiaelque*  plui^liM  tn  itvr  plot  grAode  Uittjud^  ««|i- 
tc>ntrloi\ftle  I  et  l«  piihrea  &TQl«i»t  bl>POtM  frmQt^  d«c«  pb^no- 
n)dne»  pour  obterrvr  A  dUeriM  hauriit  Ic  puui<e  dei  teoUci.*^ 
M^tko§*  —  Strmba  mendont  c^ruin  caTri,  or  plU,  tooitructcd 
Tor  th«  p4irpot«  or  lutronomkcat  obacrTmtiont^  whlrh  \ikj  iu 
tbe  Hollopollua  prefrcturc.  bcjond!  HcUopolU. 

■  Serapii,  Sol  iDfttnu.  —  Atbeoodonu.  icrlptor  ir«tu»tai, 
«pud  Clcmentcm  Alcxandrinum  la  PntrepticOf  Mit  "ilinu- 


stood  behind  the  statue,  and  spread  its  branches 
over  the  aJcove,  in  which  the  Priest  now  seated 
himself,  and  made  a  sign  that  I  should  take  my 
place  hy  his  aide. 

After  a  long  pause,  as  if  of  thought  and  pre* 
paration,  —  '•  Nobly,"  aaid  he,  "  young  Greek,  boat 
thou  sustained  the  first  trials  of  Initiation.  What 
still  remains,  though  of  vital  import  to  the  soul, 
brings  with  it  neither  pain  nor  peril  to  the  body. 
Having  now  proved  and  chastened  thy  mortal 
frame  by  the  three  ordealt^  of  Fire,  of  Water,  and 
of  Air,  the  next  task  to  which  we  arc  called  is  the 
purification  of  thy  spirit  —  the  cflfectual  cleansing 
of  that  inward  and  immortal  part,  so  as  to  render 
it  fit  for  the  reception  of  th<i  last  luminous  reveal' 
ment,  when  the  Veils  of  the  Sanctuary  shall  be 
thrown  aside,  and  the  Great  Secret  of  Secrets  un- 
folded to  thy  view !  — Towards  this  object,  the 
primary  and  most  important  step  is,  instruction* 
What  the  three  purifying  elements  thou  hast 
passed  through  have  done  for  thy  body,  insi  ruction 
will  effect  for— — " 

*'  But  that  lovely  maiden!"  I  exclaimed,  burst- 
ing from  my  silence,  having  fidlcn,  during  his 
speech.  Into  a  deep  reverie,  in  which  I  had  for- 
gotten him,  myself,  the  Great  Secret,  every  thing 
—  bat  hen 

Startled  by  this  profane  mterruption,  be  east  a 
look  of  alarm  towards  the  statue,  as  if  fearful  lest 
the  God  should  have  heard  my  words.  Then, 
Cuming  to  me,  in  a  tone  of  mUd  solemnity,  **  It  is 
but  too  plain,"  said  he,  *'  that  thoughts  of  the  upper 
world,  and  of  its  vain,  shadowy  du lights,  still 
€ngro«s  thee  far  too  much,  to  allow  the  lessons  of 
Truth  to  sink  profitably  into  thy  heart  A  few 
hours  of  meditation  amid  this  solemn  scenery  —  of 
that  wholesome  meditation,  which  purifies,  by  sad* 
dening — may  haply  dispose  thee  to  receive,  with 
due  feelings  of  reverence,  the  holy  and  imperish- 
able knowledge  we  have  in  store  for  thee.  With 
this  hope  I  now  leave  thee  to  thy  own  though ta, 
and  to  that  Ciixi,  before  whose  cailm  and  moumfid 
eye  all  the  vanities  of  the  world,  from  which  thou 
comest,  wither  \'^ 

Thus  saying,  he  turned  slowly  away,  and  passing 
behind  the  statue,  towards  which  he  had  pointed 
during  the  last  sentence,  suddenly,  and,  as  if  by  en* 
chantment^  disappeared  from  my  sight. 

Imts  Serftpifdlf  confpktn  mm  colore  evniUo  «l  Dlgfkaiiitc.^ 

lf«jcrolitui,  tn  terbli  deicrlptti,  1 6.  doc«t  qo»  opud  JEcjpUot 
*"  flTnuUcni  loUt  lnferA  Oofl  colore  c*rulea"    JttbiemMkU 

*  Oilri*. 

«  ThiB  tree  w««  dedicated  to  tbe  Genii  of  the  Sbadri,  Trom 
Iti  iicinjK  an  rmblein  of  rrpoMi  and  cooilog  alr».  *'  Cut  Im* 
tnliict  muw  foUum,  quod  alb  bide  VnUtu  gcnluqaeef  axtdktli 
tniuiij  gerl  ■oliturn,  umbram  requLea^que  el  aura*  tHfldai 
■ublndlgirAro  tldetur."    Zotgm, 
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CHAPTER  IJL 

Beuic  tiQw  left  to  mj  own  soUtaiy  thoaghts,  1 
was  fully  at  leisure  lo  reflet,  with  some  decree  of 
cooloess,  upon  the  inconveiiieDces,  if  not  dangers, 
of  the  sitoation  into  which  mj  Lore  of  adTentare 
had  hurried  me.  However  prompt  my  imagioa- 
tion  wai  always  to  klndkt  ia  its  own  ideal  iphere, 
I  hare  erer  found  that,  when  brought  into  con- 
tact with  reality,  it  as  suddenly  cooled; — like 
those  meteors,  that  appear  to  be  stars^  while  in  the 
air,  hut  the  moment  they  touch  earth,  are  ejttin- 
gulshed.  And  such  waa  the  feeling  of  disenehaot- 
ment  that  now  succeeded  to  the  wild  dreams  in 
which  I  had  been  indulging.  As  long  as  Fancy 
had  the  6eld  of  the  future  to  herself,  even  immor- 
tality did  not  seem  too  distant  a  race  for  her.  But 
when  human  instruments  interposed,  the  illnsion 
all  vanished.  From  mortal  lips  the  promise  of 
immortality  seemed  a  mockery,  and  eveo  imagi- 
nation had  no  wings  that  could  carry  beyond  the 
grave. 

Nor  was  this  disappointment  th«  only  feeling 
that  pained  and  haunted  me;— the  imprudence  of 
the  step,  on  which  I  had  Tcntured,  now  appeared 
in  its  full  extent  before  my  eyes.  I  had  here 
thrown  myself  into  the  power  of  the  most  artful 
priesthood  in  the  world,  without  eren  a  chance 
of  being  able  to  escape  from  their  toils,  or  to  resist 
any  machlnatioDG  with  which  they  might  beset  me. 
It  appeared  evident,  Irom  the  state  of  preparation 
in  which  I  had  found  all  that  wonderful  apparatus^ 
by  which  the  terrors  and  epkndouTE  of  Initiation 
are  produced,  that  my  descent  into  the  pyramid 
was  not  unexpected.  Numerous,  indeed,  and  active 
as  were  the  spies  of  the  Sacred  College  of  Memphis, 
it  could  little  be  doubted  that  all  my  moveraent&, 
since  my  arrival,  had  been  watchfully  tracked  j 
and  the  many  hours  I  had  employed  in  wandering 
and  exploring  around  the  pyramid,  betrayed  a  cu- 
riosity and  spirit  of  adventure  which  might  weU 
tuggest  to  these  wily  priests  the  hope  of  inveigling 
an  Epicurean  iuto  their  toils. 

I  was  well  aware  of  their  hatred  to  the  sect  of 
which  I  was  Chief ;  — that  they  couj^idered  the 
Epicureans  as,  next  to  the  Christians,  the  most  for> 
midable  enemies  of  their  craft  and  power.  "  How 
thoughtless,  then,**  I  exclaimed,  ''  to  have  placed 
myself  in  a  situation,  where  I  am  equally  helpless 
agaiust  fraud  and  violence,  and  must  either  pretend 
to  be  the  dupe  of  their  impost ures,  or  else  submit  to 
become  the  victim  of  their  vengeance  I"  Of  these 
alternatives,  bitter  as  they  both  were,  the  latter 
appeared  by  for  the  more  welcome.  It  was  with  a 
blush  that  I  even  looked  back  upon  the  mockeries 


I  had  already  yielded  to;  aad  the  prospect  of 
being  pat  thmogh  still  further  ceremonials,  and  of 
being  tntored  and  preached  lo  by  hypocriles  whom 
I  so  much  deapisedt  appeared  to  me,  in  my  present 
mood  of  mind,  a  trial  of  patience,  compared  to 
which  the  ftames  and  whirlwinds  I  had  already 
encoimtered  were  pastime. 

IHlen  and  impatiently  did  I  look  up,  between 
those  rocky  waUs,  to  the  bright  sky  that  appeared 
to  rest  upon  their  summits,  as,  pacing  round  and 
round,  Ihrough  every  part  of  the  vaUey,  I  endea^ 
voured  to  find  some  outlet  from  its  gloomy  pre- 
ciuGts.  But  vain  were  all  my  endeavoun ; — 
that  rocky  barrier,  which  seemed  to  end  bat  in 
heaven,  interposed  itself  eTeiy  where.  Keither 
did  the  image  of  the  yoimg  majdan,  though  ocm- 
■tantly  in  my  mind,  now  bring  with  it  the  least 
ocmsolatioin  or  hope.  Of  what  avail  was  it  that  she 
perhaps,  was  an  inhabitant  of  this  region,  if  I 
could  neither  behold  her  smile,  nor  catch  the 
sound  of  her  voice  ^  if,  while  amcvqg  preaching 
priests  I  wasted  away  my  boors,  her  pfesenee  wai^ 
alas,  disusing  its  enchantment  elsewhere. 

At  length,  exhausted,  I  lay  down  by  the  brink 
of  the  lake,  and  gave  my&elf  up  to  all  the  melan* 
choly  of  my  fancy*  The  pale  semblance  of  day- 
light, which  had  hitherto  gUmmered  around^  grerw, 
every  moment,  more  dim  and  dismal.  Even  the 
rich  gleam,  at  the  simimit  of  the  cascade;,  had 
faded  i  and  the  sunshine,  like  the  water,  exhanned 
in  its  descent,  had  now  dwindled  into  a  ghostly 
glimmer,  far  worse  than  darkness.  The  birds 
upon  the  lake,  as  if  about  to  die  with  the  dying 
light,  sunk  down  their  heads ;  and,  as  I  looked  lo 
the  statue,  the  deepening  shadows  gave  such  aa 
expression  to  its  mournful  features  as  chilled  my 
very  souL 

Tlie  thought  of  death,  ever  ready  to  present 
Itself  to  my  imagination,  now  came,  with  a  dis- 
heartening weight,  such  as  I  had  never  before 
felt  I  almost  fancied  myself  already  in  the  dark 
vestibule  of  the  grave — removed,  for  ever,  from 
the  world  above,  and  with  nothing  but  the  blank 
of  an  eternal  sleep  before  me.  It  had  happenedp 
I  knew,  freepently^  that  the  visitants  of  thi*  mys- 
terious realm  were,  after  their  descent  from  tmrtiti^ 
never  seen  or  heard  of;  ^- being  condemned,  for 
some  failure  in  their  Initiatory  trials,  to  pine  away 
their  lives  in  those  dark  dungeons,  with  which,  ^ 
well  as  with  altars,  this  region  abounded.  Snch, 
I  shuddered  to  think,  might  probably  be  my  own 
deatiny ;  and  so  appalling  was  the  thonghl,  that 
even  the  courage  by  which  I  had  been  hitherto 
sustiiincd  died  within  me,  and  I  was  already 
giving  myself  up  to  helplessness  and  despair. 

At   length,   after  some  hours  of  this  gloomy 
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musing,  I  heard  a  rostliog  In  the  sacred  gro?e 
behind  the  statue ;  and,  soon  af!er,  the  sound  of 
the  Priest's  voice— more  welcome  than  I  liad. 
ever  thought  Ruch  voice  could  he — brought  the 
aj^yrance  that  I  was  not  yet  wboJly  iibandotied. 
Finding  hiM  way  to  me  through  the  gloom,  he  now 
led  me  to  ihe  same  spot,  on  which  we  had  parted 
so  nmnj  hours  before  j  and^  address  in  g  me  in  a 
voice  that  retained  no  trace  of  displeasure,  bespoke 
my  attention^  while  he  shoold  reveiid  to  rae  some 
of  those  divine  truths,  by  whose  infmsion,  he  aaid, 
into  the  soul  of  man,  its  purificjuion  caa  alone  be 
effeeted. 

The  T alley  had  now  become  bo  dark,  that  we 
could  no  longer*  as  we  sat*  discern  each  other's 
faces.  There  was  a  melancholy  in  the  voice  of 
my  instructor  that  well  accorded  with  the  gloom 
arotmd  ns :  and,  saddened  and  subdued,  1  now 
listened  with  resignation,  if  not  with  interest, 
to  those  Bublime,  but,  alas,  f  thought,  vain  tenets, 
which,  with  all  the  warmth  of  a  true  believer,  this 
liierophant  expounded  to  me. 

He  spoke  of  the  pre-eiistence  of  the  soul '  —  of 
its  abode,  from  all  eternity,  in  a  place  of  splendour 
and  bliss,  of  which  whatever  we  have  most  beau* 
tiful  in  our  conceptions  here  is  but  a  dim  trao- 
seript,  a  clouded  remembrance.  In  the  blue  depths 
of  ether,  he  said,  lay  that  "  Country  of  the  Sotil  ** 
-^'its  boundary  alone  visible  in  the  line  of  milky 
light,  which,  as  by  a  barrier  of  stars,  fieparates  it 
from  the  dark  earth.  '*  Oh,  realm  of  purity  ! 
Home  of  the  yet  un fallen  Spirit !  —  where,  in  the 
days  of  her  first  innoccnee,  she  wandered ;  ere 
yet  her  beauty  was  soiled  by  the  touch  of  earth, 
or  her  resplendent  wings  had  withered  away, 
Methiriks  I  see,"  he  cried,  *'  at  this  moment,  those 
fields  of  radiance  ■*—  I  look  back,  through  the  mists 
of  life,  into  that  luminous  world,  where  the  souls 
that  have  uever  tost  their  high,  heavenly  rank^ 
itilt  soar,  without  a  stain,  above  the  shadowless 
Stan,  and  there  dwell  together  in  infinite  perfec- 
tion and  bliss !  ** 

As  he  spoke  these  words,  a  burst  of  pure,  bril- 
liant light  ^,  like  a  sudden  opening  of  heaven, 
broke  through  the  valley;  and,  as  soon  as  my 


■  For  a  Tull  •rrount  of  the  doctrlarft  wtitcb  an  hi 
MnMwl  a«  I»t1ii|  been  uught  t4>  the  inlUatiid  In  th«  BfuMlsiii 
inji««rl««,  the  reader  msjr  coniult  Dmpuh,  FHekardTt  itiw- 
lW*i*  <{f  ^c  Egyptian  M^iAoiogp.  Ac.  Jfcc.  "  L'od  dteouvnoJt 
rori#lfi«  de  TAme,  m  chute  tur  U  t«rre,  i  tnv«r»  Ici  iphj^rc* 
ct  ]«■  k\tmm»t  H  «oa  retour  4u  Lieu  de  ion  orlgiDe  «... 
c'CtoU  Id  la  pvtie  1a  p4ui  m^uphfttque,  et  que  n*  pourrolt 
ffolre  cnteodra  to  «Miimun  iie»  1nltl<fe«,  veudB  doat  oa  lal  don- 
note  le  ipectulo  par  dei  figure*  et  det  tpectrrt  »Jillforlciuei/* 


«  See  Bfousabte,  IJb.  III.  c,  I.,  for  tbe'*tcn-e  hicnhpureufe 
et  tumli>euie/'  whkb  lim  ManicheiiDt  lupposed  God  to  fti- 
habll.    PJmLo,  loo,  »pc«Ji>  (In  FtiiH.)  of  a  pure  Ijuid  lying  in 
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eyes  were  able  to  endure  the  splendour,  such  a 
vision  of  glory  and  loveliness  opened  upon  them, 
as  took  even  my  sceptical  spirit  by  surprise,  and 
made  it  yields  at  once,  to  the  potency  of  the  spelt 

Suspended,  as  I  thought,  io  air^  and  occupying 
the  whole  of  the  opposite  region  of  the  valley, 
there  appeared  an  Lminense  orb  of  light,  within 
which,  through  a,  haze  of  radiance,  I  could  see 
distinctly  fair  groups  of  young  female  spirits,  who, 
in  sileut,  but  barmonious  movement^  like  that  of 
the  stars,  wound  slowly  through  a  variety  of 
fanciful  evoltitions  ;  seeming,  as  they  linked  and 
unliuked  each  otber'l  arms,  to  form  a  living 
labyrinth  of  beauty  and  grace.  Though  their  feet 
appeared  to  glide  along  a  field  of  light,  ihey  had 
also  wings,  of  the  most  brilliant  hue,  which  like  rain- 
bows over  walerfalls.when  played  with  by  the  breeze, 
reflected,  every  moment,  a  new  variety  of  glory. 

As  I  stood,  gazing  with  wotider,  the  orb»  with 
all  its  ethereal  inmates,  began  gradually  to  recede 
into  the  dark  void,  lessening,  as  it  went,  and  be- 
coming more  bright,  as  it  lessened  ;  —  till,  at 
length,  distant,  to  all  appearance,  as  a  retiring 
comet,  this  little  world  of  Spirits,  in  one  small 
point  of  intense  radiance,  shone  its  last  and  vanished. 
**  Go,"  exclaimed  the  rapt  Priest,  "ye  happy  souls, 
of  whose  dwelling  a  glimpse  is  thus  given  to  octr 
eyes,  —  go,  wander,  in  your  orb,  through  the 
boundless  heaven,  nor  ever  let  a  thought  of  this 
perishable  world  come  to  mingle  its  dross  with  your 
divine  nature,  or  allure  you  down  earthward  to 
that  mortal  fall  by  which  spirits,  no  less  bright  and 
admirable,  have  been  mined  I  " 

A  pause  ensued,  diu-ing  which,  stilt  imder  the 
influence  of  wonder,  I  sent  my  fancy  wandering 
after  the  inhabitants  of  that  orb — almost  wishing 
myself  credulous  enough  to  believe  in  a  heaven,  of 
which  creatures,  so  much  like  those  I  had 
worshipped  on  earth,  were  inmates* 

At  length,  the  Priests,  with  a  mournful  sigh  at 
the  sad  contrast  he  was  about  to  draw  between  the 
happy  spirits  we  had  just  »eeti  and  the  fallen  ones 
of  earthy  resumed  again  his  melancholy  History  of 
the  SoaL  Tracing  it  gradually,  from  the  first 
moment  of  earthward  desire  *  to  its  final  eclipse  in 

Ihe  pure  iky  (f^  mt  ■»^«  iv  s«Ai;{»  aurAa^  «ve*'f  )•  the 
abode  cif  divinity,  of  Innocence,  and  of  Hfo." 

=>  The  power  oTproduciiif  s  itKldi;!!  end  daxillTif  efrUaloa 
oriiRht,  which  WM  one  of  the  «rt«  cmplof  ed  bj  tbe  coDtrlren 
oithe  iLQctent  Hjriteri«ri»  Js  thui  deieribed  In  s  few  wordi  bjr 
Apulelu*,  wbo  wa«  blmielf  «dmlUed  to  wltneta  tbe  Utmc 
oeretnofiiei  et  Corlntli  i  — **  Nocte  nwdlA  vidt  folrffi  eaadklo 
conucancecn  lumlne,'* 

4  In  the  orlfiDel  coititrucUon  of  thli  work,  tbere  wm  an 
epttode  Introduced  her«  (whicb  I  bare  ilnce  publiiJied  tn 
m  more  extended  (nrmX  UlUftrmtlng  tbe  doctrine  of  the 
r«ll  of  the  ioul  by  the  Oriental  fable  of  tbe  Lorei  of  tbe 
AnfeLt. 
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the  shAiiows  of  this  world,  he  dwelt  npon  every 
Ktag€  of  its  darkening  descent,  with  a  pathos  that 
sent  sftdnesfi  into  the  verj  depths  of  the  heart.  Tbe 
firsi  dowDward  look  of  the  spirit  towards  earth  ~— 
the  tremhle  of  her  wings  oo  the  edge  of  Heaven — 
the  {3^ddy  slide,  at  length,  down  that  fatal  descent-^ 
and  the  Leathern  cnp,  midway  in  the  sky,  of  which 
when  she  has  onee  tasted,  Heaven  Ls  forgot  — 
through  all  these  gradationa  he  traced  mournfully 
her  fall,  to  that  last  stage  of  darkness,  wheia  wholly 
immersed  in  this  world,  her  celestial  nature  be- 
comes changed,  she  no  longer  ean  rise  ahove  earth, 
nor  even  remember  her  former  home,  except  by 
glirDpses  so  vague,  that,  at  length,  mistaking  for 
hope  what  Is  only,  alas!  recollection,  she  believes 
those  gleam*  to  be  a  light  from  the  Future^  not  the 
Past. 

**  To  retrieve  ihis  rain  of  the  once-hleased  Soul 
—  to  clear  away  from  around  her  the  clouds  of 
earth,  and,  re^toriog  her  lost  wings ',  facilitate  their 
return  to  Heaven  ^sach,"  said  the  reverend  man, 
"  IS  the  great  task  of  our  religion,  and  such  the 
triumph  of  those  divine  Mysteries,  in  whose  inmost 
depths  the  life  and  esse  nee  of  that  holy  religion  Lie 
treasured*  However  sunk^  and  changed*  and 
clonded  may  he  the  Spirit^  yet  as  long  as  a  single 
trace  of  her  original  light  rcmaini,  there  is  still 
hope  that " 

Here  the  voice  of  the  Priest  wat  interrupted  by 
a  strain  of  mournful  music,  of  which  the  low, 
distant  breathings  had  bee  a,  for  some  minutes, 
audible,  but  which  now  gained  upon  the  ear  too 
thrillingly  to  let  it  listen  to  any  more  earthly  sound. 
A  faint  light,  too,  at  that  instant  broke  through  tbe 
valley — and  I  could  perceive,  not  far  from  tlie 
spot  where  we  sat,  a  female  figure,  veiled,  and 
crooching  to  earth,  as  if  snbdued  hy  sorrow,  or 
iinrttT  the  influence  of  shame. 

The  fechle  light,  by  which  I  saw  her,  came  from 
a  pale,  moon  like  meteor  which  had  gradually 
formed  iist.if  In  the  air  as  the  music  approached, 
and  now  shed  over  the  roeks  and  the  lake  a 
glimmer  as  cold  as  that  by  which  the  Dead,  in 
llicir  own  kingdoai,  gajee  apon  each  other.  The 
masie,  too,  which  appeared  to  rise  from  out  of  the 


^  Ea  ihc  langrnce  of  F\a.to,  HierocI<*i,  &c..,  lo  '*  rciiore  to 
tliP  loul  iLi  urln^n,'"  li  the  mala  Dtijeirt  both  of  relljtion  ftod 

Damaschts^  In  tilt  Life  of  Taldarui,  •ayi,^*  Ex  antlquliilnili 
rhlli:i«ot)hi*  Fjthagoram  H  Vlnlarn*m  lildorusutDcojeolult, 
*t  roruHt  anitnaj  ajatn*  r$tt  (ISsIl  ^imM  In  locnm  lupcr- 
ccrlrttpm  Inquc  cAmpuro  rrritAlis  ct  pr«tiim  devatai,  dJvinti 
putatit  iilt'iit  puck"    Apud  Fhat.  Stifiiotkfc, 

'  In  tracing  the  early  crmnexion  of  ipi!ctiic]»  with  Ihe 
ccrcTnonlet  of  reHgion,  f^oitaire  ujra,  "  H  y  »  bUeti  phii  ;  lei 
rtritMbim  gTJindea  trsg^ln,  lei  rrprdienUttont  impoiantei  «t 
tcrrlUlej,  6to(«iQt  lei  myttdrci  M«T6f,  '(lu'on  celj&ttroft  dan«  let 


lake,  full  of  the  breath  of  its  dark  waters,  spoke  a 
despondency  in  every  note  which  no  language  could 
express  ^ — and  as  I  listent:!d  to  its  tones,  and  looked 
upon  that  fallen  Spirit,  (for  such,  the  holy  man 
whispered,  was  the  form  before  us,)  so  entirely  did 
the  illusion  of  the  scene  take  posseasion  of  me*, 
that,  with  almost  painful  anxiety,  I  now  awaited 
the  result. 

Nor  had  I  gazed  long  before  that  form  rose  slowly 
from  itjs  drooping  position  it  ^  the  air  around  it  grew 
bright,  and  the  pale  meteor  orcrhead  assumed  a  more 
cheerful  and  li%^ing  HghL  Tbe  veil,  which  had  be- 
fore shrouded  the  lace  of  the  figure,  became  ever}' 
minute  more  transparent,  and  the  features,  one  by 
one^  gradually  disclofied  themselves.  Having  trem* 
bllngly  watched  the  progress  of  the  appantion,  I 
now  started  from  my  seat,  and  half  exclaimed,  **  It 
is  she  I  ^*  In  another  minute,  this  veil  had,  like  a 
thin  mist,  melted  away,  and  tbe  joiing  prieste^  of 
the  Moon  stood,  for  the  third  time,  revealed  before 
ray  eyes ! 

To  rush  instantly  towards  her  was  my  firffi  im- 
pulse —  but  the  arm  of  the  Priest  held  me  firmly 
back.  The  fresh  lights  which  had  begun  to  flow  in 
from  all  sides,  collected  itself  in  a  fiood  of  glory 
around  the  spot  where  she  stood.  Instead  of  melan- 
choly music,  strains  of  the  most  exalted  rapture  were 
heard  j  and  the  young  maiden,  buoyant  as  the 
inhabitants  of  (he  fairy  orb,  amid  a  blaie  of  light 
like  that  which  fell  upon  her  in  the  Temple,  as- 
cended slowly  into  the  air. 

**  Stay,  beautiful  vision,  stay  !  "  I  exclaimed,  as, 
breaking  from  the  hold  of  the  Priest,  I  flung  myself 
prostrate  <m  the  ground  —  the  only  mode  by  which 
I  could  express  the  admiration,  even  to  worship, 
with  which  I  was  tilled.  But  the  vanishing  spirit 
heard  me  not  :  —  receding  into  the  darkne8S^,  like 
that  orb,  whose  heavenward  track  she  seemed  to 
follow,  her  form  lessened  by  degrees  away,  lOl  she 
was  seen  no  more;  while,  gazing,  till  the  last 
luminous  speck  had  disappeared,  I  allowed  myaelf 
anconscionsly  to  be  led  away  by  my  revereud 
guide,  who,  placing  me  once  more  on  my  bed  of 
poppy -leaves,  left  me  there  to  such  repose  as  it  waa 
possible,  after  such  a  scene,  to  et^oy. 


t)lu»  Tutei  tcnnplef  du  mondo,  vn  pr6I«Dl^G  det  aculi  IntLI^t ; 
v'ttok  \i.  que  1m  hftbiti.  In  dtcorAtionc,  Im  tnaehlnet  Holeoi 
propre»  bu  tujet ;  et  Le  ii^et  Hoit  U  vie  pr6«rnte  ct  la  ^j^ 
nitiire*"    De*  diver*  CharmemtTu  arrtpft  d  I'Art  tragiqnt. 

To  (hei«  flccnle  rcpr«s«ntniir>tiit  in  tbut  f^irj-ptlan  inf«teH«a. 
tliere  li  ctldPntl/  on  nllujion  In  the  vliiort  al  E«etikel.  whttrv 
tbe  Spirit  iliowi  htm  the  abomkiiatton«  whkh  the  UrarlU<« 
had  le.imtd  In  Kgypt  r  —  "  Then  Mkl  heunio  »e.  Son  of  mAo, 
hut  thau  leen  what  Uie  Ancietitt  of  the  hou«e  of  lftr«»1  Ao 
in  ihti  4MtlL,  every  mftn  In  ifif  chamberM  <^  hig  imitgrr^y** 
Chap,  Till. 
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CHAPTER  X 

TaK  Epparidon  with  which  I  had  been  blessed  in 
that  \'alley  of  Visions  — for  so  the  place  where  1 
bad  witnessed  these  wonders  wta  calkd'—  brought 
back  to  my  heart  all  the  hopes  and  fancies  ia  which, 
during  my  descent  from  eartbt  I  had  indulged.  I 
had  now  seen  once  more  that  matehiess  creature, 
wbcj  bad  bten  my  guiding  star  into  this  tnysterioui 
realm ;  and  that  she  was  dt stined  to  be,  in  Bome  way, 
connected  with  the  furtht^r  revelations  that  awaited 
Die,  I  saw  no  reaMin  to  doubt.  There  was  a  sub* 
limity,  too,  in  the  doctrines  of  my  reverend  teacher, 
and  even  a  hope  in  the  promifi««  of  immortality 
held  out  by  him,  which,  in  spite  of  reason,  won 
insensibly  both  upon  my  fancy  and  my  pride 

The  Future,  however,  was  now  but  of  secondary 
consideration  ;  —  the  Present,  and  that  deity  of  the 
Present,  woman,  were  the  objeets  that  en^ossed  my 
whole  &nnl  It  was,  indeed,  for  the  sake  of  snch 
beings  alone  that  I  considered  immortality  desirable, 
nor,  without  them,  would  eternal  life  have  a^ipearcd 
to  me  worth  a  single  prayer.  To  eyery  furtlier  trial 
of  mj  patience  and  faith,  I  now  made  up  my  mind 
to  submit  without  a  murmur.  Some  kind  chance, 
I  fondly  persuaded  myself,  might  yet  bring  me 
nearer  to  the  object  of  my  adoration,  and  enable 
me  to  addreiis,  as  mortal  woman,  one  who  bad 
hitherto  been  to  me  but  as  a  vision,  a  shade* 

The  period  of  my  probation,  however,  was  nearly 
at  an  end.  Both  frame  and  spirit  had  now  stood  the 
trial ;  and  as  the  crowning  test  of  the  purification 
of  the  latter  was  that  power  of  seeing  into  the  world 
of  spirits*  with  which  I  had  proved  myself,  in  the 
Valley  of  Visions,  to  be  endowed,  there  now  re- 
mained, to  complete  my  Initiation,  but  this  one 
night  more,  when,  in  the  Temple  of  Isis,  and  in  the 
presence  of  her  mnveiled  image,  the  last  grand  re- 
velation of  the  Secret  of  Secrets  was  to  be  laid 
open  to  IDC. 

I  passed  the  morning  of  this  day  in  compa^  with 
the  frame  venerable  personage,  who  had,  from  the 
first,  prL'Bided  over  the  ceremonies  of  my  instruction; 
and  who,,  to  inspire  me  with  due  reverence  for  the 
power  and  magnificence  of  his  religion,  now  con- 
ducted me  through  the  long  range  of  illuminated 
galleries  and  shrines,  that  extend  under  the  site 
npon  which  Memphis  and  the  P}^ramid«  stand,  and 


form  a  counterpart  under  ground  to  that  mighty 
city  of  temples  upon  earth* 

He  then  descended  with  me,  still  lower,  into 
those  winding  crypts,  where  lay  the  Seven  Tables 
of  stone  ',  found  by  Hermes  in  the  valley  of  He- 
bron. "  On  these  tables,"  said  he,  *'  is  written  all 
the  knowledge  of  the  antediluvian  race — the  de- 
crees of  the  stars  from  the  beginning  of  time,  the 
annals  of  a  still  earlier  world,  and  all  the  marvel- 
lous secrets,  both  of  heaven  and  earth,  which  would 
have  been, 

'  but  for  thii  key, 
Lo<t  (n  the  Utiii'erwU  Set/  ** 

Returning  to  the  region,  from  which  we  had  de- 
scended, we  next  visited,  in  succession,  a  series  of 
amatl  shrines  repreireoting  the  various  objects  of 
adoration  throughout  Egjpt,  and  thus  furnishing 
to  the  Priest  an  occasion  for  expliiioing  the  mys- 
terious nature  of  animal  worship,  and  the  refined 
doctrines  of  theology  that  lay  veiled  under  its 
forma.  Every  shrine  was  consecrated  to  a  par- 
ticular faith,  and  contained  a  living  image  of  the 
deity  which  it  adored.  Beside  the  goat  of  Mendes*, 
with  his  refulgent  star  upon  his  breast,  I  saw  ihtj 
crocodile,  as  presented  to  the  eyes  of  its  idolater  at 
Arsinoe,  with  costly  gems  ^  in  its  loathsome  ears, 
and  rich  bracelets  of  gold  encircling  its  feet.  Here, 
floating  through  a  tank  in  the  centre  of  a  temple, 
the  sacred  carp  of  Lepidotura  showed  its  silvery 
scales*,  while,  there,  the  Isiac  serpents*  trailed 
langvtidly  over  the  altar,  with  that  sort  of  move- 
ment which  is  thuught  most  favourabte  to  the  as- 
pirations of  their  votaries.  In  one  of  the  small 
chapels  we  found  a  beautiful  child,  employed  in 
feeding  and  watching  over  those  golden  beetles, 
which  are  adored  for  ibeir  brightness,  as  emblems 
of  tlie  sun;  while,  in  another,  stood  a  sacred  ibis 
ufvon  its  pedestal,  so  like,  in  plumage  and  attitude, 
to  the  bird  of  the  young  Priestess,  that  most  gladly 
would  I  have  knelt  down  and  worshipped  it  for 
her  sake. 

After  visiting  all  these  Tarious  shrines,  and  hear* 
ing  the  reflections  which  they  suggested,  I  was  next 
led  by  my  guide  to  the  Great  Hall  of  the  SSodiac,  on 
whose  ceiling  was  delineated,  in  bright  and  undying 
colours,  the  map  of  the  firmament,  as  it  appeared 
at  the  first  dawn  of  time.  Here,  in  pointing  out 
the  track  of  the  sim  among  the  spheres,  he  spoke 
of  the  analogy  that  ei^ists  between  moral  and  phy- 


'  "  BuTniird,  CoTOte  do  I*  Ifarrbf-Tri^vUane,  toitrult  pM 
la  Irflurc  d^i  Itvrrt  nocleni.dtt.  qvi*  HcrmettrouvA  ttyl  Uhlf» 
diuu  U  Y«U««  d'Hebron,  *ur  litrquclUM  Itotcni  gmtt  lei 

iotuki  ^  *teiit  Hfrm. 

*  For  Ml  Mcount  of  tbo  aatniAl  worth} p  uf  Iht  EgTptUiw, 
■««  De  Pauu>»  torn.  tL 


^  Herodotui  ( Eu/trp. )  lr)1«  ui  tbiit  tbc  praplc  «l>out  Thr<tic« 
iind  I,pttk«  i>t<vrL«  kept  i  tmmlier  of  t^me  crocodile*,  which 
thpy  worihtppcd,  sod  drewed  tbem  otit  with  $txn»  and  {[Dldcn 
omotncntj  in  ih«4r  cati, 

*  '*  On  aiifurolt  Mcra  de  Mrp«M  Maqfoet,  1or»qu'ili  gftti- 
toimc  l*ctfruid0  et  ae  traloolMift  iMitnccnt  autour  d«  i'mutel."' 
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fiical  darkoess — of  the  sympathy  witli  wliicb  all 
spiritual  creature*  regard  the  sud,  so  as  to  sodden 
and  decliot;  wheo  he  smks  into  bis  wintry  hemi- 
sphere, and  to  rejoice  when  he  resumes  his  own 
empire  of  light,  llencet  the  fcBtivala  and  hymns^ 
ivith  whieh  most  of  the  nEitious  of  the  eurth  are 
Tfont  to  welcome  the  resurrection  of  his  orb  in 
spring,  as  an  emblem  and  pledge  of  the  re -ascent 
of  the  soul  to  heavt^n.  Hence,  the  songs  of  sorrow, 
the  mournful  ceremonies^  —  like  those  Mysteries 
of  the  Night*,  wpon  the  Lake  of  Siiia- — in  which 
they  brood  over  its  autumnal  descent  into  the 
shades,  as  a  type  of  the  Spirit's  fall  into  Ihis  world 
of  death. 

In  discourses  such  as  these  the  hours  passed 
away  ;  and  though  there  was  nothing  in  the  light 
of  this  sunless  region  to  mark  to  the  eye  the  decline 
of  day,  my  own  feelings  told  me  that  the  night 
drew  near  ;^ — nor,  in  spite  of  my  incredulity,  could 
f  refrain  from  a  slight  flutter  of  hc^pe,  as  that  pro- 
mised  moment  of  revelation  drew  nigh^  when  the 
Mystery  of  Mysteries  was  to  l>e  made  all  my  own. 
This  consummation  J  however,  was  less  near  than 
I  expected.  My  patience  had  still  further  trials 
to  encounter.  It  was  necessary,  I  now  found,  that, 
during  the  greater  part  of  the  night,!  should  keep 
watch  in  the  Sanctuary  of  the  Temple,  alone  aDd 
in  utter  darkness  —  thus  preparing  myself,  by  me- 
ditation, for  the  awful  moment,  when  the  inndia^ 
tion  from  behind  the  sacred  \'eils  was  to  burst 
upon  me. 

At  the  appn luted  hour,  we  left  the  Hall  of  the 
Zodiac^  and  proceeded  through  a  long  line  of  marble 
galleries,  where  the  lamps  were  more  thinly  scat- 
tered a^  we  advanced,  till,  at  length,  we  fouod 
ourselves  in  total  darkness.  Here  the  Priest, 
taking  me  by  the  hand,  and  leading  me  down  a 
£ight  of  steps,  into  a  place  whore  the  same  deep 
gloom  prevailed,  said,  with  a  voice  trembling,  as  if 
from  excess  of  awe, —"Thou  art  now  within  the 
Sanctuary  of  our  goddess,  Isii,  and  the  veils,  that 
conceal  her  sacred  image,  are  before  thee  l  ^' 

Afler  eathortiug  me  earnestly  to  that  train  of 
thought,  which  lx*st  accorded  with  the  spirit  of  the 
place  where  1  stood,  and,  above  all,  to  that  full  and 
uuhesitating  faith,  with  which  alone,  he  said,  the 
manifestation  of  such  mysteries  should  bo  ap* 
proached,  the  holy  man  took  leave  of  roe,  and  re- 
ascended  the  steps  ;  —  while,  so  spell -hound  did  1 
feel  by  that  deep  darkness,  that  the  last  sound  of 
his  footsteps  died  upon  my  ear,  before  1  Teotured 


'  For  all  account  of  the  varJo-uj  fcttiTali  At  the  diBtTcnt 
period »€il the  ttm'n  progr<iM».  in  the  iprtng,  md  1ji  the  aulumu, 
«»  DwpntiM  AOd  PticMarii. 

«  VNft  Alki^ag.  Leg*  pm  Christ.,  |».  IM. 


to  gttf  a  limb  fVom  the  position  in  which  >e  bad 
left  me. 

The  prospect  of  the  long  watch  I  had  now  to  look 
forward  to  was  dreadful.  Even  danger  itself,  tf  ia 
an  active  form,  would  have  been  far  preferable  to 
this  sort  of  safe,  but  dull,  probation,  by  which  pa* 
tience  was  the  only  virtue  put  to  the  proof.  Havtag 
aseeriaiued  how  far  the  space  around  me  was  friee 
from  ob€laclea,  I  endeavoured  to  beguile  the  time 
by  pacing  up  and  down  within  those  limit*,  till  I 
became  tirt^l  of  the  monotonous  echoes  of  my  own 
tread.  Finding  my  way,  then,  to  what  I  felt  to  be 
a  massive  pillar,  ojid,  leaning  wearilj  against  it,  I 
surrendered  myself  to  a  train  of  thoughts  and  feel* 
ingg,  far  different  from  those  with  which  the  good 
Hierophant  had  hoped  to  inspire  me. 

**  If  these  priests,"  thought  I,  **  possess  really 
the  secret  of  life,  why  are  they  themselves  the  vic- 
tims of  death  ?  why  sink  into  the  grave  with  the 
cup  of  immortality  in  their  hands  ?  But  no,  sixfe 
boasters,  the  etenuty  they  so  lavishly  promise  is 
reserved  for  another,  a  future  world — that  ready 
resource  of  all  priestly  promises  —  that  depository 
of  the  airy  pledges  of  all  creeds.  Another  world  I 
<— alas  I  where  doth  it  lie  ?  or,  what  spirit  bath 
ever  come  to  &ay  that  Life  is  there  ?  '* 

The  conclusion  at  which,  half  sadly,  half  pas- 
sionately,, I  arrived,  was  that,  life  being  but  a 
dream  of  the  moment  never  to  come  again,  everj 
bliss  so  vaguely  promised  for  hereafter  onglit  to 
be  eeeured  by  the  wise  man  here.  And,  as  no 
heaven  I  had  ever  heard  of  from  these  Tlsionary 
priests  opened  half  such  certainty  of  happinoa  as 
that  smile  which  I  beheld  last  night  —  **  Let  tne," 
I  exclaimed,  impatiently,  striking  the  massy  pDlar 
till  It  rung,  **  let  me  hut  make  (hat  beautiful 
Priestess  my  own,  and  I  here  willingly  exchange 
for  her  every  chance  of  immortality,  that  the  com- 
bined wisdom  of  Egypt's  Twelve  Temples  eao 
offer  me  I " 

No  sooner  had  I  uttered  these  words,  than  a 
tremendous  peal,  like  that  of  thunder',  rolled  over 
the  Sanctuary,  and  seemed  to  shake  its  very  walla. 
On  every  side,  too,  a  succession  of  blue,  vivid 
flashes  pierced,  like  lances  of  light,  through  the 
gloom,  revealing  to  me,  at  intervals,  the  mighty 
dome  in  which  I  stood  —  its  ceiling  of  omres, 
studded  with  stars — its  colossal  columns,  towering 
aloft,  —  and  those  dark,  awful  veils,  whose  massy 
drapery  hung  from  the  roof  to  the  floor,  covering 
the  rich  glories  of  the  Shrine  beneath  their  folda. 


^  See,  for  tome  curloui  retnarki  on  the  mode  of  ImftAtlpf 
tbiUKtcr  and  UghtQiog  la  the  ancient  mjritertet,  IM  J*m»m 
torn  J.  |>.3^.  Tlwmacbline  with  wbkh  theve  vlTecu  «ef« 
produced  on  the  Mitfe  wm  called  «  Cvraunotcotpe. 
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So  weary  had  I  grown  of  my  tedious  watch, 
tliat  this  sUirmy  and  fitful  ilbmination,  during 
which  the  Sanctuary  seemed  to  riM:k  (o  ib?  base, 
was  by  oo  means  an  unwelcome  interruption  of 
the  monotonous  trial  my  patience  had  to  suffer. 
After  a  short  interval^  however,  tlie  flashef  ceased ; 
—  the  sound*  died  away,  like  exhausted  thunder^ 
through  the  abysg,  and  darkness  and  silence^  like 
that  of  the  grave,  succee^led. 

Besting  my  back  once  more  agaiDst  the  pillar, 
and  fixing  my  eyes  upon  that  side  of  the  Sanctuary 
from  which  the  promised  irradiation  was  to  burst, 
I  now  resolved  to  await  the  awful  moment  in  pa- 
tience.  Resigned,  and  almost  bii movable,  I  had 
remained  thus  for  nearly  another  hoiir^  when  sud* 
deuly  along  the  edges  of  the  mighty  Veils,!  perceived 
a  thin  riro  of  light,  as  if  from  some  bri I liaiit  object 
ander  ihem  ;  —  resembling  that  border  which  en- 
circles a  cloud  at  simset,  when  the  rich  radiance 
from  behind  la  escaping  at  its  edges. 

This  indication  of  concealed  gloriea  grew  every 
instant  more  strong  ;  tilb  at  last,  vividly  marked  as 
it  was  upon  the  darkness,  the  narrow  fringe  of 
lustrt'  almost  pained  the  eye  —  giving  promise  of  a 
fulness  of  splendour  too  bright  to  be  endured. 
My  expectations  were  now  wound  to  the  highest 
pitch,  and  all  the  scepticism,  into  which  I  had  been 
cooling  down  my  mind,  was  forgotten.  The  won- 
ders that  had  been  presented  to  me  since  my  de- 
scent from  earth —  that  glitnpse  into  Elysium  on 
the  first  night  of  roy  coming — those  visitants  from 
the  land  of  Spirits  in  the  mysterious  valley  —all 
led  me  to  expect,  in  this  last  and  brightest  reve- 
lation, such  visions  of  glory  and  knowledge  as 
might  transcend  even  fancy  itself,  nor  leave  a 
doubt  that  they  belonged  less  to  earth  than  heaven 

While,  with  an  imagination  thus  excited,  I 
stood  waiting  the  result,  an  iucreased  gush  of  light 
still  more  awakened  my  attention  i  and  I  saw  with 
mn  inlesseneis  of  interest,  which  made  my  heart  beat 
aloud,  one  of  the  corners  of  the  mighty  \'eil  raised 
slowly  from  the  floor.  I  now  felt  that  the  Great 
Secret,  whatever  it  might  be,  was  at  hand.  A 
vague  hope  even  crossed  my  mind  —  so  wholly 
had  imagination  now  resumed  her  empire  —  that 
the  splendid  promise  of  my  dream  was  on  the  very 
point  of  being  realised  ! 

With  surprise,  however,  and,  for  the  moment, 
with  somv!  disappointment.  I  p<?rceived,  that  the 
massy  comer  of  the  Veil  was  but  lifted  sufficiently 
from  the  ground  to  allow  a  female  figure  to  emerge 
from  under  it  —  and  then  fell  over  its  mystic  splen- 
dours as  utterly  dark  as  before*  By  the  strong 
light,  too,  that  issued  when  the  drapery  was  raised, 
and  illuminated  the  profile  of  the  emerging  Hgure, 
I  either  saw,  or  fancied  that  I  saw,  the  same  bright 


features,  that  had  already  so  often  mocked  me 
with  their  momentary  charm,  and  seemed  destined, 
indeed,  to  haunt  my  fancy  as  unavailingly  as  even 
the  fond,  vain  dream  of  I ni mortality  itsel£ 

Dazzled  as  I  had  been  by  that  short  gush  of 
splendour,  and  distrusting  even  my  senses,  when 
under  the  influence  of  so  much  excitement,  I  had 
but  just  begun  to  f|uestion  ray  self  as  to  the  reality 
of  my  impression,  when  I  heard  the  sounds  of 
light  footsteps  apprtjaching  me  through  the  gloom. 
In  a  secoad  or  two  more,  the  figure  stopped  before 
me,  and,  placing  the  end  of  a  riband  gently  in  my 
hand,  said«  in  a  tremulous  whisper,  "  Follow,  and 
he  silent." 

So  sudden  and  strange  was  the  adventure,  that, 
for  a  moment,  I  hesit;iled  —  feariug  that  ray  eyes 
might  possibly  have  Imjcu  deceived  as  to  the  object 
they  had  seen.  Casting  a  look  towards  the  Veil, 
which  seemed  bursting  with  its  luminous  secret,  I 
was  almost  doubting  to  which  of  the  two  chances 
I  should  commit  myself,  when  1  felt  the  riband  in 
my  hand  pulled  softly  at  ilie  other  extremity. 
This  movement,  like  a  touch  of  magic,  at  once 
decided  me.  Without  any  further  deliberation,  1 
yielded  to  the  silent  summons,  and  following  my 
guide,  who  was  already  at  some  distance  before 
me,  found  myself  led  up  the  same  flight  of  marble 
steps,  by  which  the  Priest  had  conducted  me  into 
the  Sanctuary.  Arrived  at  their  sximmit,  I  felt 
tlie  pace  of  my  conductress  quicken,  and  giving 
one  more  look  to  the  Veiled  Shrine,  whose  glories 
we  left  burning  uselessly  behind  us,  hastened  on- 
ward into  the  gloom,  full  of  confidence  in  the 
belief,  that  she,  who  now  heid  the  other  end  of 
that  clue,  was  one  whom  1  was  ready  to  follow 
devotedly  through  the  world. 


CHAPTER  XI 

With  such  rapidity  was  I  hurried  along  by  my 
anseea  guide,  iiiU  of  wonder  at  the  speed  with 
which  she  ventured  through  these  labyrinths,  that 
I  had  but  little  time  left  for  reflection  upon  the 
strangeness  of  the  adventure  to  which  1  bad  com- 
mitted myself.  My  knowledge  of  the  eharocter 
of  the  Memphian  priests,  as  well  as  some  fearful 
nimours  that  had  reached  me,  concerning  the  fate 
that  often  attended  unbelievers  in  their  hands, 
awakened  a  momentary  suspicion  of  treachery  in 
my  mind.  But,  when  I  recalled  the  face  of  my 
guide,  as  I  had  seen  it  in  the  small  chapel,  with 
that  divine  look,  the  vcr)'  memory  of  which 
brought  purity  into  the  heart,  I  found  my  bus- 
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pmaoa  wB.  Tuiiali,  asd  felt  «!iarae  t£  baring  bir- 
boared  them  but  an  instant. 

In  tbe  mean  while,  oar  npid  course  continaed 
vilhout  any  iotemiptioti,  through  windings  eren 
more  capneiouily  intricftte'  tbaa  aojr  I  had  jet 
piiint,  and  wbofe  thkk  gloom  seemed  nerer  to 
hare  been  broken  bj  a  stogie  glimmer  of  light. 
Mj  unseen  conductreit  was  still  at  some  distmnce 
before  me,  and  the  stigbt  cine,  to  which  I  dong 
as  if  it  were  Destiny's  own  thuead,  was  still  kept, 
by  the  speed  of  her  course,  at  full  stretch  between 
OS.  At  length,  suddenly  stopping,  she  said,  in  a 
breathless  whisper,  '*Seat  thyself  here ;"  and,  at 
the  same  moment,  led  me  by  the  hand  to  a  sort  of 
low  car,  in  which,  obeying  her  brief  commacid,  I 
lost  not  a  moment  in  placing  myself,  while  the 
maideik,  no  less  promptly,  took  her  seat  by  my 
side. 

A  sodden  click,  like  the  touching  of  a  spring,  was 
then  heard,  and  the  car  —  which,  as  I  had  felt  in 
esitering  it,  leaned  half-way  over  a  steep  de&cent 
—  on  being  let  loose  from  its  station,  ehot  down, 
almost  perpcndiculurly,  into  the  darkness,  with  a 
rapidity  which,  at  first,  nearly  deprived  me  of 
breath.  The  wheels  ^lid  smoothly  and  noiselessly 
in  grooves,  and  ihe  impetus^  which  the  car  ac* 
quired  in  deficcnding,  was  suHcient,  I  perceiTed, 
to  carry  it  up  an  eminence  that  succeeded  —  from 
the  summit  of  which  it  again  rmsbed  down  0210 ther 
declivity,  even  still  mor^  long  -and  precipitous 
than  the  formtr.  In  this  manner  we  proceeded, 
by  alternate  falls  and  rises,  till,  at  length,  from  the 
last  and  steepest  elevation,  the  car  descended  upon 
a  level  of  deep  sand,  where,  after  nmning  for  a 
few  yards,  it  by  degrees  lost  its  motion,  and 
stopped. 

Here  the  maiden,  olighting  again,  placed  the 
riband  in  my  hands  ^  and  again  I  followed  her, 
though  with  more  slowness  and  difficulty  than 
b«fi>rL%  as  our  way  now  led  up  a  flight  of  damp 
and  time-worn  Eteps,  whose  ascent  seemed  to  the 
wearied  and  insecure  foot  intenninable.  Per- 
ceiving  with  what  languor  my  guide  advanced,  I 


1  fn  addltloa  to  the  accoiinU  which  the  anrfenli  bavv  left 
u«  of  the  prodifloui  excavntlGni  In  all  portu  of  Egjpt  —  Ihe 
tVtmm  hundred  rhamberi  under  the  Lnhyrtntb^the  lubtcrra- 
nein  tUblci  of  the  Thetaldi,  conULlniug  ■  thouuuul  h<o»ffl  i~ 
the  rrypta  of  L'pprr  Kgypt  ii,-u«9ni  under  th^  bed  ofthi;  Kile, 
Ac.  Ac.  -.  the  ttorlci  and  Iraditioni  current  nninng  thn  Arabt 
atlll  preurnrc  the  mexnorj  of  thow  wnnderlUI  lubttrurlioni. 
"  Vn  Arnbc,"  ^a.f^  P*ul  Lucu,  *"  qui  Holt  *»«  nnuj,  m'»sfur« 
qci'6tiint  i'n.tr6  «ii.tr«fa4i  dsoa  lis  I^byrtnthe,  11  avnit  mnrrhi 
diini  lei  ehnmbre*  totttemlnci  Juiqu'en  un  lieu  nii  II  y  av^tt 
uneg'rande  place  enTtronnff  de  plu  il<>urf  nichci  qui  rejuialilolt 
i  lie  petltet  bout^uc*.  d'oti  Von  entroUdantd'nutretilltieA  vt 
dam  charabrcf,  «ani  pouvtjfr  en  tr^uver  la  fln."  In  iprttklnf* 
too,  otthe  arcadei  alcn|r  the  Kile^  near  Cotteir,,  *'  111  medlrent 
mfrrne  que  ee»  tomermlnei  t'tol«il  li  prorondw  qiril  j  en 


waa  on  the  point  of  wiAwg  ^n  effort  to  aa^ist  her 
progress,  wheo  the  creak  of  ao  opeaing  door 
above,  and  a  faint  gleam  of  light  which,  at  the 
same  moment,  shone  upon  her  figure,  apprised  me 
that  we  were  at  last  arrived  within  reacK  of  sun- 
shtoe. 

Joyfblly  I  followed  through  this  opening,  and,  by 
the  dim  light,  could  discern,  that  we  were  now  in 
the  sanctuary  of  a  vast,  nuDcd  temple  — ^  having 
entered  by  a  secret  passage  onder  the  pedeatai,  ttpoia 
which  an  image  of  the  idol  of  the  place  oooe  slood« 
The  first  movement  of  the  young  tnaWtyfi^  after 
closing  again  the  portal  ttnder  the  pedestal,  was, 
without  even  a  single  look  towards  me,  to  cast  her- 
self down  upon  her  knees,  with  her  hands  clasped 
and  uplifled,  as  if  in  thanksgiving  or  prayer«  But 
she  was  unable,  evidently,  to  sustain  herself  in  diia 
position  -,>^ber  strength  could  hold  oat  no 
Overcome  by  agitatkm  md  fittigoe,  ahe  sunk 
less  upon  the  paveoieot. 

Bewildered  as  I  was  myself,  by  the  strange  events 
of  the  night,  I  stood  for  some  minutes  looking  upon 
her  in  a  state  of  helplessness  and  alarm.  But,  re* 
minded,  by  my  own  feverish  sensations,  of  the 
reviving  effects  of  the  air,  I  raised  bet  gently  in  my 
arms,  and  crossing  the  corridor  that  aarTOunded 
the  sanctuary,  found  my  way  to  the  outer  vestibule 
of  the  Temple.  Here,  shading  her  eye*  from  t\m 
sun,  I  pbced  her,  reclining  upon  the  stepa,  whew 
the  cool  north -wind,  then  blowing  freshly  between 
the  pillars,  might  play,  with  free  draught,  ofver  her 
brow. 

It  was,  indeed  —  as  I  now  saw,  with  certainty  — 
the  same  beautiful  and  mysterious  girl,  who  had 
been  the  caose  of  my  descent  into  that  subterrancaai 
world,  uiid  who  now,  under  such  strange  and  unac- 
countable circumstances,  was  my  guide  back  again 
to  the  realms  of  day.  I  looked  arouod  to  discaver 
where  we  were,  and  beheld  such  a  scene  of  f^ran- 
deur,  as,  could  my  eyes  have  been  then  attracted 
to  any  object  but  the  pale  form  reclining  at  my 
sidcp  might  well  have  induced  tlicm  to  dwell  on  ita 
splendid  beauties,  j 


avolent  q.ul  allolcnt  4  troll  Joumtet  de  1J,  H  qu*ilteaodu 

dani  tm  payt  oi^  I'ou  to|-oU  de  beau  Jardliu,  qu'OB  7  tnmifrQlli 

da  belief  maliont,"  itc,  ftc. 

See  alio  In  M.  Qtmiremrre't  Mimoirew  wtar  PEg^pte,  tom.  I, 
p.  U3.,  an  account  <jif  a  rubterranean  reierroir,  said  to  haw 
lieen  dtiirr>rered  at  Kali,  and  of  the  expedSlion  undertakca 
by  a  party  of  pcrions,  in  a  long  narrow  Iwot,  for  ttw  | 
ttf  fX\i\(iTir\K  it.  "Le^r  vtiyage  aroll  H$  de  ilx  Jotira,  1 
tri  quntre  prpmlert  fiireol  emploj'ft  ft  p^nftrer  le 
lei  drnx  aytie*  A  refenlr  au  Ile*i  d'oil  Da  ^tottmt  partis. 
Pendant  lout  cet  Intcrvalle  lU  ne  purent  attelndn'  re«lr4tnlt«^ 
du  tMUilo.  1,'^mlr  Ala-eddin-TaTrvtH)ga,  gouvernetir  «!« 
Rehneaa,  (crlvlt  cet  dHalU  au  fultan,  qui  en  Cut  extrtei^  , 
tnent  lyrprtt," 
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f  was  now  standings  I  found,  inn  the  sm&Il  Isliuid 
in  the  centre  of  Lake  Mcuria  •  j  and  that  sanctuary, 
irhere  we  Imd  just  emerged  from  darkness,  fanned 
port  of  the  ruins  of  an  ancient  temple,  which  was 
(lis  I  have  since  learned),  in  the  grander  days  of 
Memphis,  a  place  of  pilgrimage  for  worsliippers 
from  all  parts  of  Egypt  The  fair  Lake,  itself,  out 
of  whose  waters  once  rose  pavilions,  palaces,  and 
even  lofty  pyramids,  was  still,  though  divested  of 
many  of  these  wonders*  a  scene  of  interest  and 
splendour  such  as  the  whole  world  could  not  equal. 
Whiie  the  shores  still  sparkled  with  mansions 
and  temples,  that  hore  testimony  to  the  luxury  of 
a  living  race,—'  the  voice  of  the  Past,  apeaking  out 
of  unnumbered  ruins,  whose  summits,  here  and 
there,  rose  blackly  above  the  wave',  told  of  times 
long  fled,  and  generations  long  swept  away,  before 
whose  giant  remains  all  the  glory  of  the  present 
stood  humbled.  Over  tlie  soutberQ  hank  of  the 
Lake  hung  the  dark  relic*  of  the  Labyrinth  j  —  its 
twelve  Royal  Palaces,  representing  the  maDsions 
of  the  Zodiac — ^its  thundering  portak^  and  con- 
stellated hallR,  having  left  notliing  now  behind  but 
a  few  frowning  ruins,  which,,  contrasted  with  the 
soft  groves  of  acacia  and  olive  around  them»  seemed 
to  rebuke  the  luxuriant  smiles  of  nature, and  threw 
a  melancholy  grandeur  over  the  whole  scene. 

The  effects  of  the  air,  in  re-animating  the  young 
PricAtesa,  were  lesa  speedy  than  I  had  expected  ; — 
her  eyes  were  still  closed,  and  she  remained  pale 
and  insensible.  Alarmed,  I  now  rested  ber  head 
(which  had  been,  for  some  time,  supported  by  my 
arm)  against  the  hose  of  one  of  the  columns,  with 
my  cloak  for  its  pillow,  while  I  hastened  to  procure 
some  water  from  the  Lake,  The  temple  stood  high, 
and  the  descent  to  the  shore  was  precipitotis.  But, 
my  Epicurean  habits  having  but  little  impaired  my 
activity,  I  soon  descended,  with  the  lightness  of  a 
desert  deer,  to  the  bottom  Here,  plucking  from  a 
lof^y  bean-tree,  whose  flowers  stood,  shining  like 
gold,  above  the  water,  one  of  those  large  hollowed 
leaves  that  serve  as  cups*  for  the  llebcs  of  the 
Nile,  I  filled  it  from  the  Lake,  and  hurried  back 
with  the  cool  draught  towards  the  Temple.  It  was 
not,  however,  without  some  difficulty  that  I  at  last 
succeeded  in  bearing  my  rustic  chalice  steadily  up 
the  steep  ;  more  than  once  did  an  unlucky  slip 

•  The  |)<iftltIon  h«r«  given  to  I^ik*  SfoprH,  In  cnaklnff  It  tho 
ImiMdUiM  boondary  of  the  city  of  Merophli  to  ih*  «mitli, 
tormpond*  cxinctly  wiih  tha  ttto  aialfned  to  It  bj  Afjillk't  :-- 
"  Mvtnpbii  avoU  encore  1  iod  mldl  ua  T««t«  reivrrotr.  par  ob 
tout  ce  qui  jH-ut  *erTlr  i  la  cflioiaodlt^  et  i  fafrfment  de  1« 
tie  luL  ^tolt  ToUur4^  ationitaniment  de  toutet  let  pairtlr*  d* 
rEffpte.  C«  tac  qui  I4  teimlnolt  de  ce  cAtt-U,"  &c,  Ac^-- 
Tmn.M.  p.  7- 

>  "  On  roit  inr  la  riiro  ohR»tale  dot  uiUqultl*  qui  niit 
pretqye  entJdtement  tout  Ic*  eauK."— Alsoiti, 


waste  all  its  conlentSf  and  as  often  did  I  rettim 
impatiently  to  refill  it. 

Daring  tkii  time,  the  young  maiden  was  fast 
recovering  her  animation  and  consciousness  ;  and, 
at  the  moment  when  I  appeared  above  the  edge  of 
the  steep,  was  just  rising  from  the  steps,  with  her 
hand  pressed  to  her  forehead,  as  if  confusedly  re- 
calling the  recollection  of  what  had  occurred.  No 
sooner  did  she  observe  me,  Ihao  a  short  cry  of 
alarm  broke  from  her  lips.  Looking  anxiously 
rounds  b&  though  she  sought  for  protection,  and 
half-audibly  uttering  the  wordi,  •*  Where  is  he  ?  " 
she  made  an  effort,  as  I  approached,  to  retreat  into 
the  Temple. 

Already,  however,  I  was  by  her  side,  and  taking 
her  hand,  as  she  turned  away  from  me,  gently  in 
mine,  asked,  **  Whom  dost  thou  seek,  fair  Priestess?" 
^^thus,  for  the  first  time,  breaking  the  silence  she 
had  enjoined,  and  in  a  tone  that  might  have  re* 
assured  the  most  timid  spirit*  But  my  words  had 
no  effect  in  calming  her  apprehension.  Trembling, 
and  with  her  eyes  still  averted  towords  the  Temple, 
she  continued  in  a  voice  of  suppressed  alarm, — 
**  Where  can  he  be  ?  —  that  venerable  Atbenittn, 
thnt  philosopher,  who^ " 

•*  Here,  here,"  I  exclaimed,  anxiously,  interrupt- 
ing her — "behold  him  still  by  thy  side  —  the 
same,  the  very  same,  who  saw  thee  steal  from  under 
the  Veils  of  the  Sanctuary,  whom  thou  bast  guided 
by  a  clue  through  those  labyrinths  below,  and  who 
now  ouly  waits  his  command  from  those  lips,  to 
dcTote  himself  through  life  and  deaih  to  thy  ser- 
vice," A«  I  spoke  these  worda,  she  turned  slowly 
ronnd,  and  looking  timidly  in  my  face,  while  her 
own  burned  with  blushes,  said,  in  a  tone  of  doubt 
and  wonder,  **  Thou  !  "  and  then  hid  her  eyes  in 
her  hands. 

I  knew  not  how  to  interpret  a  reception  so  tut* 
expected.  Tluit  some  mistake  or  disappointment 
bod  occurred  was  evident ;  but  so  inexplicable  did 
the  whole  adventure  appear  to  me,  that  it  was  in 
vain  to  think  of  unravelling  any  part  of  it,  >Veak 
and  agitated,  she  now  tottered  to  the  steps  of  the 
Temple,  and  there  seating  herself,  with  her  fore- 
head against  the  cold  marble,  seemed  for  some 
moments  absorbed  in  the  most  anxious  thought  j 
while  silent  and  watchful  I  awaited  her  decision, 


*  "  QiToratidBEn  tutMn  dormorum  (In  Lalsp-Jntlioj  ulU  ««t 
•Ittu.  ift  wlApffKnitJbiit  forea  tcrnftruuiti  kitiu  tvrrltilte  «x« 
lMiMl."^Fiinp. 

*  Strain,  AccordlntC  to  the  Frrnch  trantlator  of  Sttabo, 
U  WM  the  trwM  of  thm/a6a  JEgj/ptiaca,  oot  Ibo  lr*f,  that  waa 
lued  for  thia  purpoae.  '*  L«  mtCmftm^"  h^  aajn,  "derotl 
i'antciidre  de  la  capaule  «4i  IVtiic  de  cetts  pt«nt«,  daot  ka 
Bjgyptlefia  m  i«rTob«fiit  c«mme  d'ktn  raat,  LmiiBltMat  que  rtaii 
daNUf^ 
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thomgb,  at  the  same  ttme^  wrth  a  feeling  whicli  the 
result  proved  to  be  prophetic  —  that  my  destiny 
Mtu^  from  tbeaceforth,  linked  mseparably  with 
hers. 

The  inward  slnjggle  hy  which  she  was  agitated, 
though  violent,  was  not  of  long  continuiuice. 
Starting  suddenly  from  her  seat,  with  a  look  of 
terror  towards  the  Temple,  as  if  the  fear  of  imme- 
diate pursuit  had  alone  decided  ber,  she  pointed 
eagerly  towards  the  East,  and  exclaimed,  **  To 
the  Nile,  without  delay  !"  — clasping  her  handa, 
after  she  had  thus  spoke n»  with  the  most  suppliant 
feryour,  as  if  Co  soften  the  abruptness  of  the  man- 
date she  had  giTen^  and  appealing  to  me  at  tbe 
same  time,  with  a  look  that  would  have  taught 
StoiL's  themselves  tenderness. 

I  lost  not  a  moment  in  obeying  the  welcome 
command.  AVith  a  thousand  wild  hopes  naturally 
crowding  upon  my  fancji  at  *he  thoughts  of  a 
Toyage,  under  such  auspices,  1  deBcended  rapidly 
to  the  sbore^  and  hailing  one  of  those  boat£  that 
ply  apon  the  Lake  for  hire,  arranged  speedily  for 
a  passage  dowti  the  canal  to  the  Nile.  Having 
learned,  too,  from  the  boatmen,  a  more  easy  path 
up  the  rock  J  I  hastened  back  to  the  Temple  for 
my  fair  charge  ;  aud^  without  a  word  or  look,  that 
could  alarm r  even  by  its  kindness,  or  disturb  the 
innocent  confidence  which  she  now  evidently 
reposed  in  me,  led  her  down  by  the  winding  path 
to  the  boat 

Every  thing  around  looked  sunny  and  smiling 
aa  we  embarked.  The  morning  was  in  its  first 
fireshness,  and  the  path  of  the  breeze  might  clearly 
be  traced  over  the  Lake,  as  it  went  wakening  up 
the  waters  from  their  sleep  of  the  night.  The 
gay,  golden -winged  birds  that  haunt  these  shores, 
were,  in  every  direction,  skimming  along  the 
Lake  \  while,  with  a  graver  consciousness  of 
beauty^  the  swan  and  the  pelican  were  seen  dress- 
ing their  white  plumage  in  the  mirror  of  its  wave. 
To  add  to  the  liveliness  of  the  scene,  there  came, 
at  intervals,  on  the  breeze,  a  sweet  tinkling  of 
musical  instruments  from  boals  at  a  disfauee,  em- 
ployed thus  early  io  pursuing  the  fish  of  these 
waters  \  that  allow  themselves  to  be  decoyed  into 
the  nets  by  music. 

The  vessel  I  had  selected  for  our  voyage  was 
one  of  those  smaU  pleasure-boats  or  yachts  '^— so 
much  in  use  among  the  luxurious  navigators  of 
Ihe  Nile — in  the  centre  of  which  rises  a  pavilion 
of  cedar  or  cypress  wood,  adorned  richly  on  the 
outside,  with  religious  emblems,  and  gaily  fitted 


1  Mitan,  lib.  ■vi.n. 

■  Called  TtmlAmefei,  from  the  parUlon  od  thv  deck Vldo 

Strabo. 


up,  withiii,  for  feofiling  and  repose.  To  the  door 
of  this  pavilion  I  now  led  my  companion,  and, 
after  a  few  words  of  kindness — tempered  cau- 
tiously with  as  much  reserve  as  the  deep  tender- 
ness of  my  feelmg  towards  her  would  admit — leH 
her  to  court  that  restoring  rest,  which  the  agita- 
tion of  her  spirits  so  much  required. 

For  myself,  though  repose  was  hardly  lets  tteceft- 
sary  to  me,  the  state  of  ferment  in  which  I  hod 
been  so  long  kept,  appeared  to  render  it  hopeless. 
Having  thrown  myself  on  the  deck  of  the  resael, 
wider  an  awning  which  the  sailors  had  raised 
for  me,  I  continued,  for  some  hours,  in  a  sort  of 
vague  day-dream — sometimes  passing  in  review 
the  seenes  of  that  subterranean  drama,  and  some* 
times,  with  my  eyes  fixed  in  drowsy  Tacancyg 
receiving  passively  the  impressions  of  the  bright 
scenery  through  which  we  passed. 

The  banks  of  the  canal  were  then  luamriantlj 
wooded.  Under  the  tulls  of  the  light  and  towei 
palm  were  seen  the  orange  and  the  citron,  inter 
lacing  their  boughs  ;  while,  here  and  there*  hag« 
tamarisks  thickened  the  shade,  and,  at  the  very 
edge  of  the  bank,  the  willow  of  Babylon  stood 
bending  its  graceful  branches  into  the  water. 
Oecasionally,  out  of  the  depth  of  these  groveSy 
there  shone  a  small  temple  or  pleasure -hoose 
while,  now  and  then,  an  opening  in  their  I; 
of  foliage  allowed  the  eye  to  wander  over  exten- 
sive fields,  all  covered  with  beds  of  those  pale^ 
sweet  roses**,  for  which  this  district  of  Egypt  is  so 
celebrated. 

The  activity  of  the  rooming  hotir  was  visible  in 
every  direction.  Flights  of  doves  and  lapwings 
were  fiuttering  among  the  leaves ;  and  the  white 
heron,  which  had  been  roosting  all  night  in  some 
date -tree,  now  stood  sunning  its  wings  upon  the 
green  bank,  or  lioated,  like  Living  silver,  over  the 
flood.  The  flowers,  too,  both  of  land  and  water, 
looked  all  just  freshly  awakened;  —  and,  roost  of 
all,  the  superb  lotiis^  which,  having  risen  along 
with  the  sun  from  the  wave,  was  now  holding 
up  her  chalice  for  a  full  draught  of  his  light 

Such  were  the  scenes  that  now  success] vel 
presented  themselves,  and  mingled  with  the  vagne 
reveries  that  floated  through  my  mind,  na  our 
boat,  with  its  high,  capacious  sail,  swept  along  the 
Hood.  Though  the  occurrences  of  the  last  few 
days  could  not  but  appear  to  me  one  continued 
series  of  wonders,  yet  by  far  the  greatest  marvel 
of  all  was,  that  she,  whcjse  first  look  had  tent 
wild-fire  into  my  heart— whom  I  had  thonght  of 

«  Ai  April  U  the  Moton  Tm-  fsibprtoi  thcte  txtm^  (««* 
MaUr.Srun'M  Economicai  CaJttnlar),  the  Eptcurv«n  «>alil  not, 
vf  counc,  tncmi  to  lajr  that  he  mw  tJbccD  Actuill^r  in  Aower. 
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ever  ftince  with  a  restle««negs  of  passion,  ti^st 
^ould  hnve  diired  all  dangor  and  wrong  to  obtain 
lis  object — she  was  now  at  tbia  moment  rosting 
sacredly  witbln  that  paYilion,  while  gimrding 
her,  even  from  myself,  I  lay  motioalefis  at  its 
threshold. 

Meanwhile,  the  sun  had  reached  his  meridmii 
height  The  basy  hum  of  the  morning  had  died 
gradually  away,  and  all  around  was  sleeping  in 
the  hot  stillness  of  noon.  The  Nile-goose,  having 
folded  up  her  splendid  wings,  was  lying  motionless 
on  the  shadow  of  the  sycamores  in  the  water. 
Even  the  nimble  B^nards  upon  the  bank  '  appeared 
to  move  les«  nimbly,  as  the  light  fell  on  their  gold 
and  aznres  hues.  Overcome  as  I  was  with  watch- 
ing, and  weary  with  thought,  it  was  not  long 
before  I  yielded  to  the  beealmiag  influence  of  the 
hotir,  l^rooking  fixedly  at  the  pavilion  —  as  if 
once  more  to  assure  myself  that  I  was  in  no  dream 
or  trance,  but  that  the  young  Egyptian  was  really 
there  —  I  felt  my  eyes  clo»e  os  I  gazed,  and  in  a 
few  minutes  sunk  into  a  profound  sleep. 


CHAPTER  XIL 

It  was  by  the  canal  through  which  we  now 
sailed^,  (.hat,  in  the  more  prosperous  days  of 
Memphis,  the  oomnieTee  of  Upper  Egypt  and  Nu- 
bia was  transported  to  her  nmgnificent  Lake,  and 
from  thence,  having  paid  tribute  to  the  (|ueen  of 
citiei^  was  poured  forth  again,  through  the  Nile, 
into  the  ocean.  The  course  of  this  canal  to  the 
river  was  not  direct,  but  ascending  in  a  south* 
easterly  direction  towards  the  Said;  and  in  calms, 
or  with  adverse  winds,  the  passage  was  tedious. 
But  at  the  bree«e  was  now  blowing  freshly  from 
the  north,  there  was  every  prospect  of  our  reach- 
ing the  river  before  nightfall.  Rapidly,  too,  as  our 
gftltey  swept  along  the  flood,  its  motion  was  so 
smooth  as  to  be  hardly  felti  and  the  quiet  gurgle 
of  the  waters,  and  the  drowsy  song  of  the  boatman 
at  the  prow,  were  the  only  sounds  that  distnrbed 
the  deep  silence  which  prevailed. 

The  stm,  indeed,  had  nearly  snnk  behind  the 
Libyan  hi  Us,  before  the  sleep,  into  which  these 
sounds  had  contributed  to  lull  uie,  was  broken ;  and 
the  first  object  on  which  my  eyes  rested,  in  wak- 

1  **  L^or  «t  I'ntnr  bHll«tit  «n  bandet  1ooigitudiD«)«<  »ur 
Icor  ooq»  imtler,  et  Icur  tjucueesl  du  pluAbeau  Mett  cticfte/' 


s  •*  Utj  c*n»I,"  M.f§  MaiUft,  "  trdi*]>r«food  H  irit'ttrgv  j 
▼olluralt  lei  CAUX  du  Nth" 

*  "  ADdi-nnrnipnt  on  portoit  l««  enux  du  Ktl  Jtuqu'l  Avm 
conir^pi  toniloignitt*,H  lunota  chei  Ic*  prince**^*  du  maj; 


ing,  was  that  fiiir  yoimg  Priestess — seated  within 
a  porch  which  shaded  the  door  of  the  pavilion,  and 
bending  intently  over  a  small  volume  that  lay  un- 
rolled on  her  lap. 

Her  face  was  but  half-turned  towards  me  j  and 
as  she,  once  or  twice,  raised  her  eyes  to  the  warm 
sky,  whose  light  fell,  softened  through  the  trellis, 
over  her  cheek,  I  found  all  those  ftrelings  of  re- 
verence, which  she  had  inspired  me  with  in  the 
chapel,  return.  There  was  even  a  purer  and 
holier  charm  around  her  coontcnanec,  thus  seen 
by  the  natural  light  of  day,  than  in  those  dim  and 
unhallowed  regions  below.  She  was  now  looking, 
too,  direct  to  the  glorious  sky,  and  her  pure  eyes 
and  that  heaven,  so  worthy  of  each  other,  met. 

After  contemplating  her  for  a  few  moments, 
with  little  less  than  adoration,  I  rose  gently  from 
my  restiug-place,  and  approached  the  pavilion. 
But  the  mere  movement  liad  startled  her  from  her 
devotion,  and,  blttsbing  and  confused,  she  covered 
tlie  volume  with  the  folds  of  her  robe. 

In  the  art  of  winning  upon  female  confidence, 
I  had  long,  of  course,  been  schooled  ;  and,  now  that 
to  the  lessons  of  gallantry  the  inspiraiion  of  love 
was  added,  my  ambition  to  please  and  to  interest 
could  hardly  fail,  it  may  be  supposed,  of  success. 
I  soon  found,  however,  how  much  less  fluent  is 
the  heart  than  the  fancy,  and  how  very  different 
may  be  the  operatiODS  of  making  love  and  feeling 
it.  In  (he  few  words  of  greeting  now  exchanged 
between  us,  it  was  evident  that  the  gay,  the  enter- 
prising Epicurean  was  little  less  embarrassed  tban 
the  secluded  Priestess  ;  ^and,  after  one  or  two  in- 
effectual efforts  to  converse,  the  eyes  of  bfilh  turned 
bashfully  away,  and  we  relap<;ed  into  silence. 

Prom  this  situation — the  result  of  timidity  on 
one  side,  and  of  a  feeling  altogether  new  on  ibe 
other — ^  we  were,  at  length,  relieved,  after  an  in- 
terval of  estrangement,  by  the  boatmen  announcing 
that  the  Nile  was  in  sight  The  countenance  of 
the  yoting  Egyptian  brightened  at  this  intclliige&oe ; 
and  the  smile  with  which  I  congratulated  her 
upon  the  speed  of  our  voyoge  was  responded  to  by 
another  from  her,  so  full  of  gratitude,  that  already 
an  instinctive  sympathy  seemed  etcablished  be- 
tween us. 

We  were  now  on  the  point  of  entering  that  sa- 
cred river,  of  whose  sweet  waters  the  crile  drinks 
in  his  dreams-^ for  a  draught  of  whose  flood  the 
royal  daughters  of  the  Ptolemies  \  when  far  away, 
df*  Ptolom^cfl,  airl6M  dui  d«s  tamlX\m  ieruiiAr««."— Dtf 

Tb«  waier  tbui  conT^yM  to  ott)«r  landt  wiMk  m  w«  maf 
collect  tram  JotcdaI.  iftileAjr  tntendrd  for  the  ut«  of  ih* 
T«tiipl«  o(  UiM^  e«tAtil!ihvd  in  tho»«  counerl«». 
Si  csndida  Jutifrlt  lo, 
Tblt  ad  £«7ptl  Onero,  CAlkUque  piHtUu 
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OQ  foreign  tliroties»  ImTe  been  knowD  to  sigh  in 
the  midit  of  tbeir  splondour.  As  our  boat,  with 
sUckcDcd  so^il,  vfSLS  gliding  ioto  the  current,  «a 
inquiry  from  the  boatmen,  whether  they  ihoiild 
anchor  for  the  night  in  the  Nile,  first  reminded  me 
of  the  ignorance  in  which  I  still  remained*  with 
respect  to  the  motive  or  destination  of  our  Toyage. 
Emhurrused  by  their  question,  I  directed  my  eyes 
towards  the  Priestess;,  whom  I  saw  waiting  for 
my  answer  witb  a  look  of  anxiety «  which  tbia  si- 
lent reference  to  ber  wishes  at  once  dispelled. 
Unfolding  eagerly  the  volume  with  whicb  I  bad 
seen  her  so  much  occupied,  she  took  from  between 
its  folds  a  small  leaf  of  papyrus,  on  which  there 
appcoTc-d  to  be  some  fuint  lines  of  drawii:^,  and 
after  looking  upon  it  thoughtfully  for  a  few  mo- 
ments, pbced  it,  with  an  agitated  hand,  in  mine. 

In  the  mean  time,  the  boatmen  had  taken  in 
tbeir  sail,  and  the  yacht  drore  slowly  down  the 
river  with  the  cnrrent;  while,  by  a  light  which 
had  been  kindled  at  sunset  on  the  deck,  I  stood 
examining  tbe  leaf  that  the  Priestess  had  given 
me— her  dark  eyes  fixed  anxiously  on  my  coun* 
len&nce  all  tbe  while.  The  lines  traced  tipon  the 
papyrus  were  so  faint  as  to  be  almost  invisible, 
and  I  was  for  some  time  wholly  unable  to  form  a 
conjecture  as  to  their  import.  At  length,  how- 
ever, 1  succeeded  in  making  out  that  they  were 
a  sort  of  map,  or  outlines — traced  sligbUy  and 
unsteadily  with  a  Memphian  reed — of  a  part  of 
that  mountainoua  ridge  by  which  Upper  Egypt  is 
bouuded  to  the  east,  together  with  the  names,  or 
rather  emblems,  of  the  chief  towns  in  its  immediate 
neighbourhood. 

It  was  thither,  I  now  saw  clearly,  that  the  young 
Priestess  wished  to  pursue  her  course.  Without 
further  delay,  therefore,  I  ordered  the  boatmen  to 
set  our  yacht  before  the  wind,  and  ascend  the  cur- 
rent. My  command  was  promptly  obeyed:  the 
white  sail  again  rose  into  the  region  of  the  breeze, 
and  the  satisfaction  that  beamed  tu  every  feature 
of  the  fair  Egyptian  showed  that  tbe  quickness 
with  which  I  had  attended  to  her  wishes  was  not 
unfelt  by  hen  The  moon  had  now  risen  -,  and 
though  the  current  was  against  us,  the  Etesian 
wind  of  the  season  blew  strongly  up  the  river,  and 
we  were  soon  flouting  before  it,  thrmigh  tbe  rich 
plains  and  groves  of  the  Said. 

A  Meroe  portablt  MqiULt,  ut  ipargat  ia  eda 
1fkll«t  «Dltquo  qam  proitUna  iiirflt  orlll, 

Sai.  tL 
(  **  1^  nam  da  msttnt  y  Hole  6ertt,  peDd«ftt  U  nult,  vu 
t«Ctr««  dt  A>ru'*— AfAi/irt. 

t  CAlU*4l  VUftoate*.    For  their  t^ittlsMM  Mm'Uti  U  «tl 
aotborUf :  ^ 

ToUe,  puer,  caHom,  tcpldique  tortniioaCa  Kill, 
Et  ralbi  wcurA  pocuU  tnd«  mana. 


The  lore  irith  which  tbia  simple  girl  kftl  ia- 
spired  me,  was  partly*  perhaps,  from  the  mytfv 
scenes  and  situations  in  whieh  I  had  seen  her.  Ml 
unmingled  with  a  tinge  of  siip«rstitaoiifl  svt^  a^br 
the  infiuence  of  whicb  I  felt  the  tuUnral  haoywrnsj 
of  my  spirit  repressed.  The  few  words  that  had 
passed  between  us  on  the  subject  of  our  roiafit  hai 
somewhat  loosened  this  spelt ;  and  what  I  mwmai 
of  vivacity  and  confidence  was  more  than  cob- 
pensated  by  the  tone  of  deep  aensibility  whidt  b«v 
had  awakened  in  their  place. 

We  had  not  proceeded  far,  before  the  gffhltri^ 
of  lights  at  a  distance,  and  the  ahooting  b|i  of  ii»» 
works^  at  intervals,  into  the  air,  apprised  m  Iktf 
we  were  then  approaching  one  of  tho^e  nijhf  ftirt 
or  marts,  which  it  is  tlie  custom,  al  Uua  tiHH^ 
to  hold  upon  the  Nile.  To  me  the  weta*  «« 
familiar  j  but  to  my  young  companion  ts  was  rri- 
dently  a  new  world ;  and  the  mixtiue  «f  §lmm 
and  delight  with  which  she  gaaed,  frtna  uodmVm 
veil,  upon  tbe  busy  scene  into  which  we  aow 
sailed,  gave  an  air  of  innoeeaoe  to  b«r  hmm* 
which  still  more  heightened  its  every  cltano. 

It  was  one  of  the  w  idest  parts  of  the  tiw«t ;  sad 
the  whole  surface,  from  one  bank  to  the  other, 
was  covered  with  boats.  Alon^  the  ^^^^^fcf  vt  i 
green  Island,  in  the  middle  of  the  titrtmm^  by 
anchored  the  gulleys  of  the  principal  tradeo-l 
liu-ge  floating  bazaars,  bearing  e«ch  the  nanc  «f 
its  owner  *,  emhlaJEoned  in  letlcra  of  flancw  Bfaa 
the  »tem.  Over  their  decks  were  wpt^aA  oM,  b 
gay  confusion,  the  products  of  the  loom 
of  Egypt — ^rich  carpets  of  Memphsa^  and  Okrvi 
those  variegated  veils,  for  which  the 
broiderera  of  tbe  Nile  are  so  celehtatat* 
which  the  name  of  Cleopatra  lends  a 
charm.    In  each  of  the  other  galley  a  was  cxh^^ied  I 

some  branch  of  Eg)ptiaa  workroaniihip x^nii 

the  fragrant  porcehiin  of  On  —  cupe  of  ilni  !M 
crystal  ft,  whose  hues  change  hke  tham  «f  iki 
pigeon's  plumage — cnamellcad  ftmtiWiagniwfivtfi 
the  head  of  Anubis,  and  necklace  ^^4 
of  the  black  beans  of  Abysatnia.^ 

Wliile  Commerce  was  thus  dtsplajt 
luxuries  in  one  quarter,  in  every  otb^,  the  apif^ 
of  Pleasure^  in  all  iu  counUen  thapea^ 
over  tbe  waters.     Nor  was  the  fhativitw 
to  the  river  alone  *,  as  along  the  baolia  oC  the 


"  S«n»  parler  kl  At*  coupei  d*ua  vwrv  petf4  Jvmi«\  to 
P*ir«tf  du  cryttmK  nl  d«  cellci  qu'oo  «p|wl4ilt  Jki^mmmi^m^  4t 
qu'OQ  mppoi*  arolr  repriasiisi  dn  llauv«B  dnes  1^  «aalfl«v 
chaiticolctit  uiWsat  l*it]Mct  tooi  toqiwi  00  Im  t^^^g^^a^  s  mm 
prd«  comiov  ce  qu*o«  lUHiunt  *"*f**'*'"rt  tfrirMw  ^  j^i  ** 
kc^^De  Pmnw.  rw™»» 

*  Th«  tiesQ  of  the  Glyeliiis,  wtitdl  to  so 
ftniiif  into  nrcklM-d  attdbrscslati,  to 
of  tiM  htodi  hem  oT 
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BBd  on  the  shores,  iUoniliiated  maneions  were  seeo 
glittmug  through  the  trees^  from  whence  sounda 
of  music  and  merrimeiit  came.  In  s<ime  of  ihe 
boats  were  bands  of  njinstreJs,  who,  from  time  to 
timcr  nnamered  each  other,  like  echoes^  across  the 
wave;  and  the  notes  of  the  lyre,  the  flageolet,  and 
the  sweet  lotus- wood  flu  re ',  were  beard,  in  the 
pauies  of  rereiry.  dying  along  the  waters. 

Memi  while,  from  other  boats  stationed  in  the  least 
lighted  places,  the  workers  of  fire  sent  forth  their 
wonders  into  the  air.  Bursting  out  suddenly  from 
time  to  time,  as  if  in  the  very  exuberance  of  joy, 
these  sallies  of  flame  appeared  to  reach  the  sky,  and 
there,  breaking  into  a  shower  of  sparkles,  shed  such 
a  Bplendour  around,  as  brightened  even  the  white 
Arabian  hills  — making  them  shine  as  doth  the 
brow  of  Mount  Alias  at  night  *,  when  the  fire  from 
his  own  bosom  is  playing  around  its  snows. 

The  opportunity  this  mart  afforded  us,  of  provid- 
ing  ourselves  with  some  less  remarkable  habili- 
ments than  those  in  which  we  had  escaped  from 
that  nether  world,  was  too  seasonable  not  to  be 
gladly  taken  advantage  of  by  both.  For  myself, 
the  strange  mystic  garb  which  I  wore  was  sulB- 
ciently  concealed  by  my  Oreeian  mantle,  which  I 
had  fortunately  thrown  round  me  on  the  night  of 
my  watch.  But  the  thin  veil  of  my  compiaiiioo 
was  a  far  k-ss  efficient  disguise.  She  had,  iodeed, 
flang  away  the  golden  beetles  from  her  hair ;  but 
the  mered  robe  of  her  order  was  still  too  visible, 
md  the  stars  of  the  boodelet  shone  brightly  through 
her  veil- 

Mijst  gladly,  therefore,  did  she  avail  herself  of 
this  opportunity  of  a  change  j  and»  as  she  took  from 
out  a  casket — which,  with  the  volume  1  had  seen 
her  reading,  appeared  to  be  her  only  treasure — a 
small  jewel,  to  give  in  exchange  for  the  simple  gar* 
ments  slie  had  chosen,  there  fell  out,  at  the  same 
time,  the  very  cross  of  silver  which  I  had  seen  her 
kiss,  as  may  be  remembered,  in  the  monumental 
chapel,  and  which  was  afterwards  pressed  to  my 
own  lips.  This  link  between  us,  (for  such  it  now 
appcKKd  to  ray  imagination)  called  op  again  in 
my  heart  all  the  burning  feelings  of  that  moment^ 
—  and,  had  I  not  abruptly  turned  away,  ray  agi- 
tation would  have  but  too  plainly  betrayed  itself* 

The  object,  for  which  we  had  delayed  in  this  gay 
scene,  having  been  accomplished,  the  sail  was  again 


I  Sm  jr.  nSottQu  am  tkt  mmical  iiutimmtnlr  qf  ike  Egyp' 
ttaru. 

t  SoHmu*  flpeaki  of  the  raowf  iuminlt  of  Mount  AtUi 
irUtti^riDg  with  flamei  at  night.  la  the  urcouDt  ofthe  P<»rlp1uB 
of  Itanoi),  M»  vrotl  u  In  that  of  Etidaxui.  w«  read,  thai  at  thou 
narlfmtori  wi*rr  ronitin^  thU  part  of  Africa,  torr«oU  of  light 
W*r*  MMrn  to  fall  on  the  fea. 

'  "  Fvr  larr^-n-vaa,  rero,    titdU  fnt^lllgo  odHuvIa  quaedam 


spread,  and  we  proceeded  on  our  course  up  the 
river.  The  sounds  and  the  lights  we  had  left  be- 
hind died  gradually  away,  and  we  now  floated 
along  in  moonlight  and  silence  once  more.  Sweet 
dews,  worthy  of  being  called  **  the  tears  of  Isis  5," 
fell  refreshingly  through  the  air,  and  every  plant 
and  flower  sent  its  fragrance  to  meet  them.  The 
wind,  just  strong  enough  to  bear  us  smoothly 
against  the  current,  scarce  stirred  the  shadow  of 
the  tamarisks  on  the  water.  As  the  inhabitauta 
from  all  quarters  were  collected  at  the  night-fair, 
the  Nile  was  more  than  usually  still  and  solitary. 
Such  a  sUence,  indeed,  prevailed*  that,  as  we  glided 
near  the  shore,  we  could  hear  the  rustling  of  the 
acacias'*,  as  the  chameleons  ran  up  their  stems.  It 
was,  altogether^  sueh  a  night  as  only  the  climate 
of  Egypt  can  boast,,  when  the  whole  scene  around 
lies  lulled  in  that  sort  of  bright  tranquillity*  which 
may  be  imagined  to  light  the  slumbers  of  those 
happy  spirits,  who  are  said  to  rest  in  the  Valley  of 
the  Moon  *,  on  their  way  to  heaven. 

By  such  a  light,  and  at  such  ao  hour,  seated,  side 
by  side,  on  the  deck  of  that  bark,  did  we  pursue 
our  course  up  the  lonely  Nile  — each  a  mystery  to 
the  other  —  our  thoughts,  our  objects^  our  very 
names  a  secret;  —  separated,  too,  tilt  now,  by 
destinies  so  different ;  the  one,  a  gay  voluptuary 
of  the  Garden  of  Athens  j  the  other,  a  secluded 
Priestess  of  the  Temples  of  Memphis  j-^aod  the 
only  relation  yet  established  between  us  being  that 
dangerous  one  of  love^  passionate  love,  on  one  side, 
and  the  most  feminine  and  conflding  dependence 
on  the  other. 

The  passing  adventure  of  the  night-ikir  had  not 
only  dispelled  a  little  our  mutual  reserve,  but  had 
luckily  furnished  us  with  a  subject  on  which  we 
could  converse  without  embarrass meuL  From  this 
topic  I  took  care  to  lead  her,  without  any  inter- 
ruption, to  others — being  fearfal  lest  onr  former 
silence  should  return,  and  the  music  of  her  voice 
again  be  lost  to  me.  It  was  onlyf  indeed,  by  thus 
indirectly  unburdening  my  hesirt  that  I  wm  enabled 
to  avoid  the  ditclosure  of  all  I  thought  and  felt ; 
and  the  rcstl^s  rapidity  with  which  I  flow  from 
subject  to  subject  was  but  an  effort  to  escape  from 
the  only  one  in  which  my  heart  was  really  inter- 
ested. 

"  How  bright  and  happy,"  said  I — pointing  up 


Lurt^,  qui  but  tanUm  vlro  vldeDtur  trihulite  JCgypU.**     Ja- 

Iflonjtkt. lie  li  of  opinion  that  the  iLiperititlan  of  the  Sucta, 

or  iDlracalouf  4;op,  !■  a  reyc  of  lh«  YCtteraUaa  ^oM  to  Che 
dewfp  M  the  teari  of  I»i«. 

*  Trawi*  (j/  Captain  MangtHM. 

*  Piutorck^    DuputM,  tom.x.    The  Maolchoani  huld  the 
fame  belief.^ Seo  Heatuobrt,  p.  865. 
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to  Sothis»  the  fair  Star  of  the  Waters',  which  iras 
just  then  ahinmg  brilliaDtly  over  our  heads — "  How 
bright  and  happy  this  world  ought  to  be,  if,  a» 
your  Egyptian  sages  assert,  yon  pure  and  beao- 
tit'u]  luminary  was  its  birth-star!"^  Tht?n,  slill 
leaning  back,  and  letting  my  eyes  wander  over  the 
firmament^  as  if  sk^i^king  to  disengage  them  from 
the  fascination  which  they  dreaded — "  To  the 
study/*  I  exclaimed,  "  for  ages,  of  sktes  like  this, 
may  the  pensive  and  mystic  character  of  your 
nation  be  traced.  That  mixture  of  pride  and 
melancholy  Tsrhich  naturally  arises  at  the  sight  of 
those  eternal  lights  shining  out  of  darkness;^ 
that  sublime^  bnt  saddened,  anticipation  of  a 
Fature,  which  steals  sometimes  over  the  soul  in 
the  silence  of  such  an  hour,  when,  though  Death 
appears  to  reign  in  the  deep  stillness  of  earth, 
there  are  yet  those  beacons  of  Immortality  btaming 
in  the  aky." 

Pausing^  as  I  uttered  the  word  **  immortality/' 
with  a  sigh  to  think  how  little  my  heart  echoed  to 
ray  lips,  I  looked  in  the  face  of  my  companion, 
and  saw  that  it  had  lighted  up,  as  I  spoke,  into  a 
glow  of  holy  animation,  such  as  Faith  alone  gives; 
— such  as  Hope  herself  wears,  wheu  she  is  dream- 
ing of  beaveiL  Touched  by  the  cDntrftst,  and 
gazing  upon  her  with  mournful  tenderness,  I 
found  my  arras  half  opened,  to  clasp  ber  to  mj 
heart,  while  the  words  died  away  Inaudibly  upon 
my  lips,  —  **  Thou,  too,  beautiful  maiden!  must 
thou,  too,  die  for  ever  ?  *' 

Hy  self-command,  I  felt,  had  nearly  deserted 
me.  Rising  abruptly  from  my  seat,  I  walked  to 
the  middle  of  the  deck,  and  stood,  for  some  mo« 
ments,  unconsciously  gfkzmg  upon  one  of  those 
firts»  which  —  occording  to  the  ctistom  of  all  who 
travel  by  night  oo  the  Nile  —  our  boatmen  had 
Idodled,  to  scare  away  the  crocodiles  from  the 
vessel.  But  it  was  in  vain  that  I  endeavoured  to 
compose  my  spirit  Every  effort  I  made  but  more 
deeply  convinced  me,  that,  till  the  mystery  which 
hung  round  that  maiden  should  be  aoived  —  till 
the  ieeret,  with  which  my  own  bosom  kbonred, 
should  be  disclosed  —  it  was  fruitless  to  attempt 
even  a  semblance  of  tranquillity. 

My  resolution  was  therefore  taken; — to  lay 
open,  at  once,  the  feelings  of  my  own  heart,  as  far 
as  such  rcvealment  might  be  hazarded,  without 
startling  tlie  timid  innocence  of  my  companion. 
Tbus  resolved,  I  resumed  my  seat,  with  more 
composureT  by  her  side;  and  taking  from  my 
botom  the  small  mirror  which  she  had  dropped  in 
tb«  Temple^  and  which  I  bad  ever  since  worn 

>  'rie«>*7^  l4  ikut  «f»(Ui«t  tilled  to  ttiii  ttar  hy  Piutareh. 


suspended  roojid  my  neck,  presented  it  witJi  • 
trembling  baod  to  her  view.  The  bomttnen  had 
just  kindled  one  of  their  night -fires  nisitr  na,  ind 
its  light,  as  she  leaned  forward  to  look  at  tht 
mirror,  fell  upon  her  fhce. 

The  quick  blush  of  surprise  with  whicll  the  l«^ 
cognised  it  to  be  hers,  and  her  look  of  bttshiyi  yi 
eager  inquiry,  in  raising  her  eyeM  to  mine,  wei 
appeals  to  which  I  wa^  not,  of  course,  tardy 
answering.  Beginning  with  the  first  tiiom^ 
when  I  saw  her  in  the  Temple,  and  passing  liasiily, 
but  with  words  that  burned  aa  they  went,  over 
the  impression  which  she  had  then  left  upoa  mj 
heart  and  fancy,  I  proceeded  to  describe  the  jor* 
ticulars  of  my  descent  into  the  pyramid^- my 
surprii^  and  adorn tion  at  the  door  of  the  chapel^ 
my  encounter  with  the  Trials  of  lojtiatioQ,  so 
mysteriously  prepared  for  me,  and  all  the  Tsrioos 
visionary  wonders  I  had  witnessed  in  thnt  regim, 
till  the  moment  when  t  had  seen  her  stealing  frem 
under  the  Veils  to  approach  mc 

Though ,  in  detailing  these  erenU,  I  had  said 
but  little  of  the  feelings  they  bad  awaken<?d  in  me 
— though  my  lips  had  sent  back  many  a  senlenee, 
unnltered,  there  was  still  enough  that  couhl  neither 
be  subdued  nor  disguised,  and  which.  Like  tktf 
light  from  under  the  veils  of  her  own  Isis^  ^^wtd 
through  every  word  that  I  spoke.  When  1  toM 
of  the  scene  in  the  chapel  —  of  the  silent  intitfTiev 
which  I  had  witnessed  between  the  deadi  andlk* 
living — the  maiden  leaned  down  her  htmi  afei 
wept,  as  from  a  heart  full  of  tears,  [t  wemnti,  a 
pleasure  to  her,  however,  to  listen  ;  and,  «hfft 
she  looked  at  me  again,  there  was  an  OLRiMt  ami 
affectionate  cordiality  in  her  eyes,  as  if  the  know^ 
\&ig<i  of  my  having  been  present  at  that  moamftd 
scene  had  opened  a  new  source  of  sympathy  and 
intelligence  between  us.  So  neighboorin^  aiv  the 
fountains  of  Love  and  of  Sorrow,  and 
ceptibly  do  they  often  mingle  their 

Little,  indeed,  as  I  was  gtiided  by  art  or 
in  my  manner  and  conduct  towards  tliis 
girl,  not  all  the  mokst  c:Kperienced  gallantry  of  Ibt 
Garden  could  have  dictated  a  policy  half  so  asdiie* 
tive  as  that  which  my  new  master,  Lotv,  now 
taught  me.  The  same  ardoar  which.  If  shown  ai 
once,  and  without  reserve,  might  probably  bav^ 
startled  a  heart  so  little  preparctl  ft»r  it,  being  now 
cheeked  and  softened  by  the  timidity  of  fval  te»r, 
won  its  way  without  alarm,  and,  when  mom.  4iA> 
dent  of  success,  was  then  most  surely  on  Us  wn 
to  triumph.  Like  one  whose  slumbers  an?  cr»* 
dually  broken  by  sweet  music,  ilic  nutUk'n's 


i 


^^Porphpr,  4e  4nit9  Nymph, 
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WM  awukent'd  witbflut  being  disturbed.  Sbe  fol- 
lowed the  course  of  the  cbarui^  uncoiiJ5<?Ioiiis 
whither  it  led,  nor  was  even  aworo  of  the  flame 
she  had  lighted  iu  auother^s  bosom ^  iiil  startled  by 
the  reflection  of  it  glimmering  m  hvr  own. 

Impatient  as  I  ivas  to  appeal  to  her  generosity 
and  sympathyj  for  ii  similar  prfiof  of  confidence  to 
that  which  I  had  just  givi-o,  the  night  was  now 
too  faf  advanced  for  me  to  impose  upon  ber  such 
a  latk.  After  exchanging  a  few  words,  iu  which^ 
though  little  met  the  ear,  there  was,  on  both  sideSr 
a  tone  ond  manner  that  spcjke  far  more  thuu  lan- 
gnage,  we  txKik  a  lingeriug  leave  of  each  other  for 
the  night,  with  every  pro«pect,  I  fondly  hoped,  of 
being  gtiU  together  in  our  dreams. 


CHAPTER  Xlll. 

It  was  so  near  the  dawn  of  day  when  we  parted 
that  we  fouud  the  sun  sinking  we^trtard  when  we 
rejoined  each  othen  The  smile,  *o  fnmkly  cor- 
dial, with  which  she  met  me,  might  have  been 
taken  for  the  greeting  of  n  loog-incl lowed  friend- 
ship, did  not  the  hlush  and  the  cafit-down  eyelid 
that  followed  betray  symptoms  of  a  feeling  newer 
and  less  calm.  For  fnyst'lf,  lightened  as  I  was,  in 
lome  degree,  by  the  avowal  which  I  had  made,  I 
was  yet  loo  conieious  of  the  new  aspect  thus  given 
to  our  intercourse,  not  to  feel  some  little  alarm  at 
the  prospect  of  returning  to  tbe  theme.  We  were 
both,  therefore,  alike  willing  lo  allow  our  attention 
to  be  diverted,  by  the  variety  of  strange  objects 
that  presented  theinselvea  on  the  way,  from  a 
sabjeet  that  evidently  botb  were  alike  unwilling 
to  appiroaelL. 

The  river  was  now  all  stirring  with  commerce 
and  life.  Every  instant  we  met  with  boats  de- 
scending the  current,  so  wholly  independent  of  aid 
from  sail  or  oar,  that  ihe  marinerii  sat  idly  on  the 
deck  as  they  shot  along,  either  singing  or  playing 
upon  their  double-reeded  pipes.  The  greater  num- 
ber of  ihnte  boats  came  laden  with  those  large 
emenld^  from  the  mine  in  the  desert,  whose 
eoloctrs,  it  is  aaidf  are  brightest  at  the  fkdl  of  the 
moon ',  while  some  brought  cargoes  of  firankin- 
cenne  from  the  acacia  gi-ovei  near  the  Red  Sea, 
On  the  decks  of  others,  that  had  been*  as  we 
learned,  to  the  Golden  Mountains  ^  beyond  Syene. 

i  Viil«?  n''lford  om  EgypI  amd  tkt  h'iU^  Aftfttle  Bcieircbet. 

t  "  X*  TepuqiM  de  la  cruo  le  NH  Vert  chftrrie  k«  planchei 

d'nn  Imii  qui  a  tine  odour  loinblAbW  4  cellc  dc  I'mceci/' 

>  Mttittet. 


were  heaped  blocks  and  fragments  of  that  sweet- 
smelling  wood-,  which  is  yearly  washed  down,  by 
the  Green  Nile  of  Nubia,  at  the  season  of  the 
floods. 

Our  companion 8  up  the  stream  were  fur  less  no* 
mcrous.  Oceasionally  a  boat,  rit'tuniing  liglneued 
from  the  fair  of  last  night,  shot  mpidly  piist  us, 
with  those  high  sails  that  cateh  every  breeze  from 
over  the  hills  j  —  while,  now  and  then,  we  overtook 
one  of  those  barges  full  of  Ikcs  \  that  are  sent  at 
this  season  to  colonise  the  gardens  of  the  souths 
and  take  advantage  of  the  fir»t  flowers  after  the 
inundation  has  pa*ised  away. 

For  a  short  time,  this  constant  variety  of  object* 
enahk'd  us  to  divert  so  far  our  converaation  as  to 
keep  it  from  lighting  upon  the  one,  sole  subject, 
round  which  it  constantly  hovered.  But  Ihe  cflTort, 
as  might  be  expected,  was  not  long  sticccAsful.  As 
evening  advanctnl,,  the  whole  scene  been  me  more 
solitary.  We  less  frequently  ventured  to  look  upon 
each  other,  and  our  intervals  of  silence  grew  more 
long. 

It  was  near  sunset,  when,  in  passing  a  small 
temple  on  the  shore,  whose  porticoes  were  now  ftill 
of  the  evening  light,  we  saw  issuing  from  a  thicket 
of  acanthus  near  it,  a  irnia  of  young  maidens 
gracefully  linked  together  in  the  dunce  by  stems  of 
the  lotus  held  at  arms'  length  between  theuu  Their 
tresses  were  also  wrjfalhed  with  this  gay  emblem 
of  the  season,  and  in  such  profusion  were  its  white 
flowers  twisted  around  their  waists  and  arms^t 
that  they  might  have  been  taken,  as  they  lightly 
bounderl  along  the  bank,  for  Nymphs  of  the  Nile, 
then  freshly  risen  from  their  bright  gardens  under 
the  wave. 

After  looking  for  a  few  minutes  at  this  sacred 
dance,  the  maiden  turned  away  her  eyes,  with  a 
look  of  pain,  as  if  the  remembranees  it  recalled 
were  of  no  welcome  nafuTe.  This  momentary  re- 
trospect, this  glimpse  into  the  past,  appeared  to  offer 
a  sort  of  clue  to  the  secret  for  which  I  panted  j — 
and  accordingly  I  proceeded,  as  gradually  and  de« 
licately  as  my  impatience  would  allow,  to  avail 
myself  of  the  opening.  Her  own  frankne«£,  how- 
ever, relieved  me  from  the  embarrassment  of  much 
questioning.  She  appeared  even  to  feel  that  the 
confidence  I  suught  was  due  to  me ;  and  beyond 
the  natural  b(.'sitatioti  of  maidenly  modesty,  not  a 
shade  of  reserve  or  evasion  appeared* 

To  attempt  to  repeat,  in  ber  own  touching  words, 
tlie  simple  story  which  she  now  related  to  me, 

*  "On  let  voil  camme  itiitli  ctieJIIJr  ddiu  l»»  chftnipt  dm 
ttgrt  du  tutui,  ftifituA  dii  dii'tiorilcTnrfit  H  pr£*]#c»  d«  raLton- 
dunce ;  IU  •*«ave1appeDt  1m  tirai  «t  It  enrps  «tr«e  Im  Umguaa 
llffo*  ftourlM.  ct  psreourrnt  Im  ruas,**  i^.  —  JitieripHvm  4t§ 
Tomiemmt  4e»  Rm»,  par  M*  C^iitm* 
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would  be  like  endeavouring  to  note  down  some 
uopremedituted  Btmin  of  music,  with  all  those 
fugitive  graces,  those  felicities  of  tlie  moment, 
which  no  art  can  resl^ore,  ais  they  first  met  the  ear. 
From  A  feelicg,  too,  of  UumiUty,  she  had  omitted 
in  her  abort  narrative  several  particulars  relating 
to  herself,  which  I  afterwards  learned;  —  while 
otliers,  not  less  iraportairt,  she  but  slightly  passed 
over,  frotn  a  fear  of  offending  the  prejudices  of  her 
heatlien  htarer. 

I  shall^  therefore,  give  her  story,  not  as  she, 
herself,  sketched  it,  but  as  it  was  allerwards  filled 
up  hy  a  pious  and  venerable  hand  —  far,  far  more 
worthy  than  mine  of  beiug  ScBSociated  with  the 
memory  of  such  purity. 


0TOBT  OF  ALITHB. 

"  TiTE  mother  of  this  maiden  was  the  beautiftil 
Theora  of  Alexandria,  who,  though  a  native  of 
that  city,  was  descended  from  Grecian  parents. 
When  very  young,  Theora  was  one  of  the  seven 
maidens  selected  to  note  down  the  discourses  of 
the  eloquent  Origen,  who,  at  that  period,  presided 
over  the  School  of  Alexandria,  and  was  in  all  the 
fulness  of  his  fame  both  ainung  Pagans  aod  Chris* 
tians.  Endowed  richly  with  the  learning  of  both 
creeds,  he  brought  the  natural  light  of  philosophy 
to  illustrate  the  mysteries  of  faith,  and  was  then 
only  proud  of  his  knowledge  of  the  wisdom  of  this 
world,  when  he  found  it  minister  usefully  to  the 
triumph  of  divine  truth. 

"  Although  he  had  courted  in  vaiu  the  crown 
of  martyrdom,  it  was  held,  through  his  whole  life, 
suspended  over  his  head ;  and,  in  more  than  one 
persecution,  he  had  shown  himself  t:heerfully  ready 
to  die  for  that  holy  fuitb  which  he  lived  hut  to 
testify  and  uphold.  On  one  of  these  (jccasions, 
his  twrnn-'ntors,  hiiviog  habited  him  like  an  Egyp* 
tian  priest,  placed  him  upon  the  steps  of  the  Tem- 
ple of  Serapis,  and  commandt'd  that  he  should,  in 
ihe  iimuucr  of  the  Pagan  ministers,  present  palm- 
branches  to  the  multitude  who  went  up  into  the 
Khritie.  But  the  courageous  Christian  disappointed 
their  views.  Holding  forth  the  branches  with  on 
iinshrinking  hand,  he  cried  aloud,  *  Come  hither, 
Rod  lake  the  br&acht^ —  not  of  an  Idol  Temple^  but 
of  Chrkt,' 

"  So  indefatigable  was  this  learned  Father  In 
hia  studies,  that,  while  composing  his  Commentary 
on   the   Scriptures  *j  he   was  attended  hy  seven 


*'  It  WM  ilurinf  lh<^  rompcHJllon  (>r  hla  ifrcal  crUtcal  work, 
the  llcxNtilA^  that  OrijtPl*  pmpl01^^^d  Ihrte  TirmAlA  «crlto««« 


scribes  or  notaries,  who  relieved  each  other 
recording  the  dictates  of  his  eloquent  tongue 
while  the  same  number  of  young  females,  select- 
for  the  beauty  of  their  penmanship,  were  employ 
in  arranging  and  tmnscnbing  ttie  precious  leaves. 

"  Among  the  scribes  so  selected,  was  the  fi 
young  Theora,  whose  parents,  though  attached  t 
the  Pagan  worshtp,  were  not  unwilling  to  pft»l 
by  the  accomplishments  of  their  daughter,  thus 
occupied  in  a  task,  which  Ihey  looked  on  as  pnrttljr 
mechanical.  To  the  maid  herself,  however,  her 
employment  brought  far  other  feelings  and  conse- 
quences. She  read  anxiously  as  she  wrote,  and 
the  divine  truths,  so  clo<iuenily  illusfrated,  foond 
their  way.  by  degrecfi,  from  the  page  to  her  heart* 
Deeply,  too,  as  the  written  words  affected  her,  lb#^ 
discourses  from  the  lips  of  the  great  teacher  bim^ 
self,  which  she  had  frequent  opfmrtunities  of  bear- 
ing, sunk  still  more  deeply  ioto  her  mind*  There 
▼as,  at  once,  a  sublimiiy  and  gentleness  in  his 
views  of  religion,  which,  to  the  tender  hearts  and 
lively  imagmations  of  women,  never  £uled  to  ap- 
peal with  convincing  power.  Accordingly,  the 
list  of  hta  female  pupils  was  numerous ;  and  the 
names  of  Barbara,  Juliana,  Herais,  and  others, 
bear  honourable  testimony  to  his  influence  over 
that  sex. 

**  To  Theora  the  feeling,  with  which  liis  dia* 
courses  inspired  her,  was  like  a  new  soul — a  con- 
sciousness of  spiritual  existence,  never  before  felt* 
By  (be  eloquence  of  the  comment  she  wac 
awukencd  into  admiration  of  the  text ;  and  whril«' 
by  the  kindness  of  a  <-nteehumen  of  the  schi 
who  had  been  struck  by  her  innocent  JCeal,  she,  fof^ 
the  first  lime,  became  possessor  of  a  copy  of  the 
Scriptures,  she  could  not  sleep  for  thinking  of  her 
sacred  treajiure.  >Vith  a  mixture  of  pleasure  and 
fear  she  hid  it  from  all  eycjs,  and  was  like  one  who 
had  rectivtd  a  divine  guest  noder  her  roof,  and 
felt  fearful  of  betraying  its  divinity  to  the  world* 

'*  A  heart  so  awake  would  have  been  with  ease 
secured  to  the  faith,  had  her  opportunities  of  hear- 
ing the  sacred  word  continued.    But  eircumstani 
arose  to  deprive  her  of  this  advantage.     The  mi] 
Origen,  long  harassed  and  thwarted  in  his  laboura 
by  the   tyranny   of  Demetrius,  Bishop  of  Alex 
audria,  was  obliged  to  reliaquish  his  school 
fly  from  F.gjpL    The  occupation  of  llie  fair  scri 
was,  therefore,  at  an  end :  her  interconrse 
the  followers  of  the  new  faith  teased;  and 
growing  enthusiasm  of  her   heart  gave  way 
more  worldly  ituprcJvsions. 

"  Among  other  earthly  feelings,  love  eoaduoed 
not  a  little  to  wean  her  thoughts  from  the  lru» 
religion.  While  still  very  young,  she  became  th#i 
wife  of  a  Greek  adventurer,  who  had  coine  19' 
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Egypt  as  a  purchaser  of  that  rich  rap^stry  >,  in 
wliich  tlie  uetnlles  of  l\T4»ia  are  ri vailed  by  the 
looms  of  the  Nile,  lluving  taken  bis  young  bride 
to  Memphis,  which  was  still  the  great  mart  of  tliia 
mereliandisc,  he  there,  in  ihe  midst  of  his  specu- 
lationit,  died — leaving  his  vidow  on  the  point  of 
becoming  a  mother,  while,  a^  yet,  hut  m  her  nlae- 
teen  I  h  year 

**  For  single  and  nnproteeted  fmtiale*,  it  has 
been,  at  all  times^  a  favourite  resource,  to  seek  for 
employment  in  the  Si^rvke  of  some  of  thois*  great 
temples  hy  which  so  targe  a  portion  of  the  wealth 
and  power  of  Egypt  is  absorbed.  In  mo«t  of 
tbe&e  institnticins  there  exists  an  order  of  Prieat- 
esseflf  which,  though  not  hereditary,  like  that  of  the 
Priests,  is  provided  for  by  ample  endowments,  and 
confers  that  dignity  and  station,  with  which,  In  a 
government  so  theocratin!,  Rt'ligion  ia  sure  to  invest 
even  her  humblest  handmiiids.  From  the  general 
polk"y  of  the  Siicrt'd  tJolk'ge  of  Memphis,  we  may 
take  for  granted,  that  an  aecomplished  female,  like  ' 
Theora,  found  but  little  difrienlly  in  being  elected 
one  of  fhe  Priestesses  of  Isis ;  and  it  was  in  the  I 
■ervlce  of  the  subterranean  shrines  that  her  miDislry  i 
chiefly  lay. 

"  Here,  a  month  or  two  after  her  admission,  she 
gave  birth  to  A  let  he,  who  first  opened  her  eyes 
among  the  unholy  pomps  and  specious  miracles  of 
this  myeterious  region.  Thotigh  Tlieora,  as  we  have 
seen,  hiid  been  diverted  by  other  feelings  from  her 
first  entbusiiism  for  the  IMirisiian  faith,  she  had 


never  wholly  forgot  the  impression  then  made  upon 
her.  The  sacred  volume,  whieh  the  pious  t*aie- 
ehumea  had  given  her,  was  still  treasured  with 
care  ;  and,  thongh  she  seldom  opened  its  pnges, 
there  was  always  an  idea  of  Banctlty  associated 
with  it  in  her  mt^mory,  and  often  would  she  sit  to 
look  upon  it  with  reverential  pleasure^  recalling 
the  happiness  she  had  felt  when  it  was  first  made 
her  owu« 

"  The  leisure  of  her  new  retreat,  and  the  lone 
melancholy  of  widowhood,  led  her  still  more  fre- 
quently to  indulge  in  such  ihoughtfi,  and  to  recur 
to  those  eonftoling  truths  which  she  had  heard  in 
theseboHTil  of  Alexandria.  She  now  began  to  ptrnse 
eagerly  ihe  sacred  volume^  drinking  deep  of  the 
fountain  of  which  slie  before  hut  tasted,  and  feeU 
ing —  what  thousands  of  mourners,  sioce  her,  have 
f(*lt  — that  Christianity  is  the  true  and  only  religion 
of  the  «orrowfiiL 

"  This  study  of  heraeeret  honrs  became «t til  more 

I'       Ifon  9f  o  prrtulrrim  Bkabylonfci  pScU  fUfierb^ 

TifXtM,  ScmlrmralA  qu«  varliuilyr  mciM.         AtarfiaL 

»  I>c  P.1UW,  who  diAcn  lu  opCnloii  IVom  tbt»c  whi>  iiip- 
|M>*rd  women  to  Ite  *llftbl«  to  tlt«  hlghar  M«vniaUl  o«ce«  ia 
^f)'p(i  thui  enumrrstef  the  t4ik>  to  whldt  tbrir  lUperJn* 


dear  to  her,  as  well  from  the  peril  with  which,  at 
thut  perifxl,  it  was  attended,  a^  from  the  necessity 
she  felt  herself  under  of  concealing  from  ihose 
around  her  the  precious  light  that  had  been  thus 
kindled  in  her  own  heart.  Too  timid  to  encounter 
the  fierce  persecutionj  which  awaited  all  who  were 
suspected  of  u  leaning  to  Christianity,  she  continued 
to  ofBciate  in  the  pomps  and  ceremonies  of  the 
Templet^  though,  often,  with  Ruch  remorse  of  soul, 
that  she  would  pause,  in  the  midiitof  the  rites,  and 
pray  inwardly  to  (jotl,  that  he  would  forgive  this 
profojiation  of  his  Spiritr 

**  In  the  mean  time  her  daughter,  the  young 
Alethe,  grew  up  still  lovelier  than  herself,  and  added, 
every  hour,  both  to  her  happiness  and  her  fears. 
When  arrived  at  a  sufficient  age,  she  was  tnught* 
like  the  other  children  of  the  priestesses,  to  take  a 
share  in  the  service  and  ceremonies  of  the  shrines. 
The  duty  of  some  of  these  young  servitors  ^  was  to 
look  after  the  flowers  for  the  altar  ;  —  of  others,  to 
take  care  that  tlie  sacred  vases  were  filled  every 
diiy  with  frejih  water  from  the  Nile.  The  task  of 
some  was  to  preserve,  in  perfect  polish,  those 
silver  images  of  the  Moon  which  the  priests  car- 
ried in  processions  ;  while  others  were,  as  we  have 
seen,  employed  in  feeding  the  consecrated  animals, 
and  in  keeping  their  plumes  and  scaler  bright  for 
the  admiring  eyes  of  their  woi"shipiH*ni* 

"The  olfice  allotted  to  Alethe  —  the  most  honour- 
able of  these  minor  ministries^ —  was  to  wait  U]>on 
the  sacred  birds  of  the  Moon,  to  feed  them  daily 
with  those  eggs  from  the  Nile  which  they  loved, 
and  provide  for  their  use  that  purest  water,  which 
alone  these  delicate  birds  will  touch*  This  em- 
ployment was  the  delight  of  her  childii^h  hours ; 
and  that  ibis,  which  Aleiphron  (the  Epicurean) 
saw  her  diince  round  in  the  Tt-mple,  was,  of  all 
the  sacred  flock,  her  especial  favourite,  and  had 
be«n  daily  fondled  and  fed  by  her  fri»m  infancy, 

"Music,  as  being  one  of  the  chief  spells  of  this 
enchanted  region,  was  an  aecomphsbmeut  required 
of  all  its  ministrants  ;  and  the  harp«  the  iyn\  and 
the  sacred  Ante,  sounded  nowhere  so  tweetly  as 
through  these  subterranean  gardens.  The  chief 
object,  indeed,  ib  the  education  of  the  youth  of 
the  Temple,  was  to  fit  them,  by  every  grace  of  art 
and  nature,  to  give  effect  to  the  illusion  of  those 
shows  and  phantasms,  in  which  the  entire  charm 
and  secret  of  Initiation  lay 

"  Among  the  means  employ  c<l  to  support  the  old 
lystem  of  sopentltion,  against  the  infidelity  and, 

tcndrnce  ««>.  v  he  Unit) lit,  eoDflniffd :  —  **  1^»  femmn  n'ont 
pu  lout  au  fului  d»a%  rrtftlf*  •erendatre  •'•rnuUlrr  <|ue  de 
qUi'lquej  em[)lnU  Mn*  ron»^i\vu»nct ;  commc  de  nourrir  dc« 
■cJirat)6c>«,  il««  mu«armlgn*<«ei  d'autrc*  pt^tiia  anlmAUx  tBcrf^t «" 
—Tom.  i.  iecL  % 
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ftlU  more,  tbi?  new  Faith  that  menuced  it,  was  aiii 
inereAScd  display  uf  sp1eii<Iour  and  marvels  m 
th(»e  myatifries  for  which  Egypt  has  so  king  been 
celebrated.  Of  these  cereniomcs  so  tiiaoy  imltiitioD^ 
hjid,  under  various  oames,  multiplied  throughout 
Europe,  that  at  length  J  he  parent  super»titioo  hlo 
A  rl*k  of  being  eclipsed  by  its  progvny  ;  and,  in 
order  still  to  rank  as  the  0r:^t  Priest h*H>d  in  the 
worldf  it  became  nece&sary  for  those  of  Egypt  tu 
remuio  still  the  best  impostors. 

**  Accordingly,  every  contrivance  that  art  could 
devise^  or  labour  execute  -^  every  resource  I  hat  the 
wondei-ful  know  ledge  of  the  Priests,  in  pyrolechny* 
meclxanies,  and  dioptrics,  could  couimand  —  was 
brought  into  action  to  Ueighlea  the  elFect  of  their 
3Iysteries,  and  i;ive  an  air  of  enehantmeut  to  every 
thing  connected  with  tliera. 

**  The  final  scene  of  beatiAcation  —  tlie  Elysium, 
into  which  the  loitiate  was  received  —  formed^  of 
eourfie,  the  lending  attraction  of  these  ceremonies; 
and  to  render  it  captivating  alike  tu  the  senses  of 
the  man  of  pleasure,  and  the  imagination  of  the 
tpiritimlLst,  was  the  great  object  to  which  the 
attention  of  the  Sacred  College  was  devoted. 
By  the  influence  of  the  Priests  of  Memphis  over 
ihooe  of  the  other  Temples  they  had  succeeded  in 
exteudiog  their  subternmean  frontier,  both  to  the 
Dorth  and  south,  so  as  to  incltide,  within  iheir 
ever-lighted  Paradise,  some  of  the  gardens  ezea- 
rated  for  the  use  of  the  other  Twelve  Shrines, 

"  The  beauty  of  the  young  Alethc,  the  touching 
sweetness  of  her  voice,  and  the  sensibility  that 
breathed  throughout  her  every  look  and  move- 
ment, rendered  her  a  powerful  auxiliary  iu  such 
appeals  to  the  imagination.  She  had  been,  accord- 
ingly, in  her  v*^ry  childhood,  selected  from  among 
her  fair  companions,  as  the  most  worthy  repre- 
sentative of  spiritual  loveliness,  in  those  picttires 
of  Elysium  =- those  scenes  of  another  world — by 
which  not  only  the  fancy,  but  the  reason,  of  the 
excited  Aspirants  was  diizsled. 

"To  the  innocent  child  herself  these  shows 
wcr«  pastime.  But  to  Theora,  who  knew  too  well 
th<j  imposition  to  which  they  were  jsubservient,  thiii 
profitnation  of  all  that  she  loved  was  a  perpetual 
aouroe  of  horror  and  remorse.  Often  would  she^ 
when  Alethe  stood  smiling  before  her,  arrayed, 
|>0rhaps,  as  a  spirit  of  the  Elysiou  world  —  turn 
away,  with  a  shudder,  from  the  huppy  child, 
almost  fancying  she  saw  already  the  shadows  of 
sin  descending  over  that  innocent  brow,  as  she 
gazed  upon  it. 

"  Ai  the  intellect  of  the  young  maid  became 
tnore  active  and  imjijirin";,  the  apprehensions  and 
difficulties  of  the  mother  increased.  Afraid  to 
communicate   her  own  precious  secret,  lest  she 


should  involve  her  child  in  ihe  dangers  that  en- 
coiupassed  it,  she  yet  felt  it  to  be  no  less  a  cruelty 
ihon  a  crime  to  leave  her  wholly  immei^ed  iti  the 
darkuess  of  Paganism.  In  thU  dilemtmi,  the  only 
I  resource  that  remained  to  her  was  (o  svleet,  and 
disengage  from  the  dross  that  surrounded  them, 
'  those  pure  particles  of  tnith  which  lie  at  th« 
bottom  of  all  religions  ;^ — those  feelings,  rather 
than  doctrines,  of  which  God  has  never  lejl  his 
creatures  destitute,  and  which,  in  all  ages,  liave 
furnished,  to  those  who  sought  aJler  H,  some  clue 
to  his  glory. 

^  The  unity  and  perfect  goodness  of  the  Creators 
the  fall  of  the  human  soul  into  corruption,  id 
struggHes  with  the  darkness  of  this  world,  and  its 
final  redemption  and  re-ascent  to  the  source  of  all 
spirit ; —  these  natural  solutions  of  the  problem  of 
our  existence,  the*e  elementary  grounds  of  all 
religion  and  virtue,  which  Theora  had  Iieard  illus- 
trated by  her  Christian  teacher,  by  also,  she 
knew,  veiled  under  the  theology  of  Egypt ;  and  to 
impress  them,  in  their  abstract  purity,  ufMHO  the 
tniiid  of  her  susceptible  pupil,  was,  in  default  of 
more  heavenly  lights,  her  sole  ambition  and  care. 

'*  It  was  generally  their  habil,  after  devoting 
their  mornings  to  the  service  of  the  Temple,  to 
pass  their  evenings  and  nights  in  one  of  those 
small  mansions  above  ground,  ailntted«  withio  the 
precincts  of  the  Sacred  College,  to  some  of  ihm 
most  favoured  Pneslesses.  Here,  out  of  the  readi 
of  those  gross  superstitions,  which  pursued  them, 
at  every  step,  below,  she  endeavoured  to  itifonn, 
us  far  as  she  could  venture,  the  mind  of  her  be- 
loved girl ;  and  found  it  lean  us  Tiatu rally  and 
instinctively  to  truth,  as  plants  long  shut  op  in 
darkness  will,  when  light  is  let  in  upon  thcoit 
iodine  themselves  to  its  rays. 

"  Frecjucntly,  as  they  sat  together  on  the  terrace 
at  night,  udmii  ing  that  glorious  assembly  of  stars, 
whose  beauty  first  misled  mankind  into  idolatry^ 
she  would  explain  to  the  young  listener  by  what 
gradations  of  error  it  was  that  the  worship,  that 
transferred  from  the  Creator  to  the  creature*  sunk 
still  lower  and  lower  in  the  scale  of  beings  till 
man,  at  length,  presumed  to  deify  man,  and  by 
t!ie  most  monstrous  of  iu  versions,  heaves  waa 
made  the  mere  mirror  of  earth,  reflecting  hack  all 
its  most  earthly  features. 

**  Even  in  the  Temple  itself,  the  anxious  mother 
would  endeavour  to  interpose  her  purer  lessons 
among  the  idolatrous  ceremonies  in  which  they 
were  engaged  When  the  favourite  ibis  of  Alethe 
took  its  station  upon  the  shrine,  and  the  youngs 
maiden  was  seen  approaching,  with  all  the  grmvitj- 
of  worship,  the  very  bird  which  she  had  played 
wilii  but  an  hour  before — wh^sa  lh«  acacia-boogli. 
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whicli  Bbe  herself  had  plucked,  Rcerned  to  acquire 
a  Budden  socrcdne&s  in  her  eyes,  as  soon  tis  the 
priest  had  breathed  upoo  it — od  all  such  occa^ioni 
Tlieorn,  though  with  fear  and  trembling,  would 
venture  to  BUp:,!?est  to  the  youihfnj  worshipper  the 
distinction  that  should  be  drawn  between  the 
seusible  object  of  adoratiou,  and  that  spiritual^ 
unseen  Deity,  of  Trbleh  it  was  but  the  remem- 
braneer  or  type. 

♦*  With  sorrow,  hox^cver,  she  soon  discovered 
th:it,  in  thus  but  partlully  letting  in  tight  upon  a 
mlud  far  too  ardent  to  rost  eatiafied  with  sueh  glim- 
mer in  ^s,  she  but  bewildered  the  heart  which  she 
meant  to  guide^  and  cut  dowu  the  feeble  hope 
around  which  its  faith  twined,  without  substituting 
any  other  support  in  its  place*  As  the  beauty,  too, 
of  Ale  the  beg:an  to  attract  all  eyea,  new  fearis 
crowded  iipou  the  mother's  heart  i — fears,  in  which 
she  was  but  too  much  ju«>tified  by  the  characters  of 
some  of  those  around  hen 

■^  In  this  sacred  abode,  as  may  easily  be  con^ 
ceivcd,  morality  did  not  always  go  hand  in  hand 
with  relija^ion.  The  hypocritical  and  ambitious 
Of  ens,  who  wiis,  at  this  period.  High  Priest  of 
Memphis,  was  a  man,  io  every  respect,  qtmlified 
to  preside  over  a  system  of  such  splendid  fraud. 
He  had  reached  that  effective  lime  of  life,  when 
enough  of  the  wannth  and  vigour  of  youth  remains 
Io  give  animation  to  the  counsels  of  age.  But,  in 
his  instance,  youth  had  kft  only  the  baser  passions 
behind,  while  age  hut  brought  with  it  a  more 
refined  maturity  of  mischief.  'I'he  advantages  of 
a  faith  appealiug  alaiosl  wholly  to  the  senses,  were 
well  understood  by  him  ;  nor  had  he  failed  cither 
to  discover  that,  in  order  to  render  religion  sub- 
aervient  to  hia  own  interests,  he  must  shape  it 
adroitly  to  the  interests  and  passions  of  others, 

**  The  slate  of  anitiety  and  remorse  in  whieh  the 
mind  of  the  hapless  Theora  was  kept  by  the  scenes, 
however  artfully  veiled,  which  she  daily  witnessed 
around  her,  became  at  length  intolerable.  No 
pt*rils  that  the  cause  of  truth  could  bring  with  it 
would  he  half  so  dreadfuj  as  thi.%  endurance  of 
slnfaluess  and  deceit.  Her  child  was,  as  yet,  pure 
and  itinoccnt  t  but,  without  that  sentinel  of  the 
tool.  Re  iji^ion,  how  long  might  she  continue  so  ? 

"  This  thought  at  once  decided  her  :  all  other 
fears  vanished  b(?fore  it.  She  resolved  instantly  to 
lay  open  to  Alethe  the  whole  secret  of  her  soul ;  to 
make  this  child,  who  was  her  only  hope  on  earth, 
the  shuner  of  all  her  hopes  in  heaven,  and  then  fly 
with  her,  as  soon  as  possible,  from  this  unhallowed 
spot,  to  the  fiir  desert — lo  the  mountains  —  to  any 
place,  however  desolate,  where  God  and  the  con- 
s  of  innocence  might  be  with  them. 
'  The  promptitude  with  which  her  youo^  popil 


caught  from  her  the  divine  truths  was  even  beyond 
what  she  expected.  It  was  like  the  lighting  of  one 
torch  at  another,  so  prepared  was  Alethe  s  mind  for 
the  illuminatlom  Amply,  indeed,  was  the  anxious 
mother  now  repaid  for  aJl  her  misery,  by  this  per- 
fect communion  of  love  and  faith,  and  hy  the 
delight  with  whieh  she  saw  her  beloved  child — 
like  the  young  antelope,  when  first  led  by  her  dam 
to  the  well — ^drink  thirstily  by  her  side,  at  the 
source  of  all  life  and  iryth. 

"  But  such  hiipptaeas  was  not  long  to  last.  The 
anxieties  that  Theora  had  suffered  Iwgan  to  prey 
upon  her  health.  She  felt  her  strength  daily 
decline ;  and  the  thoughts  of  leaving,  alone  and 
unguarded  in  the  world,  that  treasure  which  she 
had  Just  devoted  to  Heaven,  gave  her  a  feeling  of 
despair  which  but  hastened  the  ebb  of  life,  11. id 
she  put  in  practice  her  resolution  of  flying  from 
this  place,  her  child  might  have  been  now  beyond 
the  reach  of  all  she  dreaded,  and  in  the  solitude  of 
the  desert  would  have  found  at  least  safety  from 
wrong.  But  the  very  happineiis  she  had  felt  in 
her  new  task  diverted  her  from  this  project ;- — aud 
it  was  now  too  late,  for  she  was  already  dying. 

*•  She  still  contLuued,  however,  to  conceal  the 
state  of  her  health  from  the  tender  and  sanguiue 
girl,  who,  though  observing  the  traces  of  disease 
on  her  mother  s  check,  little  knew  that  they  were 
the  hastening  footsteps  of  death,  nor  even  thought 
of  the  possibility  of  ever  losing  what  was  so  dear 
to  her.  Too  soon,  however,  the  moment  of  separa- 
tion  arrived ;  and  while  the  anguish  and  dismay 
of  Alethe  were  in  proportion  to  the  security  in 
which  she  had  indulged,  Tbeora^  too,  felt,  with 
bitter  regret,  that  she  had  sacrificed  to  her  fond 
consideration  much  precious  time,  and  that  there 
now  remained  but  a  few  brief  and  pamful  moments, 
for  the  conimunieation  of  all  those  wishes  and 
instructions  oo  whicli  the  future  destiny  of  the 
young  oq>han  depended. 

**  She  hutl,  indeed,  lime  for  little  more  thaA  to 
place  the  sacred  volume  solemnly  in  her  hands  ;  to 
implore  that  she  wouhl,  at  all  risks,  fly  from  this 
unholy  place;  nnd,  pointing  In  the  direction  of 
the  mountains  of  the  Said,  to  name,  with  her  last 
breath,  the  venerable  man,  to  whom,  under  Heaven, 
she  looked  for  the  protection  aud  salvation  of  her 
child. 

"  The  first  violence  of  feeling  to  which  Alethe 
gave  way  was  succeeded  by  a  fixed  and  tearless 
grief,  which  rendered  her  inseosible,  for  some  time, 
to  the  dangers  of  her  situation.  Her  sole  comfort 
consisted  in  visiting  that  monumental  chapel 
where  the  beaotifol  remains  of  Theora  lay.  There, 
night  alter  night,  in  contemplation  of  those  placid 
featarea,  and  in  prayers  for  the  peaee  of  the  de- 
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parted  spirit,  did  she  pass  her  lonely  ond  —  how- 
ever sad  they  were  —  happiest  hours.  Though 
the  mystic  emblems  thai  decorated  that  chapel 
were  hut  ill-suited  to  the  slumber  of  a  Christian^ 
there  was  one  among  ihem^  the  Cross,  whicht  by 
a  remarkable  coincidence,  is  an  emblem  alike 
common  to  the  Gentile  and  the  Chri*tian^  being, 
to  the  former,  a  shadowy  type  of  that  immortality, 
of  which,  to  the  ktler^  it  is  a  suhBt&ntial  and 
■ssarrag  pledge. 

"  Nightly,  upon  this  cross,  which  she  had  often 
seen  her  lost  mother  kiss,  did  she  breathe  forth  a 
sniemu  and  heartfeJt  vow,  never  to  abandon  ibe 
faith  whieh  tluit  departed  spirit  had  bequeathed  to 
her.  To  such  cnthusiaj^m,  indeed,  did  her  heart 
at  such  moments  rise,  tliat,  but  for  the  hist  injtmc- 
tions  from  those  pallid  lips,  she  wonid,  at  once, 
have  avowed  her  perilous  secret,  and  boldly  pro- 
nounced the  words,  *  I  am  a  Christian,*  among 
those  benighted  shrines  1 

"  But  the  will  of  her,  to  whom  she  owed  more 
than  life,  was  to  be  obeyed.  To  escape  from  this 
haunt  of  superstition  must  now,  she  felt,  be  her 
first  object ;  and,  in  planning  the  means  of  effect- 
ing it,  her  mind,  day  and  night,  was  employed.  It 
was  with  a  loath  in  fj  not  to  be  concealed,  I  hat  she 
now  found  herself  compt^Ued  to  resume  her  idola- 
trous services  at  the  shrine.  To  some  of  the  offices 
of  Theora  she  succeeded,  as  U  the  custom,  by  in- 
heritance ;  and  in  the  performance  of  these  tasks 
—  sanctified  as  they  were  in  her  eyes  by  the  pure 
spirit  she  had  seen  engaged  in  them  —  there  was  a 
■ort  of  melancholy  pleasure  in  which  her  sorrow 
found  relief.  But  the  part  she  was  again  forced  to 
take,  in  the  scenic  shows  of  the  Mysteries,  brought 
with  it  a  sense  of  degradation  and  wrong  which  she 
could  Qo  longer  endure. 

**  Already  had  she  formed,  In  her  own  mind,  a 
plan  of  escape,  in  which  her  acquaintance  with  all 
the  windings  of  this  mystic  realm  gave  her  con- 
fidebee,  when  the  solemn  reception  of  Alciphron,  as 
an  Inillate,  took  place. 

"  From  the  first  moment  of  the  landing  of  that 
philosopher   at    Alexandria,   he   had    become   an 
object  of  sui^picion  and  watchfulness  to  the  inqul* 
sitorial  Orcus,  whom  philosophy,   in  any  shape, 
naturally  alarmed,  but  to  whom  the  sect  over  which 
the  young  Athenian  presided  was  particularly  ob- 
noxious.    The  aceompltshroents  of  Alcipbron,  bii 
popiilority,  wherever  be  went,  and  the  bold  freedom 
with  which  be  indulged  his  wit  at  the  expense  of, 
religion,  were  all  faithfully  reported  to  the  High  | 
Priest  by  his  spics^  and  awakened  in  his  mind  no  I 
kindly  feelings  towaj-ds  the  stranger*     In  dealing  | 
with  an  infidel,  such  a  personage  as  Orcus  could 
know  no  other  alternative  but  that  of  either  con- 


Terting  or  destroying  hijn ;  And  though  his  spite* 
as  a  man^  would  have  been  more  gratified  bj  the 
latter  proceeding,  his  pride,  as  a  priest^  led  liljii 
to  prefer  the  inumph  of  the  former, 

"The  first  descent  of  the  Epicurean  into  ibe 
pyramid  became  apecdlly  known,  and  the  ahum 
was  immediately  given  to  the  priests  below.  Aa 
fiooa  as  they  had  discovered  that  the  young  phi- 
losopher of  Athens  was  the  intruder,  and  that  be 
notonlystill  continued  to  lingerround  the  pyramid, 
but  was  observed  to  look  often  and  wislfuMy  to- 
wards the  portnl,  it  was  concluded  that  his  curionity 
would  impel  him  to  try  a  fM?cond  descent ;  mod 
Orcus,  blessing  the  good  chance  which  hud  tbtt* 
brought  the  wild  bird  into  his  net,  resolved  not  to 
suffer  an  opportuniiy  so  precious  to  be  wauled. 

"  Instantly,  the  whole  of  that  wonderful  roa- 
ch inery,  by  which  the  phanti^tns  and  Illusions  of 
Initiation  are  produee<l,  were  put  in  active  prepam- 
tion  throughout  that  subterranean  realm  ;  and  the 
increased  stir  and  vigilance  awakened  among  lit 
inmates,  by  this  more  than  ordinary  display  of  the 
resources  of  priestcraft,  rendered  the  accomplish- 
ment of  Alethe*B  purpitse,  at  such  a  moment,  pecu- 
liarly diffienti.  Wholly  ignorant  of  the  importatit 
share  which  it  had  been  her  own  fortune  to  take 
in  attracting  the  young  philosopher  down  to  this 
region,  she  but  heard  of  him  vaguely,  as  the  Chief 
of  a  great  Grecian  sect,  who  had  been  led,  by 
either  curiosity  or  accident,  to  expose  himself  to 
the  first  trials  of  Initiation  ;  and  whom  the  priestly 
she  could  see,  were  endeavouring  to  insnare  in 
their  toils,  by  every  art  and  lure  with  which  their 
dark  science  had  gifted  them. 

"  To  her  mind,  the  image  of  a  philosopher,  such 
as  Alcipliron  had  been  represented  to  her,  catne 
associated  with  ideas  of  age  and  reverence :  and, 
more  than  once,  the  possibility  of  his  being  made 
iostrumental  to  her  deliverance  flashed  a  hope 
across  her  heart  in  which  she  could  not  refmia 
from  indulging.  Often  had  she  been  told  by 
Theora  of  the  many  Gentile  sages,  who  had  laid 
their  wisdom  down  humbly  at  the  foot  of  the 
Cross;  and  though  this  initiate,  she  feared,  could 
hardly  be  among  the  number,  yet  the  rutnourt 
which  she  bad  gathered  from  the  servauu  of  the 
TemplCi  of  his  undisguised  contempt  for  the  errofv 
of  Heatheniim^  led  her  to  hope  ibe  might  find 
tolerance^  if  not  sympathy,  in  her  appeal  to  him. 

"  Nor  was  it  solely  with  a  view  to  her  own 
chance  of  deliverance  that  she  thus  connected  htm 
in  her  tbuughts  with  the  plan  whi^*h  she  meditated. 
The  look  of  proud  and  self-gratulating malice,  with 
which  ii»e  High  Priest  had  mentioned  this  *  Infidel,* 
as  he  styled  htm,  when  giving  her  Instructions  in  the 
scene  she  was  to  act  before  the  philosopher  in  the 
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vaHfy,  too  plainly  infomictl  her  of  the  dark  dvntiny 
that  hwag  over  hiuL  She  knew  how  many  were 
the  hapless  candcdati's  for  Initiation  who  had  heen 
dw>med  to  a  durauee  worn*  ihao  tlial  of  the  grave, 
for  but  a  word,  a  whisper,  brealhiHl  agiUDSt  the 
itacred  ab^imlitie^  that  they  witnessed  \  &nd  it  vu 
evident  to  her  that  the  venerahle  Greek  (for  such 
her  fancy  represented  Alciphron)  wm  no  I«m 
tnter«Rted  in  escaping  from  the  snares  and  perils  of 
this  region  llian  herself* 

"  ller  owD  resolution  was,  at  all  eventi,  fixed. 
That  Ytsionary  sccoe^  in  w hteh  she  had  appeared 
liefiire  Alciphron  ^ — little  knowing  how  ardetit 
were  the  heart  and  imagination  over  which  her 
heauty,  st  that  moment,  eiLercised  its  influence  — 
was,  she  solemnly  resolved,  the  very  last  unholy 
senricc,  (hat  superstition  or  impostiLre  should  ever 
eo  111  II I  and  of  hen 

"  On  the  following  night  the  Aspirant  was  to 
woicb  in  the  Great  Temple  of  Uis.  Smh  an  op- 
portunity of  approaching  and  addressing  him  might 
never  eome  again.  Should  he,  from  compassion 
for  her  situation,  or  a  aense  of  the  dang^ir  of  his 
own,  consent  to  lend  hh  aid  to  her  flight,  most 
gladly  would  she  accept  it  — well  Assured  that  no 
danger  or  treachery  she  might  risk  could  be  half 
■o  odious  and  fearful  as  those  which  slie  left  be- 
hind. Should  he  J  on  the  contrary,  reject  the  pro- 
posal, her  determination  was  ef|ually  fixed  —  to 
tmat  to  that  Cod  wliose  eye  walc^*s  over  the  in- 
nnccot,  and  go  forth  alone. 

"  To  rcaeh  the  island  in  Lake  Mcpris  was  her 
first  great  object;  and  there  occurred  fortanately, 
al  this  time,  a  mode  of  effecting  her  purpose,  by 
which  lw*tli  the  dilBcuUy  and  dangers  of  the  attempt 
would  be  much  diminished.  The  day  of  the  annual 
visitation  of  the  High  Priest  to  the  Place  of  Weep- 
ing^— ^AS  that  island  in  the  centre  of  the  Lake  is 
called  — was  now  fast  approaching  ;  and  A  let  he 
knew  that  the  self-moving  car,  by  which  the  Ilij^h 
Priest  and  one  of  the  Ilierophants  are  conveyed 
down  to  the  chamhcra  under  the  Lake,  stood  then 
waiting  in  readiness.  By  availing  herself  of  this 
expedient,  she  would  gain  the  double  advantage 
both  of  facilitating  ht^r  own  flighty  and  retarding 
the  speed  of  her  pursuers, 

**  Baving  paid  a  last  visit  to  the  tomb  of  her  be- 
loved mother,  and  wept  there,  long  and  passion* 
ately,  till  her  heart  almost  failed  in  the  struggle  ^ — 
having  paused^  too,  to  give  a  kiss  to  her  favourite 
ibist  which,  although  too  much  a  Christian  to 
worship,  she  was  still  child  enough  to  love — she 
went  early,  with  a  trembling  step,  (o  the  Sanctuary, 
and  there  bid  hcrtctf  in  one  of  the  reccMM  of  the 

t  VI44»  n'tifitrd,  Axiiiiif  Rnemtlli*,  vol.lU.  9,  MO, 


Shrine*  Her  intention  was  to  steal  out  from  thence 
to  Alciphron,  while  it  was  yet  dark,  and  before 
the  illmuiuatioa  of  the  great  Statue  behind  the 
Veils  had  begun.  But  her  fears  delayed  her  till 
it  was  almost  too  bte ;  —  already  was  the  tmags 
lighted  up,  and  still  she  remained  irexnbling  in 
ber  hiding-place, 

"  In  a  few  minutes  more  the  mighty  Veils  would 
have  been  withdrawn,  and  the  glories  of  that  scene 
of  enchantment  laid  open  —  when,  at  length,  sum' 
moning  all  her  courage,  and  taking  advantage  of 
a  momentary  ahM^nce  of  thnse  employed  in  pre- 
paring this  splendid  inoekerj',  she  Etole  from  under 
the  Veil,  and  found  her  way,  through  the  gloom, 
to  (he  Epicurean.  There  wa%  then  no  time  for 
explanation  \  —  she  had  but  to  trust  to  the  simple 
words,  *  Follow,  and  be  silent  i'  and  the  implicit 
readiness  with  which  she  found  them  obi'yed  tilled 
her  with  00  less  surprise  than  the  philosopher 
himself  had  felt  in  hearing  them. 

**  In  a  second  or  two  they  were  on  tlieir  way 
through  the  subterranean  windings,  leaving  the 
ministers  of  Isis  to  waste  their  splendours  on  va- 
cancy, through  along  series  of  miracles  and  visions 
which  they  now  exhibited  —  unconscious  that  he, 
whuui  they  were  taking  luch  pains  to  dazacte,  was 
already,  under  the  guidance  of  the  young  Chris- 
tian, far  removed  beyond  the  reach  of  Iheir  de- 
ceiving spells." 


CHAPTER  XIV. 


St'CH  WHS  the  fifffWkr  ftoryi  of  which  this  inno- 
cent girl  now  g»Tt  mtt  in  ber  own  touching 
language,  the  outline. 

The  sun  was  just  rising  as  she  finished  her  nar- 
rative* Fearful  of  encountering  the  expression  of 
those  feelings  with  which,  she  coutd  not  but  ob- 
serve, I  was  affected  by  her  recital,  scarcely  had 
she  concluded  the  last  sentence,  when,  rising  ab- 
ruptly from  her  seat,  she  hurried  into  the  pavilion, 
leaving  mc  with  the  words  fast  crowding  for  ut« 
teranee  to  my  lips. 

Oppressed  by  the  various  emotions  thus  sent  bock 
upon  my  heart,  I  lay  down  on  the  deck  in  a  state 
of  agitatioOf  that  defied  even  tho  most  distant  ap» 
prottches  of  sleep.  Wbilt  0veffj  word  she  had 
uttered,  every  feeling  she  ezpccsMd,  but  miois- 
tered  new  fuel  to  that  flame  which  consumed  me, 
and  to  describe  which,  passion  b  far  too  weak  a 
word,  there  was  also  much  of  her  recital  that  dis*^ 
heartened  and  alarmed  me.     To  find  a  Chrtstitn 


648 


MOOUE'S  WORKS. 


^ 


thus  under  the  garb  of  a  Memphian  Priestess,  was 
a  disoovery  tlmt,,  had  my  heart  been  less  deeply 
interested,  would  but  have  more  powerfully  stimu- 
lated my  iraaginatji>ii  and  pride.  But,  when  I  re- 
collected the  tti4slerily  of  the  faith  she  had  embraced 
^-ihe  tender  and  sacred  tie,  associated  with  it  ia 
her  memory^  nnd  the  devotion  of  woman's  heart  to 
objects  thus  consecrated  —  her  very  perfections 
bat  widened  tlie  distance  between  us,  and  all  that 
most  kindled  my  pawion  at  the  same  time  chilled 
my  hopes. 

Were  yre  to  be  left  io  each  ocher,  u  on  this 
silent  river,  in  sueh  undisturbed  communion  of 
thoughts  and  feelings,  [  knew  too  well,  I  thought, 
both  her  sex's  nature  and  my  own,  to  feel  a  doittit 
that  lovo  would  ultimately  triumph.  Hut  the 
severity  of  the  guaniiaaship  to  which  I  must  re- 
fiigti  her^ — that  of  some  monk  of  the  desert,  gome 
stem  Solitary  — the  iniliicnce  such  a  monitor 
would  gain  over  her  mind  —  and  the  horror  with 
whicht  ere  long,  hi:'  might  teach  her  to  regiird  the 
reprobate  infidel  upon  whom  fihe  now^  smiled — ^in 
all  this  prospect  1  saw  nothing  hut  despair.  After 
a  few  short  hours,  my  dri.'am  of  happiness  would 
be  at  an  end,  and  such  a  dark  chasm  must  then 
open  between  our  fatca,  a^  would  dissever  them, 
wide  as  eartli  from  heaven,  asunder. 

It  was  true,  she  was  now  wholly  in  my  power, 
I  feared  no  witnesses  but  those  of  earth,  and  the 
solitude  of  the  desert  was  at  hand.  But  though  I 
acknoivledged  not  a  beavent  I  worshipped  her 
who  was,  to  me,  its  type  and  sub«titute.  If,  at  any 
moment,  a  single  thought  of  wrong  or  deceit^ 
towards  one  so  sacred  arose  in  my  mind,  one  look 
from  her  innocent  eyes  averted  the  sacrilege. 
Even  passion  itself  felt  a  holy  feur  in  herpreseuee 
^- like  the  flame  trembling  in  the  breeze  of  the 
sanctuary— and  Lovl\  pure  Love,  stood  in  place 
of  Ileligii>n* 

As  long  as  I  knew  not  her  story,  I  could  indulge^ 
at  least,  in  dreams  of  the  future.  But,  now  — 
what  expectatjun,  what  prospect  remuined  ?  My 
single  chance  of  happiness  lay  io  the  hope»  how- 
ever  delusive,  of  being  able  to  divert  her  thoughts 
from  the  fatal  project  she  meditated  ;  of  weaning 
her»  by  persuasion  and  nrgumvnt,  from  that  austere 
faith,  which  1  hud  before  hated  and  now  feai\*d  j 
and  of  attaehtlig  her,  perhaps,  alone  and  unlinked 
as  she  was  in  the  world,  to  my  own  fortunes  for 
CTcr  I 

la  the  agitation  of  these  thoughts,  I  had  started 
from  my  resting  place,  and  continued  to  pace  up 
and  down,  under  a  burning  sun,  till,  exhausted  btilh 
by  thought  and  feeling,  I  sunk  down,  amid  that 
blaze  of  light,  into  a  sleep,  which  to  my  fevered 
brain  seemed  a  sleep  of  fire. 


On  awaking,  I  found  the  veil  of  Alethe  laid 
carefully  over  my  brow  ;  while  she,  herself,  sal 
near  me,  under  the  shadow  of  the  sail,  looklnif 
anxiously  upon  that  leaf,  which  her  mother  haud 
given  her,  and  employed  apparently  in  comparing 
its  outlines  with  the  course  of  the  river,  as  well  as 
with  the  fonns  of  the  rocky  hills  by  which  we  were 
passing.  She  looked  pale  and  troubled,  and  rose 
engerly  to  meet  me,  as  if  ghe  had  long  and  iiYipa> 
tiently  waited  for  my  waking. 

Her  heart,  it  was  plain,  had  been  disturbed  from 
its  security,  and  was  beginning  to  take  alarm  at 
its  own  feeliugiL  But,  though  vaguely  conscious 
of  the  peril  to  which  «he  was  exposed,  her  reliance, 
as  la  usual  in  such  cases,  increased  with  her  das^r, 
and  upon  me,  far  more  than  on  herself,  did  she 
seem  to  depend  for  saving  her.  To  reach,  as  aooa 
as  possible,  her  anylum  in  the  desert,  was  now  the 
urgent  ohjt^ct  of  her  entreaties  and  wishes  ;  and 
the  self-reproach  which  she  expressed  at  havia^ 
for  a  single  moment,  suffered  her  thoughts  to  be  di- 
verted from  this  sacred  purpose,  not  only  revealed 
the  iLruth,  that  she  had  forgotten  it,  but  betrayed 
even  a  glimmering  consciousness  of  the  cause. 

Her  sleep,  she  &aid»  bad  been  broken  by  ill^ 
omened  dreams.  Every  moment  ihe  shade  of  her 
motlier  had  stood  before  her,  rebuking,  with 
mournful  looks,  her  delay,  and  pointing,  as  she  had 
done  in  death,  to  the  eastern  hills.  Bursting  into 
tears  at  this  accusing  reeolleetion,  she  hastilj 
placed  the  leaf,  which  she  had  been  examining,  in 
my  hands,  and  implored  that  I  would  aaeertain, 
without  a  moment's  delay,  what  portion  of  our 
voyage  was  still  uaperformed,  and  in  what  space 
of  time  we  might  hope  to  accomplish  it. 

I  had,  still  less  than  herself,  taken  note  of  either 
place  or  distance  5  and  could  we  have  been  leA  to 
glide  on  in  this  dream  of  happiness,  should  never 
have  thought  of  pausing  to  ask  where  it  would  end. 
But  sitch  confidence  was  far  too  sacred  to  be  de* 
cei%'ed  ;  and,  reluctant  as  I  naturally  felt,  to  enter 
on  an  inq;uiry,  which  might  soon  dissipate  even  myr 
last  hope,  her  wish  was  sulficitzntto  supersede  even 
the  selhshness  of  love,  and  on  the  instant  I  pro- 
ceeded to  obey  her  will. 

There  stands  on  the  eastern  bank  of  the  Nile,  to 
the  north  of  Anlinoif,  a  high  and  sleep  rock,  im- 
pending over  the  flood,  wliic^h  has  borne,  for  agea, 
from  a  prodigy  connected  with  it»  the  name  of  the 
Mountain  of  the  Birds.  Yearly «  it  is  said,  at  a 
certain  season  and  hour,  large  flocks  of  birds 
assemble  in  the  ravine,  of  which  this  rocky  moun- 
tain forms  one  of  the  sides,  and  are  there  observed 
to  go  through  the  mysteriotts  ceremony  of  inserting 
each  its  beak  into  a  particular  cleft  of  the  rock,  uU 
the  clefl  closes  upon  one  of  their  nitmber,  wheu  all 
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the  reit  of  the  birds   take  wing,  and  leave  the 
selected  vktim  to  die. 

Through  the  mvine^  rendered  famous  by  this 
charm— for  such  the  multiiudc  consider  it — - 
there  ran,  in  ancient  tiroes,  u  caiml  from  the  NilCt 
to  some  great  and  forgotten  city,  now  buiried  in  thi; 
desert.  To  a  sbort  dtsttinee  from  the  river  this 
canal  still  exiat«»  but,  after  having  pa«s(^d  through 
the  defile,  its  scanty  waters  disappear,  and  are 
wboUy  lost  under  the  sands. 

It  was  in  the  neighbourhood  of  tliis  phice,  iis  I 
con!ci  collect  from  the  delinealions  on  the  leaf — 
where  a  flight  of  birds  represented  the  name  of  the 
mountain  —  that  the  abode  of  the  Solitary,  to 
whom  Aleihe  wa^  ahnut  to  consi^  herself,  was  si* 
tuated.  Little  as  i  knew  of  the  jHreogtaphy  of  Eg>  pt, 
it  at  once  atrnck  me,  that  we  had  long  since  left 
this  mountain  behind  '  j  and,  on  inquiring  of  our 
Viutinen,  1  ftmnd  my  conjecture  confirmed.  We 
had,  indeed,  poissed  it,  on  the  preceding  night  ; 
and*  OS  the  wind  had  been,  ever  since,  blowing 
strongly  from  the  iiort!i,  and  the  sun  was  already 
itnking  towards  the  horizon,  we  miist  be  now,  at 
least,  a  day's  sail  to  the  soulhwurd  of  the  spot. 

This  discovery,  I  confess,  filled  my  heart  with  a 
feeling  of  joy  which  I  found  it  diSieuli  to  conceal. 
It  seemed  as  if  fortune  was  conspiring  with  love  in 
my  behalf,  and,  by  thii<i  delaying  the  moment  of 
our  separation,  atTorded  me  a  chance  at  least  of 
happiness.  Her  look  and  manner,  too,  when  in- 
formed of  our  mistake,  rather  encounig:ed  than 
chilled  this  secret  hope*  In  the  iirst  moment  of 
astonishment,  her  eyes  opened  upon  me  with  a 
suddenness  of  splendour,  under  which  I  felt  my 
own  wink  as  though  lightning  had  crossed  them* 
Bnt  she  a^n,  as  suddenly,  let  their  lids  fall,  and, 
after  a  quiver  of  her  lip,  which  showed  the  conflict 
of  feeling  then  going  on  within,  crossed  her  arms 
upon  her  b4jsoTii,  and  lotiked  down  silently  upon 
the  deck  ;  her  whole  countenance  sinking  into  an 
expression,  sad,  hut  resigned,  as  if  she  now  fult 
that  fate  was  oo  the  side  fif  wrong,  and  saw  I^ve 
already  gtealing  between  her  soul  and  heaven. 

I  was  not  slow,  of  course,  in  availing  myself  of 
what  I  fancied  to  be  the  irrej^olution  of  her  mind. 
But,  still,  fearful  of  cxeilin;^  alarm  by  any  appeal  lo 
fuelings  of  regard  or  tenderness,  I  but  addressed 
myself  lo  her  imagination,  and  to  that  love  of 
novelty  and  wonders,  which  is  ever  ready  to  be 


^  The  rnyxgf*  rm  thn  Nn«  wrv,  Qiid«>r  raraunblfl  clrctmi'- 
•UiMM,  performrd  wkli  conciiliMmble  rspltll.}'.  "  Eo  dmi  on 
ilzjourrt/'  Mji  MaiiUrt,  **0J]  pourrod  ais4tmcnt  retnuater  de 
rembodchnre  ilu  Kll  4  wi  cnt»racto,  ou  de»ccndr*  de»  cau- 
r.vi:(Ni  Jiit(]it  fc  1a  tnvr."  Tli«  fttcmi  unccrulnity  &S  tho  nttl- 
^atkon  U  pmviMi  by  whAt  S/ttont  tell*  tt» :  —  '*  ^fon•  ne  inlmc* 
cette  ftiL«  qiMr  dcuK  Ji»ir>  et  d«iiii  pour  faire  le  tri^ct  du  Cdro 


awakened  within  the  yoatbful  breast.  We  were 
now  approaching  that  region  of  miracles,  Thebes. 
"  In  a  day  or  two,"  said  I,  **  we  ehall  see,  towering 
above  the  waters,  the  colossal  Avenue  of  Sphini:efi, 
and  the  bright  Obelisks  of  the  Sun.  We  shall  visit 
the  plain  of  Memnon,  and  behold  those  mighty 
statues  that  tting  their  shadows^  at  sunrise  over 
the  Libyan  hills.  We  shall  hear  the  image  of  the 
Stm  of  the  Morning  responding  to  the  first  touch  oi 
light.  From  thence,  in  a  few  honrs,  a  breeze  like 
Ibis  will  transport  us  to  those  sunny  islands  near 
the  cataracts ;  there,  to  wander,  among  the  sacred 
palm-groves  of  Ptiilte,  or  sii,  ai  noontide  hour,  in 
those  cool  alcoves',  which  the  wnrerfalt  of  Syene 
shadows  under  its  arch.  Oh^  who  is  there  that, 
with  scenes  of  such  loveliness  within  reach,  would 
turn  coldly  away  to  the  bleak  desert,  and  leave  this 
fair  world,  with  all  its  enthantments,  shining  unseen 
and  unenjoyed?  At  least*' — I  added,  taking  ten- 
dttrly  her  band  in  mine  —  "let  a  few  more  days 
be  stolen  from  the  dreury  fate  to  which  thou  bast 
devoted  thyself,  and  then " 

She  bad  heard  but  the  last  few  words — the  rest 
had  been  \t»%  upon  her.  Startled  by  the  tone  of 
tenderness  into  which,  in  despite  of  all  my  resolves, 
I  had  sulTered  my  voice  to  soften,  she  looked  for 
an  instant  with  pas^iionate  earnestness  into  my 
face  ;  —  then,  dropping  upon  her  knees  with  her 
clasped  hands  upraised,  exclaimed,  —  **  Tempt  me 
not,  in  the  name  of  God  I  implore  thee,  tempt  me 
not  to  swerve  from  my  sacred  duty.  t)h  I  take 
ine  instantly  to  that  desert  mountain,  and  I  will 
bless  thee  for  ever." 

This  appeal,  I  felt,  could  not  he  resisted  ^ even 

though  my  bi-art  were  to  break  for  it.     Having 

silently  iniiumted  my  assent  to  her  prayer,  by  a 

I  slight  pressure  of  her  hand  an  1  raised  her  from 

tlie  deck,  I  proceeded  immediately,  as  we  were 

still  in  full  career,  for  the  south,  to  give  orders 

,  that  onr  sail  should  lie  instantly  lowered,  and  not 

I  a  moment  lost  m  retracing  our  course. 

In  giving  these  directions,  however,  it,  for  ihc 
first  time,  occurred  to  me,  tliat,  us  I  bad  hired  this 
yacht  in  the  neigbljonrhood  of  Memphis,  where  it 
vias  probalde  the  flight  of  the  young  Priestess  wouM 
1>e  most  vigilonrly  tracked,  we  should  run  the  risk 
of  betraying  to  the  Ijoatmen  the  place  of  ber  rctrcati 
— and  there  was  now  a  most  favourable  opportunity 
for  taking  precautions  against  this  danger.     De- 


1  Afulawl,  vuqtitl,  d(UJi  notJ-«  ■ecxmd  TojiKe,  nous  ivtost  «a> 
ptof fi  diK'hiilt  JntirB.** 

*  "  Ellft*  ont  i^rN  d«  vlDfrt  m^rei  (III  pled«)  d*£lff«rl<ifi  { 
el  au  te»er  du  toteil^  Imrt  omtir**  Immffifi^  »'^t<>rid«iit  «m 
Ifilii  lur  k  ch  till  to  Lllr^mDe.*'  Daerfftitm  irWMfnsIr  ^ 
Tkitk'B.  par  MM.  Joitoii  et  DttvUUrr*, 

'  Paui  Lmea$. 
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fiirlng  therefofe,  that  we  should  be  landed  at  a 
smftll  village  on  the  shore,  under  pretence  of  pay- 
ing a  visit  to  some  shrine  in  the  Eeighbourhood,  I 
there  dismissed  our  barge,  and  was  TeUeved  from 
fear  of  fiinher  observation,  by  soefng  it  ctgain  set 
&ail,  and  resutne  its  course  flccll)^  up  the  current. 

From  the  bi>ats  of  all  dtAcriptions  that  lay  idle 
beside  the  bank,  I  oow  selecred  one,  in  every  re- 
spect, suited  to  my  purpose  —  being,  in  its  shape 
and  accommodation^  a  mioiaiure  of  our  former 
vessel,  but,  at  the  same  time,  so  light  and  small  as 
to  be  manageable  by  myself  alone,  and  rc<^uiring, 
with  the  advantage  of  the  current,  little  more  than 
a  h:iTid  to  steer  it.  This  boat  I  succeeded,  withuul 
much  difficulty,  in  purchasing,  and,  iil\er  a  short 
delay,  we  were  again  aftoat  down  the  current;  — 
the  sun  just  then  sinking,  in  coDSciotts  glory,  over 
bts  own  golden  shrines  in  the  Libyan  waste. 

The  evening  was  calmer  ond  more  lovely  than 
any  that  had  yet  smiled  upon  our  voyage  j  aud,  as 
we  left  the  shore,  a  strain  of  sweet  melody  came 
soothingly  over  our  ears.  It  was  the  voice  of  & 
young  Nubian  girl,  whom  -we  saw  kneeling  befi>re 
an  acacia,  upon  the  bank,  and  singing,  while  her 
companions  stood  arowud,  the  wild  song  of  invoca- 
tion, which,  in  htfr  country,  Ihey  address  to  that 
enchanted  tree  ■  — 

"  Oh  I  Ab3.-«ftlnlan  lrpp» 

^Ve  prHy,,  we  ptt^f  to  ibw; 
Dy  Ihf  gloiK  or  thy  gukleii  Trult, 
And  [he  violet  hue  of  tKj  Hower, 

And  the  gro>fiinj7  mutu 

Of  thy  buugh^i  iqlute 
To  Che  itrjinger  who  »pcki  thf  Imwer.^ 
**  Oh  t  Abjiskiiiii  trre, 

tlow  the  irAreller  bl»»et  the«. 
When  the  nl^ht  nci  tnoon  atlowi, 
Aud  the  lunici  hour  l«  near. 

And  thou  bend'bt  thy  tmiigbi 

To  kJit  his  brow  I, 
Sayhig:,  *  Come,  rest  thee  here** 

Oh  t  AhyKiJivUn  trt«, 

Thui  l>ow  ihy  head  to  m>  ]  ** 

In  the  burden  of  this  song  the  companions  of  the 
young  Nubian  joined ;  and  we  heard  the  worda, 
"  Oh!  Abyssinian  tree/*  dying  away  on  the  breeato, 
long  after  the  whole  group  had  bt-en  lost  to  our 
eyes» 

Whether,  in  the  new  arrangement  which  I  had 
made  for  our  voyage,  any  motive^  besides  those 
which  I  professed,  had  a  share,  I  can  scarcely,  even 
myself — so  bewildered  were  then  my  feelings^- 
delermine.  But  no  sooner  had  the  current  borne 
us  away  from  all  human  dwellings,  and  we  were 
alone  on  the  waters,  with  not  a  soul  near,  than  I 
felt  how  closely  such  solitude  draws  liearls  toge- 

•  Sre  no  account  of  thli  *<»n»ltlvc  tree,  whU-U  bendf  d<»wfl 
U»  forAiichei  to  choiie  who  approach  It,  in  M.  Jomard**  D«> 
tciiptioti  of  Syenc  and  the  Calnract). 
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iher,  and  how  much  more  we  seemed  to  belong  to 
each  other,  than  when  thert'  were  eyes  around 
us. 

The  same  feeling,  bat  without  the  same  sense  of 
its  danger,  was  manifest  in  every  look  and  vcird  of 
Alethe-  The  coDscioiusuess  of  the  one  great  effort 
wliich  she  had  made  appeared  Co  have  satisBed  her 
heart  on  the  score  of  duty  —  while  the  devotedncas 
with  whieh  she  saw  I  attended  to  her  every  wish, 
was  felt  with  all  that  trusting  gratitude  which,  m 
woman,  is  the  day-spring  of  love.  She  waa,  there- 
fore, happy,  iDQCM!etitly  happy  i  and  the  eoofidtBg, 
and  even  affectionate,  tmreserve  of  her  inajiner, 
ti  bile  it  rendered  tny  trust  more  sacred,  made  it 
also  far  more  difficult. 

It  was  only,  however,  upon  subjects  unoonDected 
with  our  aituatioQ  or  fate,  that  she  yielded  to  such 
iaterclmnge  of  thought,  or  that  her  voice  ventured 
to  answer  mine.  The  moment  I  alluded  to  the 
destiny  that  awaited  us,  all  her  cheerfulness  ded» 
and  she  became  saddened  and  silent.  When  I  de* 
scrilH>d  to  her  the  beauty  of  my  own  native  laud — 
its  founts  of  inspiration  and  fields  of  glory — het 
eyes  sparkled  with  s^nnpathy,  and  sometimes  eren 
softened  into  fondness.  Cut  when  I  ventured  to 
whisper,  thai,  in  that  glorious  country,  a  life  full  of 
toveai&d  liberty  Hwoited  her  ;  when  I  proceeded  to 
contraat  the  adoration  and  bliss  she  might  comiiun»d» 
with  the  gloomy  austerities  of  the  life  towhieh  abe 
was  histeoing — it  was  like  the  coming  of  a  sudden 
cloud  over  a  summer  sky.  Her  head  sunk,  as  she 
listened;  —  I  waited  in  vain  for  an  answer;  atid 
when,  half  playfully  reproaching  her  for  this  si- 
lence, I  stooped  to  take  her  hand,  I  could  (eel  the 
warm  tears  fast  falling  over  it. 

But  even  this — feeble  as  was  the  hope  it  beld 
out  ^  was  still  a  glimpse  of  happiness.  Though  if 
foreboded  that  I  should  lose  her,  it  also  whispered 
that  I  was  loved.  Like  that  lake,  in  the  land  of 
Roses^,  whose  waters  are  half  sweet,  half  hitler^ 
I  felt  my  fate  to  be  a  compound  of  bliss  and  pun 
— but  its  very  pain  well  worth  all  ordinary  blicsi 

And  thus  did  the  hours  of  that  night  pass  along; 
while  every  moment  shortened  our  happy  dreacn, 
and  the  current  seemed  fo  flow  with  a  swifter  pace 
than  any  that  ever  yet  hurried  to  the  sea.  Not  a 
feature  of  the  whole  scene  but  lives,  at  this  momcQl, 
freshly  in  my  memory  ;  —  the  broken  starlight  ob 
the  wat4]r  s^tbe  rippling  soaud  of  the  boat,  as, 
without  oar  or  sail,  it  went,  like  a  thing  of  enchant- 
ment, down  the  stream ;  —  the  scented  fire,  burning 
beside  us  upon  the  deck,  and  then  that  face,  on 
which  its  light  fell,  revealbg,  at  every  momeiic, 

■  The  iirovtiieft  of  Art luoe,  now  Ftomm* 
'  Pamt  Imau. 
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fome  new  charm — Bomebliub  or  look,  more  beau- 
dful  ihan  the  ta5t  I 

Often,  while  I  sat  gazing,  forgetful  of  all  else, 
in  thia  world,  our  boat,  left  wliolly  to  itself,  ^ould 
drive  from  its  course,  and  bearing  us  away  to  the 
bank,  get  entangled!  in  the  ivater  flowers,  or  be 
caught  in  some  eddy,  ere  I  perceived  where  we 
were.  Once,  too,  when  the  rustling  of  my  oar 
among  the  flowers  bad  startled  away  from  the 
bank  some  wild  antelopes,  that  had  stolent  at  that 
still  hour,  to  drink  of  the  Nile,  what  an  etnblem 
did  I  think  it  of  the  young  heart  then  beside  me — 
taatingt  for  the  first  time»  of  hope  and  love^  and  so 
toon*  alas,  to  he  scared  frgm  their  sweetoesfl  for 
everl 


CHAPTER  XV. 

Tas  night  was  nowfiir  advanced -^  the  bend  of 
oor  coarse  towards  the  left,  and  the  closing  in  of 
the  eastern  bills  upon  the  river,  gave  warning  of 
our  approach  to  the  hermit's  dwelling*  Every 
minute  now  appeared  like  the  last  of  existence  j 
and  I  felt  a  sinking  of  despair  at  my  heart,  which 
would  have  been  intolerable,  had  not  a  resolution 
that  suddenly,  and  as  if  by  inspiration,  occurred  to 
met  presented  a  glimpse  of  hope,  which^  Id  some 
degree,  ealroed  my  fctilings. 

Much  as  I  had,  all  my  life,  despised  hypocrisy  — 
the  very  sect  I  had  embraeM  being  chiciy  recom- 
mended to  me  hy  the  war  tbey  eonUaued  to  wage 
upon  the  cant  of  all  other* — it  was,  neverthelesa, 
in  bypocriny  ibat  1  now  scrupled  not  to  take  refuge 
from  that  calamity  which  to  me  was  far  worse  than 
either  shame  or  deatli,  iny  separation  from  Alethe* 
In  my  despair,  I  adopted  the  huniillating  plan  — 
deeply  humiliating  as  I  felt  it  to  be,  even  aiutd  the 
joy  with  which  I  welcomed  it^-of  offeriog  myself 
to  this  hermit,  us  a  convert  to  his  faith,  and  thus 
beoombg  the  fellow -disciple  of  Alethe  under  his 
care  I 

From  the  moment  I  resolved  upon  this  plan  my 
spirit  felt  lightened.  Though  having  fully  before 
my  eyes  the  mean  labyrinth  of  imposture  into 
which  it  would  lead  me,  I  thotight  of  nothing  but 
the  chance  of  owr  continuing  still  together.  In 
this  hope,  all  pride^  all  philosophy,  was  forgotten, 
and  every  thing  MCined  tolerable,  but  the  prospect 
of  losing  her 

Thus  resolvcti,  it  was  with  somewhat  less  reluc* 
tont  feelings  that  I  now  undertook,  at  the  anxious 
desire  of  my  companion,  to  ascertain  the  site  of 
that  well-known  mountain  in  the  neighbourhood 


of  which  the  anchoret's  dwelling  lay.  We  had 
already  passed  one  or  two  stupendous  rocks,  which 
stood,  detached,  like  fortresses,  over  the  river's 
brink,  and  which  in  some  degree  corresponded  with 
the  description  on  the  leaf.  So  little  was  there  of 
life  now  stirring  along  the  sliores,  that  I  had  begun 
almost  to  despair  of  any  assistance  from  inquiry, 
when»  on  looking  to  the  western  bank,  I  saw  a 
boatman  among  the  sedges,  towing  his  small  boat, 
with  some  diflBculty,  up  the  current.  Hailing  him 
as  we  passed,  I  asked, —  »*  Where  stands  the  Jlomi- 
tain  of  the  Birds  •  ?'* — and  he  had  hardly  lime,  as 
he  pointed  above  as,  to  answer  **  There,"  when  we 
perceived  that  we  were  just  then  entering  into  the 
shadow,  which  this  mighty  rock  flings  across  the 
whole  of  the  flood. 

In  a  few  moments  we  had  reached  the  mouth  of 
the  ravine,  of  which  the  Mountain  of  the  Birds 
forms  one  of  the  sides,  and  (hrough  which  the 
scanty  eanal  from  the  Nile  flows.  At  the  sight  of 
this  AwfuL  ciiasm,  withm  some  of  whose  dreary  re- 
cesses (if  we  had  rightly  interpreted  the  leaf  j  the 
dwelling  of  the  Solitary  was  to  he  found,  our  voices 
sunk  at  once  inio  a  kiw  whisper,  while  Alethe 
turned  round  to  me  with  a  look  of  awe  and  eager* 
ness,  as  if  doubtful  whether  1  had  not  already  dis- 
appeared from  her  side.  A  quick  movement, 
however,  of  her  hand  towards  the  ravine,  told  too 
pliiiiily  that  her  purpose  was  still  nncbaDged.  Im- 
mediately checking,  therefore,  with  my  oars,  the 
career  of  our  boat,  I  succeeded,  after  do  small 
exertion,  in  luming  it  out  of  the  current  of  the 
rirer,  and  steering  into  this  bleak  and  stagnant 
canaL 

Our  transition  from  life  and  bloout  to  the  very 
depth  of  desolation  was  immediate.  While  thu 
water  on  one  side  of  the  ravine  lay  buried  in 
shadow,  the  white  skeleton-like  crags  of  the  other 
stood  aloft  in  the  pale  glare  of  moonlight.  The 
singgish  stream  throcigb  which  we  moved  yielded 
sullenly  to  the  oar,  and  the  shriek  of  a  few  water- 
birds,  which  we  had  roused  from  their  fastnessofi, 
was  succeeded  by  a  silence,  so  dead  and  awful,  that 
our  lips  seemed  afraid  to  disburb  it  by  a  breath  ; 
and  half- whispered  ejtclamations.  **  How  dreary  V* 
—  **  iiow  dismal !" — were  almost  the  only  words 
exchanged  between  us. 

We  bad  proceeded  for  some  time  through  this 
gloomy  delile,  when,  at  a  short  distance  before  us, 
among  the  rocks  upon  which  the  moonlight  fell, 
we  could  perceive,  on  a  ledge  elevated  but  a  little 
above  the  canal,  a  small  hut  or  cave,  which,  from 


>  Tbcrt  hM 
wrfl«rs,  with 


much  cootroiTfTfy  unonf  tha  Ar«liliui 
to  the  tit*  ot  thli  taouatiiUi,  (or  which 
loa.  I.  art.  Jmomm. 
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a  tree  or  tiro  plantivl  an>und  it,  hoA  fiom«  appear- 
ance of  being  ihe  abode  of  a  hutnau  being*  "  This, 
tht»n/'  thouglit  f,  "J8  the  boiiie  to  wbich  she  is 
destinL'iir* — A  chill  of  despair  came  again  over 
my  heart,  and  tbi*  Oiirs,  as  I  sat  gazing,  lay  mo- 
tionless in  my  handH» 

I  found  AletbCt  too^  whose  eyes  had  canght  the 
same  oljccl,  druwing  clioser  to  my  side  than  she 
had  yet  ventiirc*d.  Laying  her  hand  agitatedly 
upon  mine,  *■  'V^'e  roust  here»"  said  she,  "  part  for 
even"  I  turned  to  ber  as  she  spoke  -,  there  was  a 
tendtmess,  a  despondeney,  in  her  cournenance, 
that  at  once  saddened  and  inflamed  my  bouI. 
**  Part  1  *'  I  exclaimed*  passionately  —  **  No  I  —  the 
same  God  shall  receive  n&  both.  Thy  faith, 
Ak'the,  shaH,  from  this  hour,  he  mine  j  and  I  will 
live  and  die  in  ibis  desert  with  thee  !'* 

Her  surprise,  her  delifi^ht,  at  these  words  was 
like  a  momentary  delirium.  The  wildt  anxious 
smile,  wiih  which  she  IcKiked  into  my  faee*  as  if  to 
aEcertain  whether  she  hud  indeed  beard  my  words 
angbr,  bespoke  a  happini^ss  too  mncb  for  reason  to 
Iwar,  At  length,  the  fulness  of  h<^r  heart  found 
relief  in  tears  \  and,  murmuring  forth  an  iaeoherent 
blessing  on  my  naroe,  she  let  her  head  fail  languidly 
and  powerlessly  on  my  arm.  The  light  from  our 
boat-fire  shone  upon  her  face.  I  saw  her  eyes, 
whieh  she  had  closed  for  a  moment*  again  opening 
upon  me  with  the  earn e  tenderness,  and — mereifuJ 
Providence,  bow  I  rememhiT  that  moment  I^ — was 
on  the  point  of  bending  down  my  lips  towards  hers, 
when,  suddenly ,  in  the  oir  above  us,  as  if  coming 
direct  from  heaven^  there  burst  forth  a  strain  of 
choral  music,  that  with  its  solemn  sweetness  filled 
the  whole  valley. 

Breaking  away  from  my  caress  at  these  super* 
natural  sounds,  the  maiden  threw  herself  trembling 
upon  lier  knees,  and,  not  daring  to  look  up,  ex- 
claimed wildly,  "  My  mother,  oh  my  mother  I" 

It  was  the  Christian's  morning  hymn  that  we 
heard  ; — the  same,  ns  I  learned  afterwards,  thnt,  on 
their  high  terrace  at  Memphis,  she  bad  been  taught 
by  her  mother  to  King  to  the  rissng  sun, 

S<?arcely  less  startled  than  iny  companion,  I 
looked  up,  and  s:iw,  at  the  very  summit  of  the 
rock  above  us,  a  lighf^  oppearing  to  come  from  a 
smali  opening  or  window,  tlirough  which  those 
sounds  likewise,  that  had  appeared  to  nie  srj  sn- 
pernatural,  issueJ.  There  could  be  no  doubt,  that 
wc  had  now  foond  — if  not  the  dwelling  of  the 
anchoret — at  least,  the  haunt  of  some  of  the 
Chriiitian  brotherhood  of  these  rocks,  by  whose 
assistance  we  could  not  fail  to  find  tbe  place  of  bis 
retreaL 

The  agitation,  into  wliich  Ale  the  had  been 
thrown  b)'  the  first  burst  of  that  psalmody,  &oon 


yielded  to  the  sc»ftening  reeollections  trbicb  it' 
brought  back ;  and  a  calm  came  over  her  brow^ 
such  as  it  bad  never  before  worn,  since  we  met* 
She  seemed  to  feel  as  if  she  had  now  reakched  her  I 
destined  haven,  and  hailed,  as  the  voice  of  heaves  | 
itself,  those  solemn  sounds  by  which  she  wais  w*ri- 
comed  to  it. 

In  her  tranquillity,  however,  I  was  Yerj  far  from 
yet  sympathising.  Full  of  impatience  to  learo  ail 
that  aw  ailed  her  as  well  as  mvself,  I  pnsbcd  otir 
boat  close  to  the  base  of  Ihe  rock,  so  as  to  brijig  it 
directly  tinder  that  lighted  window  on  thesammttr 
to  explore  my  way  up  to  which  was  now  my  iia^ 
mediate  object.  Having  hastily  received  my 
Btructions  from  Alelbe,  and  made  her  repeat  aga] 
the  name  of  the  Christian  whom  we  soaght, 
sprang  upon  the  bank,  and  was  not  long  io  dis- 
covering a  sort  of  path,  or  stairway,  cat  rade!j 
out  of  the  rock,  and  leadiog,  as  I  fouod,  by 
windings,  up  the  steep. 

After  ascending  for  some  time,  I  arrived  at  a 
level  space  or  ledge,  which  the  hand  of  labour  had 
succeedi'd  in  converting  into  a  garden  ',  and  which 
was  planted,  here  and  there,  with  fig-treea  aod 
palms.  Around  it,  too,  t  Cfmld  perceive,  throagb 
the  glimmering  light,  a  number  of  small  caves  or 
grottos,  into  some  of  which,  humazi  beings  migbl 
find  an  entrance ;  while  others  appeared  ut 
larger  dimensions  than  those  tombs  of  the  Sacrv4 
Birds  which  are  seen  ranged  around  Lake  M<£riai 

I  was  still,  I  found,  but  half-way  up  Ihe  asceni 
nor  was  there  visible  any  further  means  of  eon- 
linuing  my  course,  as  the  mountain  from  heni 
rose,  almost   perpendicularly,   like   a    wall, 
length,  however,  on  exploring  more  closely*  1 
covered  behind  the  shade  of  a  fig-tree  a  larj 
ladder  of  wood,  resting  firmly  against  the  roc 
and  affording  an  easy  and  safe  ascent  ap  the  ttee] 

Having  ascertained  ihus  far,  I  again  deaeende^ 
to  the  boat  for  Alcthe,  whom  I  found  irembUnj 
already  at  her  short  solitude  j  and  having  kd  h< 
up  the  fttairwuy  tn  this  quiet  garden,  left  berlodj 
tliere  securely,  amid  its  holy  science,  while  1  pu] 
sued  my  way  upward  to  the  light  uj>on  the  rock. 

At  the  top  of  the  long  ladder  I  found  myself  oo 
another  ledge  or  platform,  somewhat  smaller  tliAD 
the  first,  but  planted  in  the  same  manner,  with  Lrrea, 
and,  as  I  could  perceive  by  the  mingled  light  of 
morning  and  the  moon,  cmbeUiahed  with  6ower% 
I  was  now  near  the  summit ;  —  there  remained  but 
another  short  ascent,  and,  as  a  ladder  against  llie 
rock  supplied,  as  before,  the  means  of  sealing  if. 


1  Tl<c  miiiiki  o(  Jitmint  Sln^i  {^am  ta.f§\  hart  t«9wred 
mer  nrftr  ffr»<r  ftcrri  of  the  nakud  rocki  frlili  fTultl^  j 
sad  orchmrdi. 
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I  vafl  in  a  few  mmules  at  tlie  opening^  from  vhicb 
the  light  issUK^d. 

I  hiid  ascended  gently,  &■  wt;!]  from  a  feeling  of 
awe  at  the  whok  scene,  as  from  an  unwillingnefis 
to  diltiirb  rudely  the  rites  on  which  I  intnided. 
My  approAcbt  therefore,  bemg  uahcard,  an  oppor- 
taotty  wai,  for  some  moments,  aflorded  me  of  ob» 
aenring^  the  groap  witbio,  before  my  appearance  at 
the  window  iira«  discovered* 

la  the  middle  of  the  apartment^  which  seemed 
to  have  been  once  a  Pagan  oratory,  there  was  col* 
lected  an  assembly  of  about  seven  or  eight  persons, 
some  mjitc,  some  fenmle,  kneeling  in  silence  round 
a  small  altar  ?  —  while,  among  them,  as  if  presiding 
over  their  solemn  ceremony',  stcwjd  iin  aged  man,  ' 
who,  at  [he  moment  of  my  arrival,  was  presenting  ' 
to  one  of  the  female  worshippera  an  alabaster  cup,  ' 
which  Rhe  applied,  with    profound  rcverence»  to 
her   lips.      The   Tenemble    countenance   of    the  , 
minister,  as  he  pronounced  a  short  prayer  over  her 
head,  wore  an  cxpressioD  of  profuimd  feeling  that 
showed  how  wholly  he  was  ab»'jrbcd  i»  that  rite  \  ' 
and  w  hen  she  had  drank  of  the  cup  —  whiib  I  saw 
hod  engraven  oo  its  *ide  the  image  of  a  head ', 
with  a  ^dory  round  it  —  the  holy  man  bent  down 
and  kiised  her  forehead.'  | 

Arier  tliis  parting  salutation,  tbe  whole  grotip 
rose  silently  from  their  knees;  and  it  was  then,  for 
ihe  first  time,  that,  by  a  cry  of  terror  from  one  of 
the  women,  the  appearance  of  a  stranger  at  the 
window  was  discovered.  The  whole  as»emh]y 
seemed  startled  and  alarmed,  except  him,  ihal 
su|x;rior  person,  who,  advancing  from  the  altar, 
with  an  unmoved  look»  ruined  the  latch  of  the  door 
adjinning  to  the  window,  and  admitted  me. 

There  wa«,  in  this  old  man's  fcaturef^  a  mixture 
of  elevation  and  fiweetnesB,of  simplicity  and  energy, 
which  commanded  at  once  attachment  and  hom:i|?e  ; 
and  half  bupiag,  half  fearioj::,  to  £ind  in  him  the 
destined  gnardian  of  Alethe,  I  looked  anxiotuly  in 
his  face,  as  I  entered,  and  pronounced  the  name 
**  Melaniua  I"*^**  Melanius  is  my  name,  young 
stranger,'*  he  answered  s  "and  whether  in  friend* 
ship  or  in  enmity  thou  eomest,  Melauius  blcKses 
thee/'  Thus  saying,  he  made  a  sign  with  his 
right  hand  above  my  head,  w}iile,  with  iuvoluntai'y 
respect,  t  bowed  beneatli  the  benediction. 

**  Let  this  vuhiine,*'  I  replied,  **  answer  for  the 
peacefitln€i»6  of  my  mission  "  —  at  the  &:imc  tiuiCt 

1  Tlipr*  WM  yitolljr.  Trriuitimn  tella  u«,  ibe  tmaseof  Chrl*t 

on  Iho  cunimMlliull'trupi. 

«  '•  \Vu  ATI*  ratlirrdUpa««d  to  lnr«r,**  i«ja  the  t«t«  BisJkopqf 
Liiuoim,  In  hit  t«ry  leniibto  irork  oil  TortulkiAii,  **  thai,  mi 
Ih*  co«c1ti«lnn  of  fcll  iMr  meeting*  far  tb«  piirpo**  of  cl»irO' 
tiuti.ebeesrljr  CbrUUjuit  mnn  acctutomvd  to  glte  tb*  kdM 


placing  in  his  hands  the  copy  of  the  Scriptures 
which  had  l>een  his  own  gljfl  to  the  moihcr  of 
Alethe,  and  which  ber  child  now  brought  as  the 
credential  of  her  claims  on  his  protection.  At  the 
sight  of  this  sacred  pledge,  which  he  iostamly 
recognised,  the  solemnity  that  had  at  firtl  marked 
his  recepiion  of  roe  softened  into  tenderness. 
Thoughts  of  other  times  appeared  to  pass  through 
his  mind  ;  and  as,  with  a  sigh  of  recollection,  he 
took  the  book  from  my  bands,  some  words  on  the 
outer  leaf  caught  his  eye.  They  were  few  —  but 
contained,  most  probably,  the  last  wishes  of  the 
dying  Theora  ;  for,  as  he  read  thera  over  eagerly, 
1  saw  tears  in  his  aged  eyes.  **  The  trust,**  he 
said,  with  a  faltering  voice,  *'is  precious  and  sacred, 
and  God  will  enable,  L  hope,  his  servant  to  guard 
it  faithfully;* 

During  this  short  dialogue,  tbe  other  perscma  cif 
the  assembly  bad  departed  —  being,  as  I  afterwards 
learned^  brethren  from  tbe  neighbouring  bank  of 
the  Nile,  who  came  thus  secretly  before  daybreak  ', 
to  join  in  worshipping  their  God,  Fearfbl  lest 
their  descent  down  the  rock  might  alarm  Alethe, 
I  linrried  briefly  over  the  few  words  of  explanation 
ihat  remainerl.  and  leaving  the  venerable  Christian 
to  follow  at  his  kisure,  hastened  aniiously  down 
to  rejoin  the  young  maiden. 


CHAPTER  XVL 

AJelanius  was  one  of  the  first  of  tho«e  aealous 
Christians  of  l^gypt,  who,  following  the  recent  ex- 
ample of  the  hermit,  Paul,  bode  farewell  to  all  the 
comforts  of  social  existence,  and  betook  themselves 
to  a  life  of  contemplation  In  the  desert  t^'M 
selfish,  however,  in  his  piety,  llian  most  of  these 
ascetics,  Melanius  forgot  not  the  world  in  leaTing 
it.  He  knew  that  man  was  not  bom  to  live  wholly 
for  himself;  that  his  relation  to  human  kind  was 
that  of  the  link  to  the  chain,  and  that  even  bis 
solitude  should  be  turaed  to  the  advantage  of  others. 
In  flying,  therefore,  from  the  din  and  duitarhanoe 
of  life,  he  sought  not  to  place  himself  beyond  the 
reach  of  its  sympathies,  but  selected  a  retreat 
where  he  could  eoinhioe  all  the  ad vaDtagea  of  soli- 
tude with  those  opportunities  of  bciqg  useful  to  hit 


of  |i«r«.  In  token  of  the  brolhvrly  lore  cutMUttai  lN>twaeii 
tb«in.** 

*  It  iTJU  among  the  sSWMatiaiii  of  Cetivt  ■falntC  tl*« 
nirlAtiAQt,  thAt  itier  b«ltl  iWl?  «M«nibtte»  pHTuftrtf .  «iu1  eun- 
tt^Tj  to  U«r ;  «nJ  an*  af  tbo  Ai^r^crt,  In  Ui«  rurlou*  «wit 
of  JdimmciHM  Ft/ir,  caJli  I  ho  Clirl>(Luu  "  Utrbrouct  ludl^ifta 
natlo," 
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fellow-men,  which  a  neighbourhood  to  their  popa- 
lons  hannts  would  afford. 

That  taste  for  the  gloom  of  subterranean  recesses, 
which  the  race  of  Misraim  inherit  from  their  Ethi- 
opian ancestors,  had,  by  hollowing  out  all  Egypt 
into  carerns  and  crypts,  supplied  these  Christian 
anchorets  with  an  ample  choice  of  retreats.  Ac- 
cordingly, some  found  a  shelter  in  the  grottos  of 
Elethya ;  —  others,  among  the  royal  tombs  of  the 
Thebald.  In  the  middle  of  the  Seven  Valleys  i, 
where  the  sun  rarely  shines,  a  few  have  fixed  their 
dim  and  melancholy  retreat ;  while  others  have 
sought  the  neighbourhood  of  the  red  Lakes  of 
Nitria^  and  there,  like  those  Pagan  solitaries  of 
old,  who  fixed  their  dwelling  among  the  palm-trees 
near  the  Dead  Sea,  pass  their  whole  lives  in  musing 
amidst  the  sterility  of  nature,  and  seem  to  find,  in 
her  desolation,  peace. 

It  was  on  one  of  the  mountains  of  the  Said,  to 
the  east  of  the  nver,  that  Melanius,  as  we  have 
seen,  chose  his  place  of  seclusion  —  having  all  the 
life  and  fertility  of  the  Nile  on  one  side,  and  the 
lone,  dismal  barrenness  of  the  desert  on  the  other. 
Half  way  down  this  mountain,  where  it  impends 
over  the  ravine,  he  found  a  series  of  caves  or  grot- 
tos dug  out  of  the  rock,  which  had,  in  other  times, 
ministered  to  some  purpose  of  mystery,  but  whose 
use  had  long  been  forgotten,  and  their  recesses 
abandoned. 

To  this  place,  after  the  banishment  of  his  great 
master,  Origen,  Melanius,  with  a  few  faithful  fol- 
lowers, retired,  and  there,  by  the  example  of  his 
innocent  life,  as  well  as  by  his  fervid  eloquence, 
succeeded  in  winning  crowds  of  converts  to  his 
faith.  Placed,  as  he  was,  in  the  neighbourhood 
of  the  rich  city,  Antinoc  \  though  he  mingled  not 
with  its  multitude,  his  name  and  his  fame  were 
ever  among  them,  and,  to  all  who  sought  after  in- 
struction or  consolation,  the  cell  of  the  hermit  was 
always  open. 

Notwithstanding  the  rigid  abstinence  of  his  own 
habits,  he  was  yet  careful  to  provide  for  the  com- 
forts of  others.  Content  with  a  rude  pallet  of  straw, 
himself,  he  had  always  for  the  stranger  a  less 
homely  resting-place.  From  his  grotto,  the  way- 
faring and  the  indigent  never  went  unrefreshed  ; 
and,  with  the  aid  of  some  of  his  brethren,  he  had 
formed  gardens  along  the  ledges  of  the  mountain, 
which  gave  an  air  of  life  and  cheerfulness  to  his 


1  See  Maemy^i  account  or  these  Talleyi,  given  by  Quatre- 
m^re,  torn.  I.  p.  4A0. 

*  For  a  striking  description  of  tliit  region,  see  "  Itamrses,** 
a  work  which,  though  in  general  too  technical  and  elaborate, 
shows,  in  many  passages,  to  what  picturesque  effects  the 
scenery  and  mythology  of  Egypt  may  be  made  subscfTlent. 


rocky  dwelling,  and  supplied  him  witli  the  dikf 
necessaries  of  such  a  climate  —  fiiiit  and  shade. 

Though  the  acquaintance  he  bad  formed  with 
the  mother  of  Alethe,  during  the  short  period  of 
her  attendance  at  the  school  of  Origen,  was  soon 
interrupted,  and  never  afterwards  renewed,  the 
interest  which  he  had  then  taken  in  her  &te  was 
far  too  lively  to  be  forgotten.  He  had  seen  the 
zeal  with  which  her  young  heart  welcomed  in- 
struction; and  the  thought  that  so  promising  a 
candidate  for  heaven  should  hare  relapsed  into 
idolatry,  came  often,  with  disquieting  apprehension, 
over  his  mind. 

It  was,  therefore,  with  true  pleasure,  that,  bat  a 
year  or  two  before  Theora*s  death,  he  had  learned 
by  a  private  communication  from  her,  transmitted 
through  a  Christian  embalmer  of  Memphis,  that 
**  not  only  had  her  own  heart  taken  root  in  the 
faith,  but  that  a  new  bud  had  flowered  with  the 
same  divine  hope ;  and  that,  ere  long,  he  might 
see  them  both  transplanted  to  the  desert" 

The  coming,  therefore,  of  Alethe  was  far  less  a 
surprise  to  him,  than  her  coming  thus  alone  was  a 
shock  and  a  sorrow ;  and  the  silence  of  their  first 
meeting  showed  how  painfully  both  remembered 
that  the  tie  which  had  brought  them  together  was 
no  longer  of  this  world — that  the  hand,  which 
should  have  been  then  joined  with  theirs,  was 
mouldering  in  the  tomb.  I  now  saw,  that  even 
religion  like  his  was  not  proof  against  the  sadness 
of  mortality.  For,  as  the  old  man  pot  aside  the 
ringlets  from  her  forehead,  and  contemplated  in 
that  clear  countenance  the  reflection  of  what  her 
mother  had  been,  there  mingled  a  monmfalness 
with  his  piety,  as  he  said,  "  Heaven  rest  her  soul  I " 
which  showed  how  little  even  the  certainty  of  a 
heaven  for  those  we  love  can  reconcile  us  to  the 
pain  of  having  lost  them  on  earth. 

The  full  light  of  day  had  now  risen  upon  the 
desert,  and  our  host,  reminded,  by  the  faint  looks 
of  Alethe,  of  the  many  anxious  hours  we  had 
passed  without  sleep,  proposed  that  we  should 
seek,  in  the  chambers  of  the  rock,  such  rest  as  a 
hermit's  dwelling  could  offer.  Pointing  to  one  of 
the  largest  of  these  opening^  as  he  addressed 
me — "  Thou  wilt  find,"  he  said,  **  in  that  grotto 
a  bed  of  fresh  doum  leaves,  and  may  the  con- 
sciousness of  having  protected  the  orphan  sweeten 
thy  sleep ! " 


3  From  the  position  assigned  to  Antinoe  In  this  work,  w« 
should  conclude  that  it  extended  much  fkrther  to  the  north, 
than  the  few  ruins  of  it  that  remain  would  seem  to  indtcatc, 
and  that  the  distance  between  the  city  and  the  Mountain  of 
the  Birds  was  considerably  less  than  what  it  appears  to  be  at 
present 
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I  ft;U  fiQw  dearly  this  praise  had  been  eartiu<l, 
and  alreudj  altnust  repented  of  buving  deserved 
it.  There  was  a  sadness  In  the  couDlenarice  of 
Alethe^  as  I  took  loavc  of  her,  to  which  the  fore- 
bodmgs  of  my  own  hejut  hut  t«xj  faithfully  re- 
sponded I  nor  could  [  help  feu  ring,  as  her  hand 
parted  lingerin gty  from  mine,  that  I  had^  by  this 
sacfifice,  ptaeed  her  beyond  my  reach  for  ever* 

Having  lighted  for  me  a  bunp,  which,  in  these 
recesses,  even  ut  noon^  is  oeeessary,  the  holy  nan 
led  me  to  the  intrance  of  the  grotto.  And  here,  I 
hi  ash  to  say,  my  career  of  hypocrisy  began. 
With  the  sole  view  of  obtaining  anothel-  glance 
al  Ale  the,  I  tnnied  humbly  lo  solicit  the  benedic- 
tion of  the  Christian,  and,  having  conveyed  to  her, 
while  bending  reverently  down,  as  much  of  the 
deep  feeling  of  my  soul  as  looks  cotild  express,  I 
theo,  with  a  desponding  spirit,  hurried  into  the 
cavern. 

A  short  passage  It^d  me  to  the  chamber  within  — 
the  walls  of  which  I  found  covered,  tike  those  of 
the  grottos  of  Lycopolis,  with  paintings,  whicK, 
though  executed  long  ages  ago,  looked  as  fresh  as 
if  their  colours  were  but  laid  <m  yesterday.  They 
were»  all  of  them,  representations  of  rural  and 
domestic  scenes ;  and,  in  the  greater  number,  the 
mekncholy  imagination  of  the  artist  had  calletl  in, 
as  usual,  the  presence  of  Death,  to  throw  his 
shadow  over  the  pietnrc. 

My  attention  was  particularly  drawn  to  one 
series  of  subjects,  throughout  the  whole  of  which 
the  same  gronp  —  conaisting  of  a  youth,  a  maiden, 
and  two  aged  persons,  who  appeared  to  be  the 
fether  and  mother  of  the  girl  —  were  represented 
in  all  the  details  of  their  daily  life.  The  lo<iks 
aod  attitudes  of  the  young  people  denoted  that 
they  were  lovers  ;  and,  sometimes,  ihey  were  seen 
silting  under  a  canopy  of  flowers,  with  their  eyes 
fixed  on  each  other's  faces,  as  though  th*^y  could 
nerer  look  away  ;  sometimes,  they  appeared  walk- 
ing along  the  banks  of  the  Nile^ — 

_ — —  an  one  af  thntm  f  weet  otghts 
Wlicn  Ui$,  the  pure>  lUr  of  lo«cr»  ■,  Itghti 
Hirr  tjriijjil  crr»ecnt  o'er  iht  holy  ttr«fURi^ 
Wh«Ti  wandering  jrouthi  and  moidcni  wuuh  her  beam, 
And  nuiubor  oVr  the  nij^htc  the  bath  to  run. 
Ere  *b*>  again  nnlmiCv  brr  bridrgrixim  ■uiiJ 

Through  all  theac  scenes  of  endearment  the 
twt*  elder  persons  stood  by; — their  calm  coun- 
teoances  touched  with  a  share  of  that  bliss^  in 
whose  perfect  light  the  young  lovers  were  basking. 
Thus  far,  all  was  hnppiucss  ;  —  hTit  the  sad  lesson 
of  mortality  was  yet  to  come.    In  the  last  picture 

»  V(i|<^  Ptt^tartk.  ttr  hid, 

*  "  t'onjuD^liu  «olh  cum  I  urns,  ijimm]  eit  veluil  utrtu*qTi« 
eomMaUlun.**    jMbtomiJti* 


of  the  series,  one  of  the  figures  was  missing.  It 
was  that  of  the  young  maiden,  who  had  disappeared 
from  among  them.  <Jn  the  brink  of  a  dark  lake 
stood  the  three  who  remained  ;  while  a  boat,  jiiat 
deporting  for  the  City  of  the  Dead,  told  too  plainly 
the  end  of  their  dream  of  happiness. 

This  memorial  of  a  sorrow  of  other  limes — of  a 
sorrow,  ancient  as  death  itself — was  not  wanting 
to  deepen  the  melancholy  of  my  mind,  or  to  add 
to  the  weight  of  the  arnny  bodiogs  that  pressed 
upon  it. 

Af^er  a  night,  oa  it  seemed,  of  anxious  and  un- 
sleepinpr  thought,  I  rose  from  my  bed  and  returned 
to  the  garden.  I  found  the  Christian  alone  — 
sealed,  under  the  shade  of  one  of  his  trees,  at  a 
small  table,  on  which  there  lay  a  volume  unrolled, 
while  a  beautiful  antelope  was  sleeping  at  his  feeu 
Struck  by  the  contrast  which  he  presented  to  those 
haughty  priests,  whom  I  had  seen  surrounded  by 
the  pomp  and  gorgeousness  of  temples,  "  Is  this, 
then,"  thought  I,  **  the  faith  before  which  the 
world  now  trembles — its  temple  the  desert,  its 
treasury  a  book,  and  its  High  Priest  the  solitary 
dweller  of  the  rock  ?  " 

He  had  prepared  for  me  a  simple,  but  hospitable 
repast,  of  which  fruits  from  his  own  garden,  the 
white  bread  of  Olyra,  and  the  juice  of  the  honey* 
cane,  formeil  the  most  costly  luxuries^  His  man- 
ner to  me  was  even  more  cordial  and  fatherly  than 
bi'fore  ;  hut  the  absence  of  Alethe,  and,  still  more, 
the  ominous  reserve,  with  which  he  not  only,  him- 
self, reiVained  from  all  mention  of  her  name,  but 
eluded  the  few  inquiries,  by  which  I  sought  to  lead 
to  it,  seemed  to  confirm  all  the  apprehensions  I 
had  felt  in  parting  from  her. 

She  bad  acquainted  him,  it  was  evident,  with 
the  whole  history  of  onr  flight.  3Iy  reputntion  as 
a  philosopher — my  desire  to  become  a  Christian 
—  all  was  already  known  to  the  isealous  anchoret, 
and  the  subject  of  my  conversion  was  the  very 
first  on  which  he  entered.  Oh,  pride  of  philoso- 
phy, liow  wcrt  thou  then  htimbled,  and  with  what 
i^hame  did  I  stand  in  the  presence  of  that  vene- 
rable man,  not  daring  to  let  my  eyes  encounter 
his,  while,  with  unhciitating  trust  in  the  sineerily 
of  my  iotention,  he  welcomed  me  to  a  partici|)aiioQ 
of  his  holy  hope,  and  imprinted  the  Kiss  of  Cha- 
rity  on  my  inJidel  brow  1 

Embamuaed  as  I  conld  not  but  feel  by  the  ba^ 
miliating  consciousness  of  hypocrisy,  I  was  even 
still  more  perplexed  by  my  almost  total  ignorance 
of  the  real  teneta  of  the  fiiith  to  which  I  professed 
myself  a  convert.  Abaahed  and  eonfased,  and 
with  a  heart  aick  at  tfs  own  deceit,  I  listened  to 
the  animated  and  ehM^ucnt  gratnbtmns  of  the 
Christian,  as  thoogh  they  were  words  in  a  dream, 
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without  any  link  or  meaning ;  nor  could  disgoise 
but  by  the  mockery  of  a  reverent  bow,  at  every 
panse,  the  total  want  of  self-possession,  and  even 
of  speech,  under  which  I  laboured. 

'A  few  minutes  more  of  such  trial,  and  I  must 
have  avowed  my  imposture.  Bot  the  holy  man 
perceived  my  embarrassment ; — and,  whether  mis- 
taking it  for  awe,  or  knowing  it  to  be  ignorance, 
relieved  me  from  my  perplexity  by,  at  once, 
changing  the  theme.  Having  gently  awakened 
his  antelope  from  its  sleep,  "  You  have  doubtless,** 
he  said,  **  heard  of  my  brother-anchoret,  Paul, 
who,  from  his  cave  in  the  marble  mountains,  near 
the  Red  Sea,  sends  hourly  the  blessed  *  sacri6ce 
of  thanksgiving*  to  heaven.  Of  his  walks,  they 
tell  me,  a  lion  is  the  companion  < ;  but,  for  me,*'  he 
added  with  a  playful  and  significant  smile,  *'  who 
try  my  powers  of  taming  but  on  the  gentler  ani- 
mals, thb  feeble  child  of  the  desert  is  a  far  fitter 
playmate.**  Then,  taking  his  staff,  and  putting 
the  time-worn  volume  which  he  had  been  perusing 
into  a  large  goat-skin  pouch,  that  hung  by  his 
side,  "I  will  now,"  said  he,  "  conduct  thee  over 
my  rocky  kingdom,  that  thou  mayest  see  in  what 
drear  and  barren  places  that  *  sweet  fruit  of  the 
spirit,'  Peace,  may  be  gathered.** 

To  speak  of  peace  to  a  heart  throbbing,  as  mine 
did,  at  that  moment,  was  like  talking  of  some  dis- 
tant harbour  to  the  mariner  sinking  at  sea.  In 
vain  did  I  look  around  for  some  sign  of  Alethe  ; — 
in  vain  make  an  effort  even  to  utter  her  name. 
Consciousness  of  my  own  deceit,  as  well  as  a  fear 
of  awakening  in  the  mind  of  Melanius  any  sus- 
picion that  might  tend  to  frustrate  my  only  hope, 
threw  a  fetter  over  my  spirit,  and  checked  my 
tongue.  In  humble  silence,  therefore,  I  followed ; 
while  the  cheerful  old  man,  with  slow,  but  firm 
step,  ascended  the  rock,  by  the  same  ladders  which 
I  had  mounted  on  the  preceding  night 

During  the  time  when  the  Decian  Persecution 
was  raging,  many  Christians,  as  he  told  me,  of  the 
neighbourhood  had  taken  refuge  under  his  protec- 
tion, in  these  grottos;  and  the  small  chapel  upon 
the  summit,  where  I  had  found  his  flock  at  prayer, 
was,  in  those  awful  times  of  suffering,  their  usual 
place  of  retreat,  where,  by  drawing  up  these  lad- 
ders, they  were  enabled  to  secure  themselves  from 
pursuit 

The  view,  from  the  top  of  the  rock,  extending 
on  either  side,  embraced  the  two  extremes  of  fer- 
tility and  desolation  ;  nor  could  the  Epicurean 
and  the  Anchoret,  who  now  stood  gazing  from 
that  height,  be  at  any  loss  to  indulge  their  respec- 


1  M.  Ckdteambrfemd  baa  Introduced  Paul  and  hU  lion  into 
the  Martyrs,  Mr.  x\. 


tive  tastes,  between  the  living  laxariance  of  the 
world  on  one  side,  and  the  dead,  pulseless  repose 
of  the  desert  on  the  other.  When  we  turned  to 
the  river,  what  a  picture  of  animation  presented  it- 
self!  Near  us  to  the  south,  were  the  graoefbl 
colonnades  of  Antinoe,  its  proud,  popnloos  street^ 
and  triumphal  monuments.  On  the  opposite 
shore,  rich  plains,  all  teeming  with  cultivation  to 
the  water's  edge,  seemed  to  offer  np,  as  fVom  ^r- 
dant  altars,  their  fruits  to  the  sun  ;  while,  beneath 
us,  the  Kile 

the  gloriott*  ilream. 

That  late  between  it«  banks  was  seen  to  Rllde  — 
With  shrines  and  marble  dties,  on  each  side. 
Glittering,  lilie  Jewels  strting  along  a  chain  — 
Had  now  sent  forth  its  waters,  and  o*er  plain 
And  rall^,  like  a  giant  from  his  beJ 
Rising  with  outstretched  limbs,  superbljr  spr^uL 

From  this  scene,  on  one  side  of  the  mountain,  we  had 
but  to  turn  roimd  our  eyes  to  the  other,  and  it  was 
as  if  Nature  herself  had  become  suddenly  extinct; 
— a  wide  waste  of  sands,  bleak  and  interminable, 
wearying  out  the  sun  with  its  sameness  of  desola- 
tion ; — black,  burnt- up  rocks,  that  stood  as  bar- 
riers, at  which  life  stopped; — while  the  only 
signs  of  animation,  past  or  present,  were  the  foot- 
prints, here  and  there,  of  an  antelope  or  ostrich,  or 
the  bones  of  dead  camels,  as  they  lay  whitening  at 
a  distance,  marking  out  the  track  of  the  caravans 
over  the  waste. 

After  listening,  while  he  contrasted,  in  a  few 
eloquent  words,  the  two  regions  of  life  and  death 
on  whose  confines  we  stood,  I  again  descended 
with  my  guide  to  the  garden  that  we  had  left 
From  thence,  turning  into  a  path  along  the 
mountain-side,  he  led  me  to  another  row  of  grottos, 
facing  the  desert,  which  had  been  once,  he  said, 
the  abode  of  those  brethren  in  Christ,  who  had 
fled  with  him  to  this  solitude  from  the  crowded 
world — but  which  death  had,  within  a  few  short 
months,  rendered  tenantless.  A  cross  of  red  stone, 
and  a  few  faded  trees,  were  the  only  traces  these 
solitaries  had  left  behind. 

A  silence  of  some  minutes  succeeded,  while  we 
descended  to  the  edge  of  the  canal ;  and  I  saw  op- 
posite, among  the  rocks,  that  solitary  cave,  which 
had  so  chilled  me  with  its  aspect  on  the  preceding 
night  Beside  the  bank  we  found  one  of  those 
rustic  boats,  which  the  Eg}'ptians  construct  of 
planks  of  wild  thorn,  bound  rudely  together  with 
bands  of  papyrus.  Placing  ourselves  in  this  boat, 
and  rather  impelling  than  rowing  it  across,  we 
made  our  way  through  the  foul  and  shallow  flood, 
and  landed  directly  under  the  site  of  the  cave. 

This  dwelling  was  situated,  as  I  have  al- 
ready mentioned,  on  a  ledge  of  the  rock ;  and, 
being  provided  with  a  sort  of  window  or  apertafe 
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to  admit  the  ll^ht  of  beaTeii,  was  accounted,  1 
foundt  far  more  cheerful  than  the  gjottos  on  the 
other  side  of  the  ravine.  But  there  was  a  dreari- 
nesi  in  the  whole  region  around^  to  which  light 
only  lent  additional  horror.  The  dead  whiteneM 
of  the  rocks^  as  they  atood^  tike  ghost«,  iti  the  eun- 
sbioe  i  —  that  melacicholj  pool,  half  lost  in  the 
■audi; — all  gave  to  my  mind  the  idea  of  a  wasting 
worlds  To  dwell  in  a  place  so  desolate  seemed 
to  me  a  living  death;  and  when  the  ChristlaDf  as 
we  entered  the  cave»  said,  "  Here  is  to  be  thy 
home,"  prepared  as  I  had  heen  for  the  worst,  all 
my  resolntion  gave  way  ;— every  f(*eling  of  dis- 
appointed passion  andi  hamhled  pride,  which  had 
been  gathering  round  my  heart  for  the  Isst  few 
houn^  found  a  vent  at  once,  and  1  burst  into  tears. 
Accustomed  to  human  weakness,  and  perhaps 
guessing  at  some  of  the  sources  of  mine,  the  good 
Hermit,  withoiit  appearing  to  take  any  Qolice  of 
this  emotion,  proceeded  to  expatiate*  with  a  cheer- 
ful air,  oo,  what  he  called,  the  comforts  of  my 
dwelling.  Sheltered  from  the  dry,  burning  wind 
of  the  south*  my  porch  wonM  inhale,  he  said,  the 
fresh  breeze  of  the  Dog-star.  Fruits  from  his 
own  inonn  tain -garden  should  furnish  my  repast. 
The  well  of  the  neighbouring  rock  would  supply 
my  beverage ;  and  "  here»"  be  continued  —  lower- 
ing Ma  voice  into  a  more  solemn  tone,  as  he  placed 
upon  the  table  the  volume  which  he  bad  brought 
— ^  here,  my  son,  is  that  '  well  of  living  waters," 
in  which  alone  thou  wilt  find  bating  refreshment 
or  peace  !  "  Thus  saying,  he  descended  the  rock 
to  his  boat;  and,  after  a  few  plashes  of  his  oar 
had  died  npon  my  ear,  the  solitude  and  silence 
that  reigned  arotind  me  was  complete. 


CHAPTER  XVIi 

What  a  fate  was  mine! — hut  a  few  weeks  since, 
presiding  over  that  gay  Festival  of  the  Garden, 
with  all  the  luxttriet  of  existence  tributary  in  my 
traiti;  and  now — self-humbled  into  a  solitary'  out- 
cast—  the  hypocritical  pupi!  of  a  Christian  an- 
choret —  without  even  the  excuse  of  religious 
fanaticism^  or  any  other  madness^  hut  that  of  love, 
wild  love,  to  extenuate  my  falll  Were  there  a 
hope  that,  by  this  humiliating  waste  of  existence, 


*  "J«  Til  dull  le  dl^Mrrt  dkt  btroadelln  d'un  srl«  cWr 
oovrme  W  «Al)le  lur  l«i|n«l  e[lr«  To)»nt/*— l>«tto«r 

*  Id  alludlnf  to  Whiiton'*  Idea  of  m  cotnet  hating  caui>cd 
tbodflliife,  M.  Girmr4,  hwlnf  rtmi>rk«>d  that  the  vord  TfpboD 
VBMlli  a  dpliifi*.  aUdj,  "  On  ne  fcMt  enti^ndre  par  l«  icrrit  du 
rCfiM  dft  Tjr j»hon  qui  ovlui  pcDdLuil  l«q  itel  k  <Ulut«  loomla  La 


I  might  purchase  now  and  then  a  momentary 
glimpse  of  Alelhe,  even  the  depths  of  the  desert, 
with  saeh  a  chance,  would  he  welcome.  But  to 
live — and  live  XhuS'^wiiftuut  her,  was  a  misery 
which  I  neither  foresaw  nor  could  eodure. 

ITating  even  to  look  upon  the  den  to  which  1 
was  doomed,  I  hurried  out  into  the  air,  and  found 
my  way,  along  the  rocks^  to  the  desert.  The  sun 
WAS  going  down,  with  that  blood-red  hue,  which 
he  so  often  wears,  in  this  climate,  at  his  setting. 
I  saw  the  sanda,  stretching  out,  like  a  st'a  to  the 
horizon^  u  if  their  waste  extended  to  the  very 
verge  of  the  world  —  and,  in  the  bitterness  of  my 
feelings,  rejoiced  to  see  so  large  a  portion  of  crea- 
tion rescued,  even  by  this  barren  liberty,  from  the 
encroaching  grasp  of  man.  The  thought  seemed 
to  relieve  ray  wounded  pride,  and,  as  I  wandered 
over  the  dim  and  boundless  solitude,  to  be  thus 
free,  even  amidst  blight  and  desolation,  appeared 
to  me  a  ble&sing. 

The  only  living  thing  I  saw  was  a  restless  swal- 
low, whose  wings  were  of  the  same  hue  with  the 
grey  sands  over  which  he  fluttered. '  "  WTiy 
(thought  1)  may  not  the  mind,  like  this  hirdt 
partake  of  the  colour  of  the  desert,  and  sympathise 
in  its  austerity,  its  freedom,  and  its  calm?"  —  thus 
vainly  endeavouring,  between  despondence  and 
defiance,  to  encounter  with  some  degree  of  forti- 
tude what  yet  my  heart  sickened  to  contemplate. 
But  the  effort  was  unavailing.  Overcome  by  that 
vast  solitude,  whose  repose  was  not  the  slumber  of 
peace,  hut  rather  the  sullen  and  burning  silence  of 
hate^  I  felt  my  spirit  give  way,  and  even  love 
itself  yielded  to  despair 

Taking  my  seat  on  a  fragment  of  a  rock,  and 
covering  my  eyes  with  my  hands,  I  made  an  effort 
to  shut  out  the  overwhelming  prospect  But  all 
in  vain  — it  was  still  before  me,  with  every  ad- 
ditional horror  that  fancy  could  suggott ;  and 
when,  again  looking  forth,  I  beheld  the  last  red 
ray  of  the  sun,  shooting  bctoes  the  melancholy 
and  lifeless  waste,  it  appeared  to  me  like  the  light 
of  that  comet  which  once  desolated  this  world  \ 
and  thus  luridly  shone  out  over  the  ruin  that  it 
had  made ! 

Appalled  by  my  own  gloomy  imaginations,  [ 
turned  towards  the  ravine  i  and,  notwithstanding 
the  disgust  with  which  I  had  tJcd  from  my  dwell- 
ing, was  not  ill  pleated  to  find  my  way^  over  the 
rocks,  to  tt  again.     On  approaching  the  cave,  to 


larrri,  tcmi  p«t»dAnt  tequ«l  en  d6t  obMrr«r  U  onii^te  qui 
roccaalonna,  ct  dont  ]'a|yparttkio  Aii,  turn  wolMsaiit  poiir  lr« 
p«ijiptef  d«  I'ExxptA,  «t  da  t'BLhIopI*,  mala  Mieara  pour  toui 
pcuplet   ]«   pr^ikSga  rUoesta   da  laur  d<H»tnMtioii   praaqua 
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my  astonUhment,  I  saw  a  light  within.  At  fQch 
a  moment,  any  vettige  of  life  was  welcome,  and  I 
hailed  the  unexpected  appearance  with  pleasure. 
On  entering,  howcTer,  I  foond  the  chamber  all  as 
lonely  as  I  had  left  it  The  light  I  had  seen  came 
from  a  lamp  that  homed  brightly  on  the  table ; 
beside  it  was  nnfolded  the  volume  which  Melanius 
had  brought,  and  upon  the  open  leares — oh,  joy 
and  surprise  •:—  lay  the  well-known  cross  of 
Alethel 

What  hand,  but  her  own,  could  have  prepared 
this  reception  for  me  ?  —  The  very  thought  sent  a 
hope  into  my  heart,  before  which  all  deqwndency 
fled.  Even  the  gloom  of  the  desert  was  forgotten, 
and  my  rude  cave  at  once  brightened  into  a  bower. 
She  had  here  reminded  me,  by  this  sacred  memo- 
rial, of  the  vow  which  I  had  pledged  to  her  under 
the  Hermit* s  rock  ;  and  I  now  scrupled  not  to  re- 
iterate the  same  daring  promise,  though  conscious 
that  through  hypocrisy  alone  I  could  fulfil  it 

Eager  to  prepare  myself  for  my  task  of  imposture, 
I  sat  down  to  the  volume,  which  I  now  found  to  be 
the  Hebrew  Scriptures ;  and  the  first  sentence,  on 
which  my  eyes  fell,  was — **  The  Lord  hath  com- 
manded the  blessing,  even  Life  for  evermore  1  ** 
Startled  by  these  words,  in  which  it  appeared  to  me 
as  if  the  Spirit  of  my  dream  had  again  pronounced 
his  assuring  prediction  i,  I  raised  my  eyes  from  the 
page,  and  repeated  the  sentence  over  and  over,  as  if 
to  try  whether  in  these  sounds  there  lay  any  charm 
or  spell,  to  re-awaken  that  faded  illusion  in  my  soul. 
But,  no  — the  rank  frauds  of  the  Memphian  priest- 
hood had  dispelled  all  my  trust  in  the  promises  of 
religion.  My  heart  had  again  relapsed  into  its 
gloom  of  scepticism,  and,  to  the  word  of  **  Life,*' 
the  only  answer  it  sent  back  was, "  Death  I  '* 

Being  impatient,  however,  to  possess  myself  of  the 
elements  of  a  faith,  upon  which — ^whatever  it  might 
promise  for  hereafter  —  I  felt  that  all  my  happiness 
here  depended,  I  turned  over  the  pages  with  an 
earnestness  and  avidity,  such  as  never  even  the 
most  favourite  of  my  studies  had  awakened  in 
me.  Though,  like  all  who  seek  but  the  sur£eu;e  of 
learning,  I  flew  desultorily  over  the  leaves,  lighting 
only  on  the  more  prominent  and  shining  points, 
I  yet  found  myself,  even  in  this  undisciplined 
career,  arrested,  at  every  page,  by  the  awful,  the 
supernatural  sublimity,  the  alternate  melancholy 
and  grandeur  of  the  images  that  crowded  upon 
me. 

I  had,  till  now,  known  the  Hebrew  theology  but 
through  the  platonising  refinement  of  Philo; — as, 

•  "  Many  people,**  laid  Origen,  "  hare  been  brought  over 
to  Chriftlanitjr  bj  the  Spirit  of  God  giving  a  sudden  turn  to 
their  mind*,  and  offering  ritioni  Co  them  either  by  day  or 
night."     On  thi«  Jortim  remarki :  —  "  Why  ahould  It  be 


in  like  maimer,  fox  my  knowledge  of  the  Chriitim 
doctrine  I  was  indebted  to  my  brother  Epieoreana, 
Lucian  and  Celsus.  Little,  therefore,  was  my  mind 
prepared  for  the  simple  migesty,  the  high  tone  of 
inspiration — the  poetry,  in  short,  of  heaven  that 
breathed  throughout  these  oracles.  Coold  admira- 
tion have  kindled  fiuth,  I  should,  that  night,  haia 
been  a  believer;  so  elevated,  so  awed,  was  my 
imagination  by  that  wonderful  book — ^its  warnings 
of  woe,  its  announcements  of  glory,  and  its  un- 
rivalled strains  of  adoration  and  sorrow. 

Hour  after  hour,  with  the  .same  eager  and  de- 
sultory curiosity,  did  I  turn  over  the  leaves ; — and 
when,  at  length,  I  lay  down  to  rest,  my  fianey  was 
still  haunted  by  the  impressions  it  had  received.  I 
went  again  through  the  various  scenes  of  which  I 
had  read;  again  called  up,  in  sleep,  the  bright 
images  that  had  passed  before  me;  and  whea 
awakened  at  early  dawn  by  the  solemn  Hymn 
from  the  chapel,  imagined  that  I  was  still  ii#i*ning 
to  the  sound  of  the  winds,  sighing  monmfiilly 
through  the  harps  of  Israel  on  the  willows. 

Starting  from  my  bed,  I  hurried  out  upon  the 
rock,  with  a  hope  that,  among  the  tones  of  that 
morning  choir,  I  might  be  able  to  distinguish  the 
sweet  voice  of  Alethe.  But  the  strain  had  ceased ; 
— I  caught  only  the  last  notes  of  the  Hymn,  as, 
echoing  up  that  lonely  valley,  they  died  away  into 
the  silence  of  the  desert 

With  the  first  glimpse  of  light  I  was  again 
eagerly  at  my  study,  and,  notwithstanding  the 
frequent  distraction  both  of  my  thoughts  and  looks 
towards  the  distant,  half-seen  grottos  of  the  An- 
choret, continued  my  task  with  unabating  perse- 
verance throughout  the  day.  Still  alive,  however, 
only  to  the  eloquence,  the  poetry  of  what  I  studied, 
of  its  claims  to  authority,  as  a  history,  I  never  once 
paused  to  consider.  My  fimcy  alone  being  inter- 
ested by  it,  to  fancy  alone  I  referred  all  that  it  con- 
tained ;  and,  passing  rapidly  from  annals  to  prophecy, 
from  narration  to  song,  regarded  the  whole  bat  as 
a  tissue  of  oriental  allegories,  in  which  the  deep 
melancholy  of  Egyptian  associations  was  interwoven 
with  the  rich  and  sensual  imagery  of  the  East. 

Towards  sunset  I  saw  the  venerable  Hermit,  on 
his  way,  across  the  canal,  to  my  cave.  Though  he 
was  accompanied  only  by  his  graceful  antelope, 
which  came  snuffing  the  wild  air  of  the  desert,  as  if 
scenting  its  home,  I  felt  his  visit,  even  thus,  to  be 
a  most  welcome  relief  It  was  the  hoar,  he  said, 
of  his  evening  ramble  up  the  mountain  —  of  his 
accustomed  visit  to  those  cisterns  of  the  loch, 

thought  improbable  that  Pagans  of  tooddisporitioiu,b«itnot 
flree  fVom  prejudices,  should  have  been  called  by  diviiM  admo- 
nitions, by  dreams  or  visions,  which  might  be  a  wninat  to 
Christianity  In  those  days  of  dIstfeM  •  ** 
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fnim  wlilch  be  drew  nightlj  his  mo^t  precious 
1>evenig«.  While  he  spoke,  I  obstTved  iu  bia  hand 
ontf  of  tliosc!  eartlien  cups^\  iii  vihich  it  is  the 
ciistonoL  of  the  mbabilaots  of  the  wilderness  to  col- 
lect the  fresh  dew  ainoDg  the  rocks.  Having  pro- 
posed that  I  ahoutd  accompany  him  in  his  walk, 
he  proceeded  to  lead  mc%  id:  the  direction  of  the 
desert,  np  the  side  of  the  mountain  that  rose  above 
my  dwelling,  and  which  formed  tbe  soutbeni  wall 
or  screen  of  the  defile. 

Near  the  lummit  we  found  a  leat^  where  the  old 
man  paused  to  rest  It  eommanded  a  fnll  view 
over  the  desert,  and  was  by  the  side  of  one  of  those 
hollows  in  the  rock,  tbose  natuni]  reservoirs,  id 
which  arc  treasured  the  dews  of  night  for  the 
refreshmeot  of  the  dwellers  in  the  wilderness. 
Having  Jearned  from  rae  how  far  I  had  advanced 
in  my  study  —  "  lu  yonder  light,*'  said  he,  pointing 
to  a  smali  cloud  io  the  east,  which  had  been  formed 
on  the  horizon  by  the  haxe  of  the  desert,  and  was 
now  faintly  reflecting  the  splendours  of  sunset  — 
*'  in  the  midst  of  that  light  stauds  Mount  Siuai,  of 
wbo«e  glory  thon  hast  read ;  upon  whose  stuumit 
was  the  scene  of  one  of  those  awful  revelations,  in 
which  the  Almighty  has  renewed  from  time  to 
time  his  communication  with  Man,  and  kept  alive 
the  remembrance  of  his  own  ProTidcoce  in  this 
world." 

After  a  pause,  as  if  absorbed  in  the  immensity  of 
the  subject,  the  holy  roan  continued  his  sublime 
theme.  Looking  back  to  the  earliest  annals  of  time, 
he  showed  how  constantly  every  reliipsG  of  the 
human  ruce  into  idolatry  has  been  followed  by 
some  manifestatioQ  of  Divine  power,  chastening 
the  strong  and  proud  by  pmaishmcnt,  and  winning 
houck  tbe  bumble  by  love.  It  was  to  preserve,  he 
tmdt  unextinguished  upon  earth,  that  great  and 
vital  truths  the  Creation  of  the  world  by  one 
Supreme  Being — that  God  choae,  fhim  aiDong  the 
nations,  an  humble  and  enslaved  race— that  be 
brought  them  out  of  their  captivity  *^on  eagles' 
wings,"  and,  still  surrounding  every  step  of  their 
course  with  miracles,  has  placed  them  before  the 
eyes  of  all  succeeding  generations,  as  the  depo- 
sitaries  of  hts  will  and  the  ever*during  memorials 
of  his  power.* 


■  PafladimM,  who  Utred  »oin«  tlmfr  io  Ejtypt,  detcribcft  tb» 
monk  PtutcniBrui,  who  lnhabtt«^L  Ibi^  demert  uf  Scutr,  ««  col* 
lectins  in  enrthen  cu|)«  the  AbuQd^Dt  dew  from  Che  rockj/' 
—BtbtiaiAec,  Pat.  tom.  xiiL 

9  The  brief  iketch  here  given  of  tbe  Jewlth  dLipenMilan 
•tfrcei  TiTj  much  with  the  view  Ukcn  of  it  by  Dr.Somoer. 
In  the  flfflt  chaptfrt  of  Kl«  eloquent  work,  th»  "  Heoords  of  tbe 
Creation,'* 

*  Id  tbo  orlj||ln«l,  tbe  dltcourui  of  the  Hermit  are  flTcn 
pinch  more  al  lenftJl^ 

<  **  It  It  imposiltil*  Io  dioj,"*  Mji  Dr.  Sumner.  "  that  tbe 


PassiDg,  then,  in  review  tbe  long  train  of  Inspired 
Interpreters,  whose  pens  and  whose  tongues  were 
made  the  echoes  of  the  Divine  voiced,  be  traced 
throughout  tbe  events  of  successive  ages,  the  gra- 
dual unfolding  of  the  dark  scheme  of  Providence 
—  darkness  without,  hut  all  light  and  glory  witbitt. 
The  gUmpses  of  a  coming  redemption,  visible  even 
through  the  wrath  of  Heaven  ;  —  the  long  series  of 
prophecy  through  wbieb  thi*  hope  ruiuj,  burning 
and  alive,  like  a  spark  aloog  a  chain  \  —  the  slow 
and  tnerciful  preparation  of  the  hearts  of  mankind 
for  the  great  trial  of  their  faith  and  obedience  that 
was  at  baud,  not  only  by  miracles  that  appealed  to 
the  living,  but  by  prophecies  launched  into  tbe 
future  to  carry  conviction  to  tbe  yet  unborn  ^  — 
*•  through  all  these  glorious  and  beneficent  grada^ 
doEis  we  may  track,"  said  he,  '*  the  manifest  foot- 
steps of  a  Creator,  advancing  to  his  grand,  ultimate 
end,  the  salvation  of  his  creatures." 

Af^er  some  hours  devoted  to  these  holy  hi- 
slructious,  we  returned  to  the  ravine,  and  Melanius 
lef\  me  at  my  cave ;  praying,  as  he  parted  from 
me  —  with  a  benevolence  which  I  but  ill,  alas  I  de- 
served— that  my  soul  might,  under  these  Icsaona, 
be  *'  as  a  watered  garden/*  and,  ere  long,  "  bear 
fruit  unto  life  etcmaL" 

Next  morning,  I  was  again  at  my  study,  and  even 
more  eager  in  the  awakening  task  than  before. 
With  the  commentary  of  the  Hermit  freshly  in  mj 
memory,  I  again  read  through,  with  attention,  the 
Book  of  the  Law,  But  in  vain  did  I  seek  the 
promise  of  immortality  in  its  pages.  *  "  It  tells 
me,"  said  I,  •*  of  a  God  coming  down  to  earth,  hut 
of  the  ascent  of  Man  to  heaven  it  speaks  noL  The 
rewards,  the  punishments  it  announces,  lie  all  on 
this  side  of  the  grave  j  nor  did  even  the  Omnipotent 
oBTer  to  his  own  chosen  servants  a  hope  beyond 
the  impassable  limits  of  this  world.  Where,  then, 
is  the  salvation  of  which  the  Christian  spoke  ?  or, 
if  Death  be  at  the  root  of  the  faith,  can  Life  spring 
ont  of  it  ?  " 

Again,  in  the  bitterness  of  disappointment,  did  I 
mock  at  my  own  willing  self-detiulon — again  rail 
at  the  arts  of  thai  traitress^  Fancy,  ever  ready,  like 
the  IMilahof  this  wondrous  book,  to  steal  upon  the 
slumbers  of  Reason,  and  deliver  him  up,  shorn  and 


wDctioiu  of  til ■  Mooak  Law  m  sltofctbef  temporal.  ..... 

It  It,  indeed,  ooe  of  tbe  liiets  that  ean  oolf  be  explained  bj 
sckoowtedglQf  tbei  be  rullf  acbsd  under  «  Divlnre  cowmls- 
lion,  promulfiatLng  a  temporarf  law  for  a  pvculUr  parpoie  '* 
_^a  much  aii!»re  ciodtd  and  teoAflile  way  of  treat loir  tbfi  very 
difllcuU  polat,  LhaD  by  eilh«r  endeavouring,  like  Warburtun, 
to  e*ca|w  from  it  Into  a  parados,  or,  «UU  w«r*e,  cootrivlof, 
Iflke  Dr^  GrSTee,  to  lnere«M  lu  difllcujty  by  explanation.  — 
Vkde  "  On  tht  PtnimUuck.**  8«e  alio  liorm't  Imttv4meiam, 
SccToLl.  p.22G. 


r 


UOOUETS  WOBX& 


»  hb  too,     U  4g«f<ioa,  tboiiglii  i« 
^  im,  I' wiry,  it  h^  hfe  •«  fneiaat  U  im  mj- 

^  be  cvfs  bypdcnlc  nss  ^i>f . 

9  J  laA,  4ii  mA  lime;  fiir  a  «a#e  v<^ 
ttcttt,  »f  iodiHtrj is  pvnoiaf  it.  IreaAoaaadOB, 
with  ft  fott  of  toUea  «pickj,  Deitlter  chratd  by 
•tjlefiior  trmiponcd  bj  taagery— tbe  Iklal  bllgbl 
IP  my  heart  haiwkag  aoiB«ainiH  itielf  tomy  inar 
giaatkni  and  taslc.  The  canea  aad  tba  Wfimgi, 
tb«  flofy  and  cbe  niio*  wbich  tbe  biilofSaa  taeflided 
aad  tha  prof^bct  bad  pradktad,  teemed  mil  of  this 
woHd— all  t«atporal  aad  carthl j*  That  mortalltj, 
of  irbkb  tb«  foiiatmiii-b«d  had  UJCed^  tinged  the 
whole  etream  ;  and  «h«n  J  read  the  wordi,  ^  all 
are  of  the  dti»t,  and  mil  turo  to  duat  again  *.'"  a  feel- 
bg,  like  the  wind  of  the  detert,  came  irilJieruigly 
otrer  me.  Love,  Beauty,  Gbry,  every  thing  moat 
bright  aod  worthippod  upon  earthy  appeared  to  be 
•biking  belbre  my  eyet,  under  thu  dread/ul  doom, 
into  one  general  maia  of  corruption  and  Kilence. 

PoMcesed  hj  the  image  of  desolation  I  had  ibtu 
oalled  upf  I  laid  my  bead  ttpon  the  book,  m  a 
paroxyam  of  detpalr.  Death,  in  all  hii  most 
ghsjtdy  varietieft,  paiied  before  me  ;  and  I  bad 
contifiuwi  thuji  for  some  time,  as  under  the  influence 
of  n  feftffiil  vlhion,  when  the  touch  of  a  hand  up<»n 
my  ihoulder  routed  me,  )..ooking  up,  I  saw  the 
Anchoret  itanding  hj  my  tide  ; — his  eountenaitce 
beaming  with  that  lublime  tranrjuillity,  which  n 
b«vpe,  beyond  thij  earth,  alone  can  bestow.  How  I 
did  &nvy  him  ! 

We  again  took  our  way  to  the  «eat  upon  the 
mfjuntnin-^the  g1<Mmi  within  my  own  mind  making 
every  thing  around  me  more  ji^Ux>my,  Forgetting 
my  hypocrisy  in  my  feelingit,,  I  proceeded  at  oDce 
ti*  make  no  avowol  to  him  of  all  the  donhte  and  fears 
which  my  ntudy  of  the  morning  had  awakened, 

**  Thou  art  yet,  my  son,'*  he  answered^  **  but  on 
thi*  thrtHhijId  of  our  faith.  Thou  haat  seen  hut  the 
firvt  rndiiueuti  of  the  Divine  pkn  }  —  its  full  and 

>  U'l»(l«  VnlNilro,  V4}4ii«j«  Ac.,  rtfer  Ui  tlt«  Rec1««1iut«i«  mt 
NlHiiiiidltif  Willi  l«ii«t»or  mAl<»rlHLlBrn  ■nil  EpIcurUm,  M.,  Dri 
Vtrim  ftiul  u4lvt)ri  And  ill  It  ilTong  jiroofi  of  belief  In  ji  future 
«!atn.  Tiw  chlnf  dtmi^ultr  U«i  In  the  chapiter  from  whlcb  th  li 
1i  xt  U  i|tifi(:«Hl  I  itnri  tU*  miyd«  orcunitructlon  tijr  whfcti  loma 
Hrlti^it  iittfUJiit  tu  ii-t  rlit  tpi  k  — uMincly,  bj  jiuttlaf  lh*i« 
It'Uli  itito  thu  tnuiith  of  «  fimluh  rcuoner  —  apit^fari  (breed 
ami  jr r Rt alt imi>— Vide  /Jr.  tfnUfM*!  Anatyti*. 

*  TliU  oi>ljiliiii  at  tlin  llormlt  vnhf  be  •uppa«ed  to  hive 
liMn  darlvMt  tttsoi  hIi  mattttr,  Orlfeu  (  bul  ll  U  rtcit  eajy  ta 
■iMftalB  III*  •KMt  doetriiM  of  Orl|t<>ii  «n  lliki  tul:t|<Hrt  In 
Iht  TrMtl**  4Mn  Pnir«r  allrlbulMl  to  him, ha  aiMrti  that  HchJ 
Iha  Fatlii^t  «1uii'<»  •I1D141I1I  Im*  InvulLnll  —  which,  •ayi  Bayltt,  ii 
tu  '"  ftK'h^rlr  lur  Iri  H(fr^r6tlM  d»t  ScKlnlcni/'  NotnlUt*' 
aiaiiilltiir  thii,  bunravt'r,  and  ■oina'  otbnr  IndlcatUmi  ol,  what 
«M  ani^rwanU  calt^l,  ArU<(il*in,  (aiieh  an  tlm  opinion  ufthe 
Alvtitltf   ImtImk   iiH<4«lvm|   l\j   cummmmcinnmt   %blrU    Mitii*tr 


H  vas  but  iKe  fyn- 

^onooa,  whi^  la 


of  0ifjauly  tta 

tbe  Macaior 

wbea  ail,  t^i  belbfc  ted 

pkte,  Yia  iio  be 

•hadoved  o«i  by  tbe  *  ^irit  of  piQf^eey/ reauaea; 

— vbea  tbe  eeal  of  filenee,  onder  wUcb  the  Fotare 

bad  eo  kmf  km.  vaa  to  be  broken,  and  tbc  glad 

lidtagtof  life  and  imfnortaiity  proclaimed  to  tbe 

voildl- 

Obterrmg  m  j  featoreft  brighten  at  theae  wiwdit 
tbe  piooB  man  continoed.  Anticipatiag  aooM  cf 
tbe  holy  kmnrledge  thai  iras  in  store  for  m«»  be 
traced,  tbroogh  all  iti  wonders  and  mercka,  tbft 
great  work  of  Redemplioii,  dweUlng  in  detail  apmi 
every  roiracnloos  circnmftance  connected  witb  ht — 
tbe  exalted  nature  of  tbe  Being,  by  wboae  miniatry 
it  wai  aeeompUibed,  tbe  nobleit  and  first  cuattd 
of  the  Sons  of  God  ^^  inferior  only,  to  the  ooe^  aelf- 
existent  Father; — the  my«ierions  inearaaKiOB  of 
thij  heaTenly  messenger  j — tbe  miracles  that  aa- 
ibenlicated  hii  oiyine  mission  *, — the  example  of 
obedience  to  God  and  love  to  man,  which  be  set*  ai 
a  shining  light,  before  the  world  for  e^ers^i— -ind, 
laitly  and  chiefly,  his  death  and  resarrectioix,  by 
which  the  covenant  of  mercy  was  sealed^,  and  **  lift 
and  immortality  brought  to  light." 

"  Such,*'  continued  the  Hermit,  *•  waa  the  Me- 
diati>r,  promised  through  all  time,  to  *  make  recon- 
ciliation for  iniquity/  to  change  death  into  liie, 
and  bnng  *  healing  on  his  wings  *  to  a  darkened 
world.  Such  was  the  last  crowning  diirpeasation 
of  that  God  of  benevolence,  in  whose  hands  sin 
and  death  are  but  instruments  of  everlaatiiig  good, 
and  who,  through  apparent  evil  and  temporary 
retrihution,  bringing  all  things  *  out  of  darknesa 
into  his  marvellous  light,'  proceeds  vatehfVdly 
and  unchangingly  to  the  great,  final  object  of  his 
providence — the  restoration  of  the  whole  human 
race  to  purity  and  happiness  I "  ^ 

aiittfta  to  hire  bMn  held  bf  thlt  Fitb«r,)  Orlfcn  wai  ooe  air 
the  autUorltiet  q,uated  by  Athanajtui  Iti  lUpport  of  liti  htgk 
doctrines  of  co-pternlty  and  eci-ei^tntlalJty.  What  Prifllij 
■ayi  It,  pvrhapi,  tlio  bott  miIuUoi)  af  theae  incotultteoclcas^ 
"  Orlii^Jit  a»  well  at  Clffcneni  AlfnaadrlDut,  haa  1 
tofavdiir  the  Arlan  priDclplet;  but  he  did  it  oolj  in 
and  not  In  Id^u,"^  Eariff  Opimont^  ^ir.  Wliaterrr 
taJnty,  however,  therft  may  pxUt  »lth  rMp«<t  to  tta«  opimkMl 
of  Orlfeo  hirat«Flf  on  this  lubjirct.  there  ia  ao  doubt  thai  lb« 
tlactrlaet  of  hia  Immediate  fultowen  were,  at  Icaal,  Aatl- 
Alhaiiaalafl,  *'  So  many  nitltiopi  of  Africa."  Aayt  Fricstlvy, 
"•^  ware,  at  thli  period  (t>ett(rc>cTi  the  year  X&S  «im1  3M),  Vai~ 
tarianv,  that  Athauiului  aay*.  *  The  Son  of  Cod '  — -  mcaDliif 
bli  divinity  — *  wai  icajroely  anj  loofar  prc«cbe4  \a  thm 


a  Thilt  btMVolent  aoctrloe-^  which  not  only  gitn  br  la 
Milf«  tha  irtal  problem  of  moral  and  pbyktcal  evtl.  iMit  wUlck 
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Witb  a  mind  astonbhed,  if  not  touched,  hy 
these  diseourses,  I  returned  to  my  cave,  and  found 
the  lamp,  ai  before,  ready  lighted  to  receive  liie. 
The  Toliime  which  I  bad  been  hitherto  studying, 
wan  replaced  hy  another,  which  lay  open  upon 
the  table,  with  a  branch  of  fresh  palm  between 
its  leaves.  Though  1  cotild  not  doubt  to  whose 
gentle  and  guardian  hand  I  was  indebted  for  this 
inTiaible  watchfulness  over  my  studies,  there  was 
yet  a  something  m  it,  so  like  spiritual  tnterpofiitionr 
that  It  struck  me  with  awe ; — aod  nerer  more 
than  at  this  momenti  when,  on  approaeklng  the 
volume,  I  saw,  as  the  light  glistened  over  its 
silver  letters '^  that  it  was  the  very  Book  of  Life 
of  which  the  Hermit  had  spoken! 

The  midnight  hymn  of  the  Christiana  had 
sounded  through  tbe  valley,  before  I  had  yet 
raised  my  eyes  from  that  sacred  volume  ;  and  Ihe 
second  bonr  of  the  sun  fonod  me  again  over  its 
pages* 


CHAPTER  XYIIL 

Iir  this  mode  of  existence  I  had  now  passed  some 
days;  — my  morniogs  devoted  to  reading,  my 
nights  to  tistenlngi  under  the  wide  canopy  of 
heaven,  to  the  holy  eloquence  of  Melaniua.  The 
perseverance  with  which  I  inquired,  and  the 
quickness  with  wbich  I  learned,  soon  tacceeded 
in  deceiving  my  benevolent  instructor^  who  mis- 
took curiosity  for  iseal,  and  knowledge  for  belief. 
Alms!  cold,  and  barren »  and  earthly  was  that 
knowledge —  the  word  without  the  spirit,  the  shape 
without  the  life.  Even  when,  as  a  relief  firoin 
hypocrisy,  [  persuaded  myself  that  I  beliered,  it 
vaa  but  a  brief  delusion,  a  faith,  whose  hope 
cnunbled  at  tlie  touch — like  the  fruit  of  (he 
deiert-ahrub  ^,  shining  and  empty  I 

Bui,  though  my  soul  was  still  dark,  the  good 


would,  if  rccft^cid  iDDra  g«DQrm11j»  trod  to  loftrm  the  aplrlt  «f 
unchairlt«b1cni»M,  «>  rtultj  prcvalrctt  amonf  Chrlitbn  »ecL» 
—  wu  mAliiiatDed  by  th»t  p-wt  ligbt  of  the  rarljr  Churchy 
Orlfen,  «nd  bat  not  wantiod  «iipportert  among  tnoie  modera 
Thco^ftMii.  Thai  Tlllotiou  vru  Injctin^  to  the  opInioD 
mppmn  fttrm  hJi  •enrnm  preached  before  tbe  qn^n.  Vthf 
U  tiippoied  to  hvtti  beld  ttia  laira  AinlAbt«  doctrine  %  tod 
NenlLott,  fthe  Author  of  the  work  on  the  Frophecln)  iU  alia 
junotiR  the  lupporteri  of  it.  For  a  fWl  account  of  iho  Wfii- 
mentt  In  Carour  #f  thli  opinloD^  dti1v«d  botli  (totn  rcuon  and 
the  expreM  tuifuaie  uf  Scriptura,  SM  Dr»Sa«Ukv*ood  Smitk^t 
rer]'  toterettlng  work,  "  Oo  Vm  DItIiw  Ofnvrnment/'  See 
sJao  Mage^  on  Alamemmi,  where  Che  doetrlDe  or  the  adrocatet 
of  UnlvertAl  Ri>ftoration  \t  thui  brleHjr,  and,  I  t>elieve.  r:ilrlj 
emplalnrd :  — > "  Bc^finnlng  wUh  iba  eKUtcii««  of  an  infinitely 


k. 


Hermit  saw  not  into  its  depths.  The  Tery  facility 
of  my  belief^  which  might  have  suggested  some 
doitbt  of  its  sioceritj,  waa  hut  regarded,  by  his 
innocent  zeai,  as  a  more  signal  trimnph  of  the 
imth.  His  own  ingenuousness  led  him  to  a  ready 
trust  in  others  ;  and  the  examples  of  such  conver* 
sion  as  that  of  the  philosopher,  Justio,  who,  during 
m  walk  hy  Ihe  eca-shore,  received  the  tight  into 
his  soulf  had  prepared  him  for  illuminations  of 
the  spirit,  even  more  rapid  than  mine. 

During  all  this  time,  I  neither  saw  nor  beard 
of  Alethe  ;— nor  could  my  patience  have  endured 
through  so  long  a  privatioo,  had  not  tho^M:  mute 
vestiges  of  her  presence,  that  welcomed  me  every 
night  on  my  return^  madi^  me  feel  that  I  was  still 
living  under  her  gentle  inj^uence,  and  that  her 
sympathy  hung  round  every  step  of  my  progress. 
Oace^  toot,  when  I  ventm-ed  to  speak  ber  name  to 
Melaaina,  though  he  answered  not  my  inquiry, 
there  was  a  smile,  I  thought,  of  promise  upon 
bis  countenance,  which  love,  far  more  alive  than 
faith,  was  ready  to  interpret  as  it  desired. 

At  length  —  it  was  on  the  sixth  or  seventh 
evening  of  my  solitude,  when  I  lay  resting  at  the 
door  of  my  eavc,  after  the  study  of  the  day — 1 
was  startled  by  hearing  my  name  called  iouidly^ 
from  the  opposite  rocks  j  and  looking  iip»  saw, 
upon  the  eliff  near  the  deserted  grottos,  Melanitts 
and — oh  I  I  couhi  not  doubt  — ray  Alethe  by  his 
side  1 

Though  I  had  never,  since  the  first  mght  of 
my  return  from  the  desert^  ceased  to  flatter  myself 
with  the  fancy  that  I  was  still  living  in  her  prc- 
seijce,  the  actual  sight  of  her  once  more  made  me 
feel  for  what  a  long  age  we  had  been  separated, 
She  was  clothed  nil  io  white,  and,  as  she  stood  in 
the  last  remains  of  the  sunshine,  appeared  to  my 
too  prophetic  fancy  like  a  parting  spirit^  whose 
last  footsteps  on  earth  that  pure  glory  encircled. 

With  a  delight  onlj  to  he  imagined,  1  saw  them 
descend  the  roeki,  aod^  placing  themielvea  »n  the 
hoat,  proceed  directly  towards  my  cave.  To  dis- 
guise from  Melanius  the  mutual  delight  with  which 

powerfVil,  wtie,  iM»d  food  fMnr.  a*  t*i»  tirmi  and  rnndampnlAl 
pKodpIe  of  rational  relljrlon,  thrj  prnnounce  ihe  eMenre  of 
this  Being  to  be  love,  and  Trmn  thi»  Infer,  as  a  deenonstmble 
consc>queDce,  tbal  none  o(  tbe  rrraturei  rortncd  bj  lych  a 
Btelnf  will  <rver  ba  made  eleraallf  in(i«r«ble  .....  Stnce 
Cod  (tbef  taf )  would  act  imjuatly  In  liiflictlnf  eternal  mfserf 
for  tirmporarj  crlimes,  the  tuflTerlnfi  of  the  wicked  can  be  but 
rrtaedini,  and  will  termfc(iBt#  to  a  complete  purfflcatlon  from 
moral  disorder,  and  In  their  ultimate  restomUon  to  vtrtoe  and 
bapfinest" 

J  Tbe  Codex  Cotioni«nui  of  the  New  Te^tainem  li  vrlileo 
In  lilver  letters  on  a  purpte  Krouod*  Tbe  Codex  CoUonlaiHW 
of  tbe  Septuairliic  Teriion  of  t)i«  Old  TmUimdI  li  luppoied 
to  tw  tbe  idetitlcal  copf  QitA  t»e)ODfcd  to  Orlfcn. 

«  Vtda  Hamittom'M  Mf^imea. 
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met  was  impossible; — aor  did  Alcthe 
eren  ittempt  to  make  a  secret  of  her  jo  j.  Though 
blosliiiig  mt  her  own  hjippiii««,  as  little  eould  her 
fhmk  natiir«  conceal  it,  as  the  cleftr  wmters  of 
EthiopiA  eau  hide  their  gold.  Erery  look,  erery 
word,  bespoke  a  fulfiess  of  affection,  to  which^ 
doubtful  08  I  was  of  our  teoure  of  happiness,  I 
knew  not  how  to  respond. 

I  was  not  long,  however,  left  ignorant  of  the 
bright  fate  that  awaited  me  \  but,  as  we  wandered 
Of  retted  aaumg  the  rocke^  learoed  ever^-  thing  that 
Jiad  been  arranged  »ince  oar  parting.  iShe  bod 
aide  llie  Hermit,  I  found,  acquainled  with  all  that 
liad  pasted  between  us  ;  had  told  him,  without  re* 
aerte,  every  incident  of  our  voyage— the  avowals, 
the  demonstradons  of  affection  on  one  «ide,  and  the 
deep  sentiment  that  gratitude  had  awakened  on  the 
other  Too  wise  to  regard  affections  so  natural 
with  seTcrity  *— koowing  that  they  were  of  hearen, 
and  but  made  evil  by  man — the  good  Ilennit  had 
heard  of  our  attachment  with  pleasure;  and*  fully 
satisfied  as  to  the  honour  and  purity  of  my  views, 
by  the  fidelity  with  which  I  had  delivered  my  trust 
into  his  hands,  saw,  in  my  affection  for  the  young 
orphan,  but  a  providentbl  resource  against  that 
frieodiess  solitude  in  which  his  death  must  soon 
leave  her. 

As,  listeaiog eagerly,  r  collected  these  partictilan 
from  tlmr  discourse*  I  could  hardly  trust  my  e«ps. 
It  seemed  a  happiness  too  great  to  be  tme,  to  be 
real ;  nor  can  words  convey  any  idea  of  the  joy, 
the  shame,  the  wonder  with  which  I  listened,  while 
the  holy  man  himself  dei:Jared  th^it  he  awaited  but 
the  moment,  when  he  should  find  me  worthy  of  be- 
coming a  member  of  the  Christian  Church,  to  give 
me  atso  the  hand  of  Aletbe  in  that  sacred  union ^ 
which  alone  sani'Ci6es  love,  and  makes  the  faith, 
which  it  pledgtB,  holy.  It  was  but  yesterday,  he 
added,  that  his  young  charge,  herself,  after  a  pre- 
paration of  prayer  and  repentance,  such  as  even 
her  pure  spirit  required,  had  bei*n  admitted,  by  the 
sacred  ordinance  of  baptism,  into  the  bo^m  of  the 
faith  I — ^and  the  white  garment  she  wore,  and  the 
ring  of  gold  on  her  finger  ',  '*  were  s)  mbols,"  he 
added,  "  of  that  New  Life  into  which  she  had  been 
initiated.*' 

I  raised  my  eyes  to  hers  as  be  spoke,  but  with> 
drew  them  again,  dazzled  and  confused.  Even  ber 
beauty,  to  my  imagination,  seemed  to  have  under- 
gone some  brigh^ning  change ;  and  the  contrast 


>  S««,  for  the  cuflom  amon^  the  <»ar1]r  CtirUtlnni  of  wew* 
inf  white  for  ■  Cvw  dttjt  aft«T  hnptttnt,  Amhrot.  dt  M^U  — 
With  rpip  tt  LiHh  the  rinp,  the  Bithop  of  Umrnln  iiay»,  in  hb 
work  on  TertullUn,  "  ThenaturnI  Infercnci*  from  tln>««  wnrili 
(  TertulL  4i FuAidtia ) arut'an  totue, IhAta ring ufinil  to hef  Itco 
lio  bapUam  \  btit  I  have  fuuad  no  (Xlt«T  trace  orituh  a  ciutorn." 


between  that  open  and  happy  countenanee^  uid  the 
anblest  brow  of  the  infidel  that  stood  before  ber, 
abashed  me  into  a  sense  of  nnworthincsSp  nod 
mlmoit  checked  my  rapture. 

To  that  night,  however,  I  look  back,  as  am  «poeih 
in  my  existence.  It  proved  that  sorrow  is  not  ibc 
only  awakener  of  devotioii,  but  that  joy  may  loit 
times  quicken  the  holy  spark  into  life.  RetnndBg 
to  my  cave,  with  a  heart  f^  even  to  oppressioii, 
of  its  happiness,  I  could  find  no  other  relief  to  my 
overcharged  feelmgn,  than  that  of  throwing  myself 
on  my  knees,  and  uttering,  for  the  first  dme  in  my 
life,  a  heart-felt  prayer,  that  if,  indeed,  there  were 
a  Being  who  watched  over  mankind,  he  would 
send  down  one  ray  of  his  truth  into  my  darkened 
soul,  and  make  it  worthy  of  the  blessings,  both 
here  and  hereafter,  proffered  to  it ! 

My  days  now  rolled  on  in  a  perfect  dreaiai  qf 
happiness.  Every  hoar  of  the  monung  wan  Yel« 
corned  as  bringing  nearer  and  nearer  the  blest  time 
of  sunset,  when  the  Hermit  and  Alethe  never  failed 
to  visit  my  now  charmed  cave,  where  her  cmil* 
left,  at  each  parting,  a  light  that  lasted  till  her 
retiOTi,  Then,  onr  rambles,  together,  by  starlight, 
over  the  mountain  ;  onr  pauses,  from  time  to  tiBMi, 
Co  contemplate  the  wonders  of  the  bright  beaTca 
above  US  ;  onr  repose  by  the  cistern  of  the  rock ; 
and  otir  silent  listening,  through  hours  that  wcsied 
minntes,  to  the  holy  eloquence  of  owr  tester; — 
all,  all  was  happiness  of  the  most  heartfelt  kind, 
and  such  as  even  the  donbts,  the  cold  llogeriog 
doubts,  that  still  hung,  like  a  mist,  around  my 
heart,  could  neither  cloud  nor  chill. 

As  soon  OS  the  moonlight  nights  returned,  we 
used  to  venture  into  the  desert ;  and  those  aanda, 
which  had  lately  looked  so  desolate,  ia  my  eyes^ 
now  oAsamed  even  a  cheerful  and  smiling  aspect 
To  the  tight,  innocent  heart  of  Alethe,  erery  thing 
was  a  source  of  enjoyment.  For  her,  even  the 
desert  had  its  jewels  and  flowers ;  aod,  •ometicMiik 
her  delight  was  to  smirch  among  tba  lands  te 
those  beautiful  pebbles  of  jasper  ^  that  aboand  a 
them; — ^sometimes  her  eyes  wonld  sparkle  with 
pleasure  on  finding,  perhaps,  a  stunted  marigold, 
or  one  of  those  bitter,  scarlet  flowers',  that  land 
their  dry  mockery  of  ornament  to  the  desert.  Ia 
ail  these  pursuits  and  pleasures  the  good  Hermit 
took  a  share  —  mingling  occasionally  with  them 
the  reflections  of  a  benevolent  piety,  that  lent  its 
own  cheerful  hue  to  all  the  works  of  crea^oo,  atid 


>  Vide  a^rke. 

rocthirmm,  plantvt  sra«»ei  dn  d#««rta,  rfjvlfn,  A  aata«  4«^ 
Itrur  Acrt*t#,  par  lei  diameaux.  In  ch^tres,  et  tet  | 
M.  DctOe  ttpom  tkt  PSamu  itf  Eggpt, 


THE  EPICUREAN, 


66a 


saw  the  consoling  truth,  ''  God  ut  Love,'*  written 
legibly  every  vrhere. 

SQch  was,  for  a  few  weeks,  my  hlissf^l  life. 
OK  mommgs  of  hope  I  oh,  nights  of  happiness  ! 
with  what  mclanchuly  plensure  do  1  retrace  your 
flight,  and  how  reluctiuitly  pass  to  the  sod  events 
thdt  followed ! 

During  this  time,  in  compliance  with  the  wishes 
of  Melanius,  who  seemed  nuwilling  that  f  should 
heeonie  wholly  estranged  from  the  world,  I  used 
occasionally  to  pay  a  irisit  to  the  neighbouring 
city,  Anlraoe ',  which,  bting  the  capital  of  the 
Tbehaici,  is  the  centre  of  all  the  luxury  of  Upper 
Egj'pt  Bat  here,  so  changed  was  my  every  feel- 
tng  by  the  all*ah«orbing  passion  which  now  pos- 
sessed me,  that  I  sauntered  along,  wholly  iinin- 
terested  by  either  the  scenes  or  the  people  that 
surrounded  me,  and,  sighing  for  that  rocky  soli- 
tude where  my  Alethe  hreathed,  felt  this  to  be  the 
wilderness,  and  titat  the  world. 

Even  the  thoughts  of  my  own  native  Athens, 
that  at  every  step  were  called  up,  by  the  light 
Grecian  architecture  of  this  imperial  city,  did  not 
awaken  one  single  regret  in  my  hearts  one  wish 
to  exchmnge  eren  an  hour  of  my  desert  for  the 
best  Inxttries  and  honours  that  awaited  me  in  the 
Garden.  I  saw  the  arches  of  triumph  j^  I  walked 
under  the  superb  portico,  which  cueirclei  the 
whole  city  with  its  marble  shade  ^^^»I  stood  in  the 
Circus  of  the  Sun,  by  whose  rose-coloured  pillars 
the  tnysterious  movements  of  the  Nile  are  mea* 
siired;  —  on  all  these  proud  monuments  of  glory 
and  art,  as  well  as  on  the  gTky  multitude  that 
enlivened  them,  I  looked  with  an  unheeding  eye. 
If  they  awakened  ia  me  any  thought,  it  was  the 
mournful  idea,  that,  one  day,  like  Hiebes  and 
Heliopolis,  this  pageant  would  pass  away,  leaving 
nothing  beh'md  but  a  few  mouldering  ruins  —  like 
sea-shells  found  where  the  ocean  has  been — to 
tell  that  the  great  tide  of  Life  was  once  there  ! 

But,  though  indifferent  thus  to  all  that  had  for- 
merly attracted  me,  there  were  subjects,  once  alien 
to  roy  benrt,  on  which  it  was  now  most  tremblingly 
alire ;  and  some  rumovrs  which  had  reached  oie, 
in  one  of  my  Tisits  to  the  city,  of  an  expected 
change  in  the  policy  of  the  Emperor  towards  the 
Christians,  filled  my  mind  with  apprehensionf  as 
new  as  they  iwere  dreadful  to  me. 

The  tok-ratioo  and  even  favoor  which  the  Chris- 
tians enjoyed,  during  the  first  four  years  of  the 
reign  of  Valerian,  had  removed  from  them  all  fear 
of  a  renewal  of  those  horrors,  which  they  bad 
experienced  under  the  rule  of  hit  predecessor, 
peeiiit.     Of  late,  however,  some  less  friendly  dis* 

I  VIdii  Savmrtf  and  Qtmtrem^re, 


positions  bad  manifested  themselves.  The  bigots 
of  the  court,  taking  alarm  at  the  rapid  spread  of 
the  new  faith,  bad  succeeded  in  filliug  the  mind  of 
the  monarch  with  that  religiotis  |ealouRy,  which 
is  the  ever-ready  parent  of  cruelty  and  injustice. 
Among  these  counsellors  of  evil  was  31acrianiia, 
the  PnEtorian  Prefect,  who  was,  by  birth,  an 
Egyptian,  and  had  long  made  himself  notorious  — 
so  akin  is  superstiliou  to  intolerance— by  his 
addiction  to  the  dark  practices  of  demon -worship 
and  magic. 

From  this  minister,  who  was  now  high  in  the 
favour  of  Valerian,  the  new  measures  of  severity 
against  the  Christians  were  expected  to  emanate. 
Alt  tongues,  in  all  quarters,  were  bQSj  with  the 
news.  In  the  streets,  in  the  pobUc  gardens,  on 
the  steps  of  the  temples,  I  saw,  every  where, 
groups  of  inquirers  collected,  and  heard  the  name 
of  ^faerianns  upon  every  tongue.  It  wa.s  dread- 
ful, too,  to  obEierve,  in  the  countenances  of  those 
who  spoke,  the  variety  of  feeling  with  which  the 
rumour  was  discussed,  according  as  they  feared  or 
desired  its  truth  —  according  as  they  were  likely 
to  be  among  the  torturers  or  the  victims. 

Alarmed,  though  still  igm:»rant  of  the  whole  ex- 
tent of  the  danger^  I  hurried  back  to  the  ravine, 
and,  going  at  once  to  the  grotto  of  Melatiius,  de* 
tailed  to  him  every  particular  of  the  intelligence  I 
had  collected*  He  listened  to  me  with  a  composure, 
which  f  mistook,  alas !  for  conGdence  in  his  own 
eic-curity  \  and,  naming  the  hour  for  our  evening 
walk,  retired  into  his  grotto. 

At  the  accustomed  time,  accompanied  by  Atethe, 
he  came  to  my  cave.  It  was  evident  that  he  had 
not  eommnnicjLted  to  her  the  intelligence  which  I 
had  brought,  for  never  bath  brow  worn  such  hap* 
piness  as  that  which  now  played  around  hers  :  — 
it  was,  alas  !  not  of  this  earth.  Melanius,  him- 
self,  though  composed,  was  thoughtful ;  and  the  so- 
lemnity, almost  approaching  to  melanehol}',  with 
which  he  placed  the  hand  of  Alethe  in  mine  —  in 
the  performance,  too,  of  a  ceremony  that  ought  to 
have  illed  ray  heart  with  joy^ — ^ saddened  and 
alarmed  me.  This  ceremony  wa»  our  betroihment, 
the  act  of  plighting  our  faith  to  each  other,  which 
we  now  solemnised  on  the  rock  before  the  door  of 
my  cave,  in  the  face  of  that  calm,  sunset  heaven, 
whose  one  star  stood  &i  our  witness.  After  a  bless- 
ing fh>m  the  Hermit  upon  our  spousal  pledge,  I 
placed  the  ring — the  earnest  of  our  fiitnre  union 
— on  her  finger ;  and,  in  the  blush,  with  which 
she  surrendered  to  me  her  whole  heart  at  that 
instant,  forgot  every  thing  bnt  my  happineoi,  mod 
felt  secure  even  against  fate  I 

We  took  onr  accustomed  walk,  that  eveniiigi  orer 
the  rocks  and  on  the  desert*    So  bright  was  the 
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moon — ^moro  like  the  dayligbt,  indeed,  of  other 
clmies — that  we  could  plainly  see  the  tracks  of 
the  wild  antelopes  ia  the  sand ;  and  it  vas  not 
without  a  slight  tremble  of  feeling  in  his  voice,  u 
if  §ome  melancholy  analogy  occurred  to  him  aa 
he  Bpokei  llmt  the  good  Hermit  said,  "  I  have  ob- 
uerved,  in  the  course  of  my  walks  '» that  wherever 
Ihe  track  of  that  geutle  animal  appears,  there  is, 
almost  alwaySf  found  the  foot- print  of  a  beast  of 
prey  near  it"  He  regained,  however,  bis  usual 
cheerfulness  before  we  parted,  and  fixed  the 
following  evening  for  an  excursion,  on  the  other 
side  of  the  ravine,  to  a  point  looking,  he  said, 
"  towards  that  northern  region  of  the  desert,  where 
the  hosts  of  the  Lord  encamped  in  their  departure 
out  of  bondage/* 

Though,  when  Alethe  was  present,  all  my  fears 
eTCD  for  herself  were  forgotten  in  that  perpetuiil 
clement  of  happiness,  which  encircled  her  like  the 
air  that  she  breathed,  no  sooner  was  I  alone,  than 
Tagoe  terrors  and  bodings  crowded  upon  tne.  In 
▼ain  did  I  endeavour  to  reason  away  ray  fears,  by  | 
dwelling  only  on  the  most  cheering  circumstances 
—  on  the  reverence  with  which  i^lelanius  was  re- 
garded, even  by  the  Pagans,  and  the  inviolate 
security  with  which  he  had  lived  through  the  most 
perilous  periods,  not  only  safe  himself,  but  aiford- 
ing  sanctuary  iti  the  depths  of  his  grottos  to  others. 
Though  somewhat  caJnued  by  these  considerations, 
yet,  when  at  length  I  sunk  off  to  sleep,  dark, 
horrible  dreams  look  possession  of  my  mind. 
Scenes  of  death  and  of  torment  passed  confusedly 
before  me  *  and»  when  I  awoke,  it  was  with  the 
fearful  impression  that  all  these  horrors  were  real.  ' 


CHAPTER  XJX 

At  length,  the  day  dawned  —  that  dreadful  day  I 
Impatient  to  be  relieved  fram  my  suspense,  I  threw 
myself  into  my  Iwat  —  the  same  in  which  we  had 
performed  otir  happy  voyage  —  and,  as  fast  as  oara 
could  speed  me,  hurried  away  to  the  citj^,  I  found 
the  suburbs  silent  and  solitary,  but,  as  I  approached 
the  Forum,  loud  yells,  like  those  of  barbarians  in 
combat,  struck  on  my  ear,  and^  when  I  entered  it  — 
great  God,  what  a  spectacle  pretented  itself  I  The 
imperial  edict  against  the  Cluistlaiii  had  arrived 


during  the  night,  aod  already  the  wUd  fttry  of 

bigotry  was  let  loose. 

Under  a  canopy,  in  the  middle  of  the  Forom, 
mm  Ihe  tribunal  of  the  Governor.  Two  st&toef — 
one  of  Apollo,  the  other  of  Osiris  —  stood  ml  the 
bottom  of  the  steps  that  led  up  to  his  Judgment-seaiL 
Before  these  idols  were  shrines,  to  which  the  de- 
voted Christians  were  dragged  from  all  qiuuteft 
by  the  soldiers  and  mob,  and  ther^  compelled  to 
recant,  by  throwing  incense  into  the  flame,  or,  on 
their  refusal,  hurried  away  lo  torture  and  death. 
It  was  an  appalling  scene  ;  —  the  eoostematioo,  ibc 
cries  of  some  of  the  victims — the  pale,  sileot  rtwy- 
lution  of  others; — the  fierce  shouts  of  lAug^hter 
that  broke  from  the  multitude,  when  the  dropping 
of  the  frankincense  on  the  altar  proclaimed  tome 
denier  of  Christ  - 1  and  Ihe  fiend^like  triumph  with 
which  the  courageous  Confessors,  who  aTowed 
their  faith,  were  led  away  to  the  flames;  —  never 
could  I  have  conceived  such  an  assemblage  of 
horrors ! 

Though  I  ga«ed  but  for  a  few  minutei,  in  thoM 
minutes  I  felt  and  fancied  enough  for  years:.  Al- 
ready did  the  form  of  Alethe  appear  to  flit  before 
me  through  that  tumult ;  —  I  heard  them  shoul  her 
name  ;  — ^her  shriek  fell  on  my  ear  ;  and  the  very 
thought  so  palsied  me  with  terror,  that  I  stood  fixed 
and  statue-like  on  the  spot. 

Recollecting,  however,  the  fearful  prectoiumeia 
of  every  moment,  and  that —  perhaps,  at  thia  very 
instant  —  some  emissaries  of  blood  might  be  on 
their  way  to  the  Grottos^  I  rushed  wildly  out  of 
the  Forum,  and  mode  my  way  to  the  quay. 

The  streets  were  now  crowded  ;  but  I  ran  head* 
long  through  the  multitude,  and  was  already  under 
the  portico  leading  down  to  the  river  —  already 
flaw  the  boat  that  was  toliearme  to  Alethe — ^wheii 
a  Centurion  stood  sternly  in  my  path,  and  t  wii 
surrounded  and  arrested  by  soldiers  t  It  was  in 
vain  that  I  implored,  that  I  struggled  with  them 

as  for  life,  assuring  them  that  I  was  a  stranger 

that  I  was  an  Athenian  —  that  I  was  —  mot  a 
Christian.  The  precipitation  of  my  flight  wa* 
sufficient  evidence  against  me,  and  unrelentitiglj, 
and  by  force,  they  bore  me  away  to  the  qtxajtera 
of  their  Chief. 

It  was  enough  to  drive  me  at  once  to  madiKss  I 
Two  hours,  two  frightful  hours,  was  I  kept  waiting 
the  arrival  of  the  Tribune  of  their  Legion*  —  jny 
brain  burning  with  a  tlioasand  fears  and  imagiti- 


>  **Jer«fn«rqoal,aTcciiii«  reflexion  trii ten  (iui*an  wnlmikt^     Mtttfnie*,  NtfMorej,"  kc,    Barotifui  menlloni  a  bibbop  «# 
fHnoiff  ue&umpmgaf  pr«K|Uf  UM^tmn  le*  pat  d«  c«  JoU  et  fr^le     IhU  porlod  (MS),  Marcelltnut,  who.  rieldlng  to  tb«  tJtra«fs  «f 


iDdtTllJu. 

*  "  Thote  OiHitlAni  who  Mcriflced  to  Idol*  to  mv«  them- 
•elr«  wer*  caUrd  by  vaiIoui  namoi,  Tk^rificatu  Smer\fiemti^ 


the  GeoUlei,  throw  inceoMr  upoq  th«  JilUr.. 
contra  Geni.  IBb.  til. 
3  A  r«uk.  •lmU*r  lo  thu  of  Colond. 
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atiotis,  which  every  passing  minute  made  but  more 
likely  to  be  realised.  All  I  could  ct>Uect,  too,  from 
the  conversations  of  those  arouud  me^  hut  added 
to  the  agonising  apprehensions  with  which  I  was 
rtcked.  Troops,  it  was  said,  had  been  sent  in  all 
directions  through  the  neighbourhood,  lu  bring  in 
the  rebellious  Christians,  and  make  tbeni  bow  be- 
fore the  Gods  of  the  Empire.  With  horror,  too, 
I  heard  of  Ore  us  -^  Orcus,  the  High  Priest  of 
Memphis- — as  one  of  the  principal  instigators  of 
thifl  sanguinary  edict,  and  as  here  present  io  Aq- 
tjnoe,  animating  and  directing  its  execution. 

In  this  state  of  torture  I  remained  till  the  arrival 
of  the  Tribune.  Absorbed  iu  my  own  ihouglits,  I 
had  not  perceived  his  entrance; — till/hearing  a 
Toice,  in  a  tone  of  friend Ij'  surprise*  exclaim, 
"  Alciphron  !"  I  looked  up,  and  in  this  legionarj" 
Chief  recognised  a  young  Roman  of  rank,  who  had 
held  a  military  command,  the  year  before,  at  A  then&» 
and  was  une  of  the  most  distinguished  visiters  of 
the  Garden.  It  was  no  time,  however,  for  cour- 
tesies : — he  was  proceeding  with  all  cordiality  to 
greet  me,  hut,  having  heard  him  order  my  instant 
release,  I  could  wait  for  no  more.  Acknowledging 
his  kindness  but  by  a  grasp  of  the  hand,  I  flew  ofl; 
like  one  frantic,  through  the  streets,  and,  in  a  few 
miinutes,  was  on  the  river. 

My  sole  hope  had  been  to  reiicb  the  Grottos 
before  any  of  the  detached  parties  should  arrive^ 
and,  by  a  timely  flight  across  the  desert,  rescue,  at 
least,  Alothc  from  their  fury*  The  ill-fated  delay 
that  had  occurred  rendered  this  hope  almost  des- 
perate; but  the  tranquillity  I  found  every  where  as 
I  proceeded  down  the  river,  and  my  fond  confidence 
in  the  sac  redness  of  the  Hemiit's  retreat,  kept  my 
heart  from  sinking  altogether  uuder  its  terrors. 

Between  the  current  and  my  oars,  the  boat  flew, 
with  the  speed  of  wind,  along  the  waters,  and  I 
was  already  near  the  rocks  of  the  ravine,  when  I 
saw,  turning  out  of  the  canal  into  the  river,  a  barge 
crowded  with  people,  and  gliclering  with  arms! 
How  did  I  ever  survive  the  shock  of  that  sight  ? 
The  oara  dropped,  as  if  struck  out  of  my  hands, 
into  the  water,  and  I  sat,  helplessly  gaaing,  as  that 
terrific  vision  approached.  In  a  few  minutes,  the 
current  brought  m&  together  ;  —  and  I  saw,  on  the 
deck  of  the  barge,  Alethe  herself  and  the  Hermit 
furrounded  by  soldien  I 

We  were  already  passing  each  other,  when,  with 
a  desperate  effort,  I  sprang  from  my  boat  and 
Hghted  upon  the  edge  of  their  vessel.  I  knew  not 
what  I  did,  for  despair  was  my  only  prompter. 
Snatching  at  the  sword  of  one  of  the  soldiers,  as  I 
stood  tottering  on  the  edg^^  I  had  succeeded  in 
wresting  it  out  of  his  hands,  wbcD,  at  the  same 
moment,  I  received  a  thrust  of  a  lance  from  one  of 


his  comrades,  and  fell  backward  into  the  river.  I 
can  just  remember  rising  again  and  making  i 
grasp  at  the  side  of  the  vessel ;  —  but  the  shock, 
and  the  faintness  from  my  wound,  deprived  me  of 
all  conscioufiuess,  and  a  shriek  from  Alethe,  as  I 
sank,  is  all  I  can  recollect  of  what  followed. 

Would  I  bad  then  died  t  —  Yet,  no,  Almlgbtj 
Being- — I  should  hare  died  in  darkness,  and  I 
have  lived  to  know  Thee  ! 

On  returning  to  my  senses,  I  found  myself  re- 
clined on  a  couch,  in  a  splendid  apartmenl,  the 
whole  appearance  of  which  being  Grecian,  I,  for  a 
moment,  forgot  all  that  had  passed,  and  imagined 
myself  in  my  own  home  at  Athens.  But  too  soon 
the  whole  dreadful  certainty  flashed  upon  me  ;  and^ 
starting  wildly  —  disabled  as  I  was  —  from  my 
coueli,  I  called  loudly,  and  with  the  shiiek  of  a 
maniac,  upon  Alethe* 

I  was  in  the  house,  I  then  found,  of  my  friend 
and  disc iple,  the  young  Tribune,  who  had  mode  the 
Governor  acquainted  with  my  name  and  condition, 
and  had  received  me  under  bis  roof,  when  brought, 
bleeding  and  insensible,  to  Antino^.  From  him 
1  now  learned  at  once  —  for  I  could  not  wait 
for  details  —  the  sum  of  all  that  had  happened  in 
that  dreadful  interval.  Melanius  was  no  more  — 
Alethe  still  alive,  hut  in  prison  I 

**  Take  me  to  her  *'  ^  I  had  but  time  to  say  ^ 
"  take  me  to  her  instantly,  and  let  me  die  by  her 
side  '*  —  when,  nature  again  failing  under  such 
shocks,  I  relapsed  into  insensibility.  In  thiA  .ntate 
I  continued  for  near  an  hour,  and,  on  recovering, 
found  the  Tribune  by  my  side.  The  horrors,  he 
said,  of  the  Forum  were,  for  that  day,  over,  —  but 
what  the  morrow  might  bring,  he  Rbuddercd  to 
contemplate*  His  nature,  it  was  plain,  revolted 
fmm  !he  inhuman  duties  in  which  he  was  engaged. 
Touched  by  the  agonies  he  saw  me  suffer,  he,  in 
some  degree,  relieved  them,  by  promising  that  I 
should,  at  nightfall,  he  conveyed  to  the  prison, 
and,  if  possible,  through  his  influence,  gain  access 
to  Alethe*  She  might  yet,  he  added,  he  saved^ 
could  I  succeed  in  persuading  her  to  comply  with 
the  terms  of  the  edict,  and  make  sacrifice  to  the 
Gods.  —  "  Oth<»rwise,"  said  he,  '*  there  is  no  hope  j 
—  the  vindictive  Orcus,  who  has  resisted  even  this 
short  respite  of  mercy,  will,  to-morrow,  inexorably 
demand  his  prey.** 

He  then  related  to  me,  at  my  own  reqneit  — 
though  every  word  was  torture  —  all  the  harrowing 
details  of  the  proceeding  before  the  TrihunaL  **  I 
have  seen  courage,**  said  he,  '*  in  its  noblest  forma, 
in  the  field ;  but  the  calm  intrepidity  with  which 
that  aged  hermit  endured  torments  —  which  it  waa 
hardly  less  torment  to  51  itness  —  surpassed  all  that 
I  could  have  conceived  of  human  fortitude ! " 
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My  poor  Alethe,  too — in  describing  to  me  her 
conduct,  the  braye  man  wept  like  a  child.  Over- 
whelmed, he  said,  at  first  by  her  apprehensions  for 
my  safety,  she  had  given  way  to  a  ftiU  bnrst  of 
womanly  weakness.  Rut  no  sooner  was  she  brought 
before  the  Tribunal,  and  the  declaration  of  her 
fkith  was  demanded  of  her^  than  a  spirit  almost 
supernatural  seemed  to  animate  her  whole  form. 
*♦  She  raised  her  eyes,"  said  he,  *«  calmly,  but  with 
fervour,  to  heaven,  while  a  blush  was  the  only 
sign  of  mortal  feeling  on  her  features:  —  and  the 
dear,  sweet,  and  untrembling  voice,  with  which 
she  pronounced  her  own  doom,  in  the  words,  *  I 
am  a  Christian  !  *  ^  sent  a  thrill  of  admiration  and 
pity  throughout  the  multitude.  Her  youth,  her 
loveliness,  affected  all  hearts,  and  a  cry  of  *  Save 
the  young  maiden  ! '  was  heard  in  all  directions." 

The  implacable  Orcus,  however,  would  not  hear 
of  mercy.  Resenting,  as  it  appeared,  with  all  his 
deadliest  rancour,  not  only  her  own  escape  fit>m  his 
toils,  but  the  aid  with  which  she  had,  so  fatally  to 
his  views,  assisted  mine,  he  demanded  loudly  and 
in  the  name  of  the  insulted  sanctuary  of  Isis,  her 
faistant  death.  It  was  but  by  ^e  firm  intervention 
of  the  Governor,  who  shared  the  general  sympathy 
in  her  fate,  that  the  delay  of  another  day  was 
granted  to  give  a  chance  to  the  young  maiden  of 
yet  recalling  her  confession,  and  thus  affording 
some  pretext  for  saving  her. 

Even  in  yielding,  with  evident  reluctance,  to  this 
respite,  the  inhuman  Priest  would  yet  accompany 
it  with  some  mark  of  his  vengeance.  Whether  for 
the  pleasure  (observed  the  Tribune)  of  mingling 
mockery  with  his  cruelty,  or  as  a  warning  to  her 
of  the  doom  she  must  ultimately  expect,  he  gave 
orders  that  there  should  be  tied  round  her  brow 
one  of  those  chaplets  of  coral  *,  with  which  it  is 
the  custom  of  young  Christian  maidens  to  array 
themselves  on  the  day  of  their  martyrdom;  — 
**  and,  thus  fearfully  adorned,"  said  he,  "  she  was 
led  away,  amidst  the  gaze  of  the  pitying  multitude, 
to  prison." 

With  these  harrowing  details  the  short  interval 
till  nightfall — every  minute  of  which  seemed  an 
age — was  occupied.  As  soon  as  it  grew  dark,  I 
was  placed  upon  a  litter  ~  my  wound,  though  not 
dangerous,  requiring  such  a  conveyance  —  and, 
under  the  guidance  of  my  friend,  I  was  conducted 
to  the  prison.  Through  his  interest  with  the 
guard,  we  were  without  difficulty  admitted,  and  I 


1  The  merit  of  the  confettion  **  ChrUtianus  ram,**  or 
**  CbriiiloMi  Mim,"  was  considerablj  enhanced  bj  the  clear- 
ncfs  and  distinctneM  with  which  it  was  pronounced.  Em- 
tebhu  mentioDi  the  martyr  Vetias  as  making  it  XmiA^f9rwtnf 


was  borne  into  the  chamber  where  the  maiden  laj 
immured.  Even  the  veteran  guardian  of  the  plaee 
seemed  touched  with  compassion  for  his  prisoner, 
and  supposing  her  to  be  asleep,  had  the  litter 
placed  gently  near  her. 

She  was  half  reclining,  with  her  &ce  hid  benesA 
her  hands,  upon  a  couch — at  the  foot  of  whkli 
stood  an  idol,  over  whose  hideous  features  m  lamp 
of  naphtha,  that  hung  fhnn  the  ceiling,  shed  a  wild 
and  ghastly  glare.  On  a  table  before  the  image 
was  a  censer,  with  a  small  vessel  of  inceiiae  beside 
it — one  grain  of  which,  thrown  voluntarily  into 
the  flame,  would,  even  now,  save  that  precioas 
life.  So  strange,  so  fearful  was  the  whole  scene, 
that  I  almost  doubted  its  reality.  Alethe  I  my  own, 
happy  Alethe  I  ctm  it,  I  thought,  be  thoa  that  I 
look  upon  ? 

She  now  slowly,  and  with  diiRcnlty,  raised  her 
head  from  the  couch,  on  observing  which,  the  kind 
Tribune  withdrew,  and  we  were  left  alone.  There 
was  a  paleness,  as  of  death,  over  her  features ;  and 
those  eyes  which,  when  last  I  saw  them,  were  bat 
too  bright,  too  happy  for  this  world,  looked  dim  and 
sunken.  In  raising  herself  up,  she  put  her  hand, 
as  if  fh>m  pain,  to  her  forehead,  whose  marble  hoe 
but  appeared  more  death-like  from,  diose  red  bands 
that  lay  so  awfully  across  it 

After  wandering  for  a  minute  vaguely,  her  eyes 
at  length  rested  upon  me — and,  with  a  shriek,  half 
terror,  half  joy,  she  sprung  fVom  the  couch,  and 
sunk  upon  her  knees  by  my  side.  She  had  believed 
me  dead ;  and,  even  now,  scarcely  trusted  her  senses. 
**  My  husband  I  my  love!"  she  exclaimed;  '*  oh, 
if  thou  comest  to  call  me  from  this  world,  be- 
hold I  am  ready !"  In  saying  thus,  she  pointed 
wildly  to  that  ominous  wreath,  and  then  dropped 
her  head  down  upon  my  knee,  as  if  an  arrow  had 
pierced  it. 

•'  Alethe  I "  I  cried —terrified  to  the  very  soul  by 
that  mysterious  pang — and,  as  if  the  sound  of  my 
voice  had  re-animated  her,  she  looked  up,  with  a 
faint  smile,  in  my  face.  Her  thoughts,  which  had 
evidently  been  wandering,  became  collected ;  and 
in  her  joy  at  my  safety,  her  sorrow  at  my  suffering, 
she  forgot  entirely  the  fate  that  impended  over  her- 
self. Love,  innocent  love,  alone  occupied  all  her 
thoughts ;  and  the  warmth,  the  affection,  the  de- 
votedness,  with  which  she  spoke — oh  how,  at  any 
other  moment,  I  would  have  blessed,  have  lingered 
upon  every  word  I 


s  Une  *'  de  ces  couronnet  de  grain  decoraO,  dcmt  lea  vtcrtea 
martyres  omolent  leurs  chereux  en  ailant  k  la  moct.**— ./>« 
Martjfn. 
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Bat  the  time  flew  fa< — thut  drcadfhl  motrow 
wia  appFoachlng.  Already  I  saw  her  wnthtng  in 
the  hands  of  the  torturer — the  flaineB,  the  racki, 
the  wheels,  were  before  my  eye* !  Half  frantic 
with  the  fear  that  her  resolution  was  fixed,  1  flung 
myself  from  the  litter  in  an  agony  of  weepings  and 
Bupplieated  her,  by  the  love  the  bore  me,  by  the 
happiness  that  awaited  us,  hy  her  own  mercifyi 
God,  who  was  too  good  to  require  such  a  sacrifice*— 
hy  «U  that  the  most  passionate  anxiety  could  die* 
tate,  I  implored  that  she  would  avert  fi-otii  us  the 
doom  that  was  coining,  and — but  for  once — ^ com- 
ply with  the  vain  ceremony  demanded  of  her. 

Shrinking  from  me,  as  I  spoke  —  but  with  a 
look  more  of  sorrow  than  reproach  —  **  What, 
thou,  tix>!"  she  said  monmfully  —  "thou,  into 
whose  inmost  spirit  I  had  fondly  hoped  the  same 
light  bad  entered  as  into  my  own  1  No,  never  be 
thou  leagued  with  them  who  would  tempt  me  to 
^  make  shipwreck  of  my  failh  T  Thou,  who 
couldst  alone  bind  me  to  life,  use  not,  I  entreat 
thee,  thy  power ;  but  let  me  die,  as  He  I  serve 
hath  commanded*^  die  for  the  Truth.  Remember 
the  holy  lessons  we  heard  together  on  those  nights, 
those  happy  nights,  when  both  the  present  and 
future  smiled  upon  ns— when  even  the  gift  of 
eternal  life  came  more  welcome  to  my  soul,  from 
the  glad  conviction  that  thou  wert  to  be  a  sharer 
in  its  blessings*,  —  shall  I  forfeit  now  that  divine 
privilege?  shall  I  deny  the  true  God,  whom  we 
then  learned  to  love  ? 

"  No,  my  own  betrothed,"  she  continued  — 
pointing  to  the  two  rings  on  her  finger ^ —  '^  Iwhold 
these  pledges  —  they  are  both  sacred.  I  should 
have  been  as  true  to  thee  as  I  am  now  to  heaven, 
—  nor  in  that  life  to  which  I  am  hastening  shall 
our  love  he  forgotten.  Should  the  baptism  of  fire, 
through  which  1  shall  pass  to-morrow,  make  me 
worthy  to  be  heard  before  the  throne  of  Grace,  I 
will  intercede  for  thy  soul — I  will  pray  that  it 
may  yet  share  with  mine  that  *  Inberrtiuice,  im- 
mortal and  undeiled,'  which  Jlercy  offers,  and 
that  thou  — and  my  dear  mother  ^ — and  I -" 

She  here  dropped  her  voice ;  the  momentary 
animation,  with  which  devotion  and  affection  had 
inspired  her,  vanished  ;  —  and  there  came  a  dark- 
neas  orer  all  her  features,  a  livid  darkness  —  like 
the  approach  of  death  —  that  made  me  shudder 
through  every  limb,  Seijfiing  my  hand  convul- 
sively, and  lo<Liking  at  me  with  a  fi-arful  eagerness. 


1  We  find  polfODOut  crown*  menllonpd  by  Ptinff.  undrr  the 
iJteiifuttion  of  "  c«mn*  rcmlM/'  Patckalius,  too.  iflvrt  tho 
foMowinff  aceotiitt  of  IbvM  "dasdly  Rsrland*,"  as  ho  caIIi 
tbeoi :  —  "  Sed  mlrum  «■!  Um  Mlubir«  inirentuin  bum«nain 
DMiutlLuB  reperUtc,  quotoodo  ad  oeCirlot  uiut  iir»iluceiit. 


as  if  anxious  to  hear  some  consoling  ossuranee 
&cnn  my  own  lips^ — "  Believe  me,"  she  continned 
"  not  all  the  torments  they  are  preparing  for  me^- 
not  even  this  deep,  burning  pain  in  my  brow,  to 
which  they  will  hardly  find  an  equal— could  ht 
half  so  dreadful  to  me  as  tlic  thought  that  I  leave 
thee,  without——'* 

Here  her  voice  again  failed  j  her  head  tunic 
upon  my  arm,  and  —  merciful  God,  let  me  forget 
what  I  then  felt  —  I  saw  that  she  was  dying  1 
Whether  I  uttered  any  cry,  I  know  not  5  —  but  the 
Tribune  came  rtishing  into  the  chamber,  and, 
looking  on  the  maiden,  said,  with  a  fiice  full  of 
horror,  **  It  is  but  too  true  I " 

He  then  told  me  in  a  low  voice,  what  he  had 
just  learned  from  the  guardian  of  the  prison,  tliat 
the  hand  round  the  young  Christian's  brow  t 
was  —  oh  horrible  !  —  a  compound  of  the  mo«t 
deadly  poison — the  hellish  invention  of  OrcuS|  to 
satiate  his  vengeance,  and  moke  the  fate  of  his 
poor  victim  secure.  My  first  movement  was  to 
untie  that  fatal  wreath^ but  it  wonid  not  come 
away  —  it  would  not  come  away  \ 

Roused  by  the  pain,  she  again  looked  in  mj 
face  ;  but,  unable  to  speak,  took  hastily  from  her 
bosom  the  small  silver  cross  which  she  had 
brought  with  her  from  my  cave.  Having  pressed 
it  to  her  own  lips,  she  held  it  anxiously  to  mine, 
and,  seeing  me  kiss  the  holy  symbol  with  fervour, 
looked  happy,  and  smiled.  The  agony  of  death 
seemed  to  have  passed  away  j  —  there  came  sud- 
denly over  her  features  a  heavenly  light,  some 
share  of  which  I  felt  descending  into  my  own 
soulp  and,  in  a  few  minutes  more,  she  expired  in 
my  arms. 


litre  endM  the  3fanujtcript ,-  hutf  on  the  outer  eovtr 
isfovnd^  in  ike  hamiwritmg  of  a  muck  later 
ptriod,  the  foUowmg  Notice^  extracted^  qm  iY 
appear i^  from  some  E^ptmn  martyroitMfy :  ^ 

**  Aix;tPHji:oN  —  nn  Epicurean  philosopher,  con- 
verted to  Christianity,  A.  v. 'Iitlt  by  a  young  Egjp- 
tian  maiden,  who  suffered  martyrdom  in  that  year* 
Immediately  upon  her  death  he  betook  himself  to 
the  desert,  and  lived  a  life,  it  is  said,  of  much 


Krinpe*  rcpcrtK  tunt  n«riuid«  coronae  hjinin),  quai  diil,  tun 
uiliiliiiun)  per-  ii<tmm  quldvm  rt  •pcclem  fmitatriert,  at  re  ct 
rlTcctu  feralrt,  aique  adeo  capitLi,  cul  Imponmiiiir,  lalirfic- 
lTlcc»."—De  CoromiB, 
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holiness  and  penitence.  Daring  the  penecntion 
under  Dioclesian,  his  soffermgs  for  the  faith  were 
most  exemplary ;  and  being  at  length,  at  an  ad- 
vanced age,  condemned  to  hard  labour,  for  refhsing 
to  comply  with  an  Imperial  edict,  he  died  at  the 
Brass  Mines  of  Palestine,  a.d.  297. — 

**  As  Alciphron  held  the  opinions  maintained 
since  by  Arius,  his  memory  has  not  been  spared 


by  Athanasian  writers,  who,  among  other  charges, 
accuse  him  of  baring  been  addicted  to  the  super- 
stitions of  Egypt.  For  this  calumny,  howeTer, 
there  appears  to  be  no  better  foundation  than  a 
circumstance,  recorded  by  one  of  hit  brother 
monks,  that  there  was  found,  after  his  death,  a 
small  metal  mirror,  like  those  used  in  the  cere- 
monies of  Isis,  suspended  around  his  neck.** 


ALCIPHRON: 

A  FRAGMENT. 


LETTER  I. 

FROM  ALCIPHRON  AT  AIJSXAia>BIA  TO  CLEON  AT 
ATHENS. 

Well  may  you  wonder  at  my  flight 

From  those  fair  Gardens,  in  whose  bowers 
Lingers  whatever  of  wise  and  bright, 
Of  Beauty's  smile  or  Wisdom's  light. 

Is  left  to  grace  this  world  of  ours. 
Well  may  my  comrades,  as  they  roam. 

On  such  sweet  eves  as  this,  inquire 
Why  I  have  left  that  happy  home 

Where  all  is  found  that  all  desire. 

And  Time  hath  wings  that  never  tire ; 
Where  bliss,  in  all  the  countless  shapes. 

That  Fancy's  self  to  bliss  hath  given. 
Comes  clustering  round,  like  road-side  grapes 

That  woo  the  traveller's  lip,  at  even  ; 
Where  Wisdom  flings  not  joy  away  — 
As  Pallas  in  the  stream,  they  say, 
Once  flung  her  flute — but  smiling  owns 
That  woman's  lip  can  send  forth  tones 
Worth  all  the  music  of  those  spheres 
So  many  dream  of,  but  none  hears ; 
Where  Virtue's  self  puts  on  so  well 

Her  sister  Pleasure's  smile,  that,  loth 
From  either  nymph  apart  to  dwell. 

We  finish  by  embracing  both. 

Yes,  such  the  place  of  bliss,  I  own. 
From  all  whose  charms  I  just  have  flown ; 
And  even  while  thus  to  thee  I  write, 
And  by  the  Nile's  dark  flood  recline. 


Fondly,  in  thought,  I  wing  my  flight 
Back  to  those  groves  and  gardens  bright. 
And  often  think,  by  this  sweet  light. 

How  lovelily  they  all  must  shine ; 
Can  see  that  graceful  temple  throw 

Down  the  green  slope  its  lengthen'd  shade. 
While,  on  the  marble  steps  below, 

There  sits  some  fair  Athenian  maid, 
Over  some  favourite  volume  bending ; 

And,  by  her  side,  a  youthful  sage 
Holds  back  the  ringlets  that,  descending. 

Would  else  o'ershadow  all  the  page. 
But  hence  such  thoughts  I — nor  let  me  grieve 
O'er  scenes  of  joy  that  I  but  leave. 
As  the  bird  quits  awhile  its  nest 
To  come  again  with  livelier  sest 

And  now  to  tell  thee — what  I  fear 
Thou*lt  gravely  smile  at— loAy  Fm  here. 
Though  through  my  life's  short,  sunny  dream, 

Fve  floated  without  pain  or  care, 
Like  a  light  leaf,  down  pleasure's  stream. 

Caught  in  each  sparkling  eddy  there ; 
Though  never  Mirth  awaked  a  strain 
That  my  heart  echoed  not  again ; 
Yet  have  I  felt,  when  even  most  gay, 

Sad  thoughts —  I  knew  not  whence  or  why — 

Suddenly  o'er  my  spirit  fly. 
Like  clouds,  that,  ere  we've  time  to  say 

"  How  bright  the  sky  is  I "  shade  die  ak  j. 
Sometimes  so  vague,  so  undefin'd. 
Were  these  strange  dark'nings  of  my  mind<— 
While  nought  bat  joy  around  me  beun'd 

So  causelessly  they've  come  and  flown. 
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That  not  of  life  or  eirtli  tbey  seem'd, 
But  shadows  fh>D9  some  world  lioknowiL 

More  oft,  however,  Hwas  the  thought 
How  soon  that  scene,  with  sll  its  play 
Of  life  and  gladae&St  must  decay— 

Those  lips  I  prest,  the  haods  I  eanght  — 

Myself^ the  crowd  that  mirth  had  brought 
Around  roe  ^  swept  like  weeds  away  I 

This  thought  it  was  that  came  to  shed 

O'er  rapture's  hour  its  worst  alloys  ; 
And,  close  as  shade  with  sunshine,  wed 

Its  sadness  with  my  happiest  joys. 
Ohf  but  for  this  disheart'aing  voice. 

Stealing  amid  our  mirth  to  say 
That  all,  in  which  we  most  rejoice. 

Ere  night  may  be  the  earth- worni*B  prey  j 
But  for  this  bitter — only  this  — 
Full  as  the  world  is  brimni'd  with  bliss, 
And  capable  as  feels  my  soul 
Of  draining  to  its  dregs  the  whole, 
I  should  turn  earth  to  heav'n,  and  be. 
If  bliss  made  Gods,  a  Deity  I 

Thou  know*st  that  mights  the  very  last 
That  'niong  my  Garden  friends  I  pass'd — 
When  the  School  held  its  feast  of  mirth 
To  celebrate  our  founder's  birth, 
And  all  that  He  in  dreams  but  saw 

When  he  set  Pleasure  on  the  throne 
Of  this  bright  world,  and  wrote  her  law 

In  hnm&Q  hearts,  was  felt  and  known— ^ 
Net  in  unreal  dreams,  but  true 
Substantial  joy  as  pulse  e'er  knew— 
By  hearts  and  bosoms,  that  each  felt 
Ititel/the  realm  where  Pleasure  dwelt 


That  night,  when  all  onr  mirth  was  oVr, 

The  minstrels  silent^  and  the  feet 
Of  the  yotiug  maidens  heard  no  more — - 

So  stilly  was  the  time,  so  sweet, 
And  such  a  calm  came  o  er  that  soene^ 
Where  Ufb  and  revel  late  had  been — 
Lone  as  the  quiet  of  some  bay, 
From  which  the  sea  hath  ebb'd  away*— 
That  still  1  linger'd,  lost  in  thought, 

Gaxiiig  upon  the  stars  of  night. 
Sad  and  intent,  as  if  I  sought 

Some  mournful  secret  in  their  light  •, 
And  ask'd  them,  *mld  that  silence,  why 
MaOt  glorious  roan,  alone  must  die, 
While  they,  less  wonderful  than  he, 
I  Shine  on  through  all  eternity. 

I  That  n 

I  Its  h 


That  night  ^ — thou  haply  mayVt  forget 
Its  loTeliueas — but  'twas  a  night 


To  moke  earth's  meanest  slave  regret 

Jx'aving  a  world  so  soft  and  brighL 
On  one  side,  in  the  dark  blue  sky, 
Lonely  and  radiant,  was  the  eye 
Of  Jove  himself,  while,  on  the  other, 

'Mong  stars  that  eaoie  out  one  by  otie, 
The  young  moon  — like  the  Eomaii  mother 

Among  her  living  jewels^ — shone. 
**  Oh  that  from  yonder  orba,"  I  thought, 

^*  Pure  and  eternal  as  they  are, 
"  There  could  to  earth  some  power  be  brought, 
**  Some  charm,  with  their  own  essence  fraught, 

"  To  make  man  deathless  as  a  star  j 
'*  And  open  to  his  vast  desires 

"  A  course,  as  boundless  and  sublime 
**  Aft  that  which  waits  those  comet-fires, 

"  That  buTQ  and  roam  throughout  all  time  1  ** 

While  thoughts  liitc  these  absorb'd  my  mind, 

That  weariness  which  earthly  blisa, 
However  sweet,  still  leaves  behind, 

As  if  to  show  how  earthly  'tis, 
Came  lulling  o*er  me,  aad  I  laid 

My  limbs  at  that  fair  statue's  base — 
That  miracle,  which  Art  hath  made 

Of  all  the  choice  of  Nature**  grace — 
To  which  so  oft  Pre  knelt  and  sworn. 

That,  could  a  living  maid  like  her 
Unto  this  wondering  world  be  bom, 

I  would,  myself,  turn  worshipper. 

Sleep  came  then  o*er  me — and  I  seem'd 

To  be  transported  far  away 
To  a  bleak  desert  plain,  where  gleam *d 

One  siDgle,  melancholy  ray. 
Throughout  that  darkness  dimly  shed 

From  a  small  taper  in  the  bund 
Of  one,  who,  pale  as  are  the  dead, 

Before  me  took  his  sjuectral  stand. 
And  said,  while,  awfully,  a  smile 

Came  o'er  the  wanness  of  his  cheek  — 
^  Go,  and  beside  the  sacred  Nile 

**  You^U  find  the*  Eternal  Life  you  seek.*' 

Soon  as  he  spoke  these  words,  tbe  hue 
Of  death  o'er  ail  his  feature  grew. 
Like  the  pale  morning,  when  o*er  night 
She  gains  the  victory,  full  of  light  j 
Wliile  the  small  torch  he  held  became 
A  glory  in  his  hand,  whose  flame 
Brighten'd  the  desert  suddenly. 

Even  to  the  fkr  horizon's  line — 
Along  whose  level  I  could  see 

Gardeni  and  grovesi,  that  seem'd  to  shine. 
As  if  then  oVr  them  freshly  play*d 
A  vernal  rambow*s  rich  caacadej 
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Of  Fate  itsdi;  mg'd  me  sway 

CirdiDgp  M  'twere  itself  the  air. 

From  Athens  to  thk  Holy  Land ; 

And  fpiriti,  oo  whoie  wingi  the  hue 

Where,  'moog  the  secrets,  still  rnitwight. 

Of  hearen  ftill  Unger'd,  round  me  flew. 

The  mysf  ries  that,  as  yet,  nor  son 

Till  from  all  sides  sach  splcndomv  broke. 

That,  with  the  excess  of  li^  I  woke! 

May  sleep  this  evorlasting  one. 

Soch  was  my  dream;— and,  I  confeM, 

Farewell — when  to  our  Garden  friends 

Thoo^  none  of  aU  our  creedJess  School 

Thou  talk'st  of  the  wild  dream  that  sends 

The  ihUes  of  the  priest-led  fool. 

Wandering  beneath  Canopos'  star. 

Who  teUs  OS  of  a  soal,  a  mind. 

Ten  them  that,  wander  where  he  will. 

Separate  and  pore,  within  as  shrin'd. 

Or,  howsoe'er  they  now  condenm 

Which  is  to  liye— ah,  hope  too  bright! — 

His  vague  and  vain  porsuit,  he  still 

For  erer  in  yon  fields  of  light ; 

Is  worthy  oiihe  School  and  them; — 

Sdll,  all  their  own— nor  e'er  forgets. 

Of  Gods  are  on  him— as  if;  blest 

Ev'n  while  his  heart  and  soul  pursue 

And  blooming  in  their  own  blue  skies, 

Th'  Eternal  Light  which  never  sets. 

Tb^  eternal  Gods  were  not  too  wise 

The  many  meteor  joys  that  do. 

To  let  weak  man  disturb  their  rest  !•* 

But  seeks  them,  hails  them  with  delight. 

Though  thinking  of  such  creeds  as  thoa 

Mrhere'er  they  meet  his  longing  sight 

And  all  oar  Garden  sages  think. 

And,  if  his  life  mtiMt  wane  away. 

Tet  is  there  something,  I  allow. 

Like  other  lives,  ^  least  the  day. 

In' dreams  like  this — a  sort  of  link 

The  hour  it  lasts  shall,  like  a  fire 

With  worlds  unseen,  which,  from  the  hour 

With  incense  fed,  in  sweets  expire. 

I  first  could,  lisp  my  thoughts  till  now. 
Hath  mastered  me  with  spell-like  power. 

And  who  can  tell,  as  we're  combined 
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Of  Tarious  atoms — some  refin'd. 

Like  those  tbat  scintillate  and  play 

In  the  fix*d  stars — some,  gross  as  they 

Mempku. 

That  frown  in  cloods  or  sleep  in  clay — 

'Tib  true,  alas —the  mysf  ries  and  the  hire 

Who  can  be  sore,  but  'tis  the  best 

I  came  to  study  on  this  wondrous  shore. 

And  brightest  atoms  of  our  frame. 

Are  all  forgotten  in  the  new  delights, 

Those  most  akin  to  stellar  flame, 

The  strange,  wild  joys  that  fill  my  days  and  nights. 

That  shine  out  thus,  when  we're  at  rest; — 

Instead  of  dark,  dull  oracles  that  spoik 

Ev'n  as  the  stars  themselves,  whose  light 

From  subterranean  temples,  those  I  seek 

Comes  out  but  in  the  silent  night 

Come  from  the  breathing  shrines  where  Beanty 

Or  is  it  that  there  lurks,  indeed. 

lives. 

Some  truth  in  Man's  prevailing  creed. 

And  Love,  her  priest,  the  soft  responses  gives. 

And  that  our  Guardians,  from  on  high. 

Instead  of  honouring  Isis  in  those  ritea 

Come,  in  that  pause  from  toil  and  sin. 

At  Coptos  held,  I  hail  her,  when  she  lights 

To  put  the  senses'  curtain  by. 

Her  first  young  crescent  on  the  holy  stresna— 

And  on  the  wakeful  soul  look  in  I 

When  wandering  youths  and  maidens  waleh  her 

beam. 
And  number  o'er  the  nights  she  hath  to  nui. 

Vain  thought!— but  yet.  howe'er  it  be, 

Dreams,  more  than  once,  hath  prov'd  to  me 

Ere  she  again  embrace  her  bridegroom  sua. 

Oracles,  truer  far  than  Oak, 

While  o'er  some  mystic  leaf;  that  dimly  lends 

Or  DoTC,  or  Tripod,  ever  spoke. 

A  clue  into  past  times,  the  student  beiids. 

And  'twas  the  words  — thou'lt  hear  and  smile — 

And  by  its  glimmeriug  guidance  lesms  to  trend 

The  words  that  phantom  seem'd  to  speak — 

Back  through  the  shadowy  knowledge  of  the  deiid— 

•<  Go,  and  beside  the  sacred  Nile 

The  only  skill,  alas,  /  yet  can  claim 

**  Toull  find  the  Eternal  Life  you  seek—" 

Lies  in  deciphering  some  new  lov'd -one's  name  — 

That,  haunting  me  by  night,  by  day. 

Some  gentle  missive,  hinting  time  and  plsoe. 

At  length,  as  with  the  unseen  hand 

In  Umguage,  soft  as  Memphian  reed  can  traes. 
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And  where — oh  vhere't  the  heart  that  could  with- 
stand 
The*  uDHiunber'd  witclienejj  of  thk  sas-bom  land, 
f  "Where  first  yonng  Pleasur^'fl  banner  wm  unfurl'd. 
And  Jjove  bath  temples  ancieat  as  the  world ! 
'^\'here  mysterj,  like  the  veil  hy  Beauty  worn. 
Hides  but  to  wln^  and  fibades  but  to  adom  ; 
Where  that  luxuriou*  melancholy,  bora 
Of  passion  and  of  genius,  sheds  a  gloom 
Making  joy  holy  ;  —  where  the  bower  and  tomb 
Stand  side  by  side,  and  Pltfosore  leamsfrom  Death 
The  instant  value  of  each  moment's  breath. 

Couldst  thou  but  see  bow  like  a  poet*8  dream 
This  lovely  land  now  looks  !  —  the  glorious  streanif 
That  late,  between  it*  banks,  was  seen  to  glide 
'MoDg  shrines  and  marble  cities^  on  each  §ide 
Glittring  like  jewt;ls  strung  along  a  chain. 
Hath  sow  sent  forth  its  waters,  and  o*er  phdn 
And  Tml|^,  like  a  giant  from  his  bed 
Rising  with  outstretch'd  limbs,  hatb  grandly  spread  ; 
While  far  as  sight  can  reach ^  beneath  as  clear 
And  blue  a  heaTen  as  ever  bless'd  our  sphere, 
Crardens,  and  pillar 'd  streets,  and  porphyry  domes, 
And  high-built  temples,  fit  to  be  the  homes 
Of  mighty  Gods,  and  pyramids,  whose  hour 
Outlasts  all  time,  above  the  waters  tower  t 

Th^n,  too,  the  scenes  of  pomp  and  joy*  that  make 
One  theatre  of  this  vast,  peopled  lake. 
Where  all  that  Love,  Religion^  Commerce  gives 
Of  life  and  motion,  ever  mores  and  lives. 
Here,  up  the  steps  of  temples  from  the  wara 
Ascending,  in  procession  slow  and  grave^ 
Priests  in  white  f^amieiitB  go,  with  sacred  wanda 
And  silver  cymbals  gleaming  In  their  hands  i 
While  there,  rich  barks — fresh  from  those  sunny 

tracts 
Far  off,  beyona  the  sounding  cataracts — ► 
Glide,  with  their  preelous  lading  to  the  sea, 
Plumes  of  bright  birds,  rhinoceros  ivory, 
Gems  from  the  Isle  of  JMeroe,  aud  those  gniins 
Of  gold,  wash'd  down  by  Abyssinian  rains* 
Here,  where  the  waters  wind  into  a  bay 
Shallow y  and  cool^  some  pilgrims,  on  their  way 
To  %Sais  or  Bubastus,  among  beds 
Of  lotus  flowers,  that  close  above  their  hi'iids. 
Push  their  light  barke^  and  there,  as  in  a  bower, 
Sing,  talk,  or  sleep  away  the  sultry  hour ; 
Oil  dipping  in  the  ^  'c,  when  feint  with  heat. 
That  leaf,  from  which  its  waters  drink  most  swet't. — 
While  haply,  not  far  oS^  beneath  a  bank 
Of  blossoming  aeaclas,  many  a  prank 
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Is  pkyed  in  the  cool  current  by  a  train 
Of  laughing  nymphs,  lovely  as  she  ',  whose  chain 
Around  two  coDquerors  of  the  world  was  cast» 
But,  for  a  tliird  too  feeble,  broke  at  last 

For  oh,  believe  not  them,  who  dare  to  brand, 
As  poor  in  charms,  the  women  of  this  land* 
Though  darkened  by  that  sun,  whose  spirit  flows 
Through  c:very  vein,  and  tinges  as  it  goes^ 
*Tis  but  the'  embrowning  of  the  fruit  that  tells 
How  rich  within  the  soul  of  ripeness  dwells  — 
The  hue  their  own  dark  sanctuaries  wear, 
Amiouncing  heaven  in  half-caught  glimpses  there. 
And  never  yet  did  tell-tale  looks  set  free 
The  secret  of  young  hearts  more  tenderly* 
Such  eyes  !  — long,  shadowy,  with  that  languid  fall 
Of  the  fringed  lids,  which  may  be  seen  in  all 
Who  live  beneath  the  sun's  too  ardent  raya^- 
l^nding  such  looks  as,  on  their  marriage  days^ 
Young  maids  emX  down  before  a  bridegroom's  gute  I 
Then  for  their  grace  ^  mark  but  the  nymph-iika 

shapes 
Of  the  young  village  girls,  when  carrying  grapes 
From  green  Anthylla,  or  light  urns  of  flowers — 
Not  our  own  Sculpture,  in  her  happiest  hours* 
Eer  imag'd  forth,  even  at  the  touch  of  him  ^ 
Whose  touch  was  life,  more  luxury  of  limb ; 
Then,  canst  thou  wonder  ij^  ^mid  scenes  like  thesej 
I  should  forget  all  graver  mysteries, 
Ail  lore  but  Love's,  alt  secrets  but  that  best 
In  heaven  or  earth,  the  art  of  being  blest  I 
Yet  are  there  times — though  brief,  I  owii^  their 

stay, 
Like  Summer  clouds  that  shine  themselves  away^ 
Momenta  of  gloom,  when  even  these  pl^isures  pall 
Upon  my  sadd'ning  heart,  and  I  recall 
That  Garden  dream— that  promise  of  a  power  — 
Oh,  were  there  such  !  — to  lengthen  out  life*s  hour, 
On,  on,  as  through  a  vista,  fer  away 
Opening  before  us  into  endless  day  I 
And  chiefly  o'er  my  spirit  did  this  thought 
Come  on  that  evening  —  bright  as  ever  brought 
Light's  golden  farewell  to  the  world — ^when  first 
The'  eternal  pyramids  of  Memphis  hurst 
Awfully  on  my  sight — standing  sublime 
'Twixt  earth  and  heaven,  the  watch-towers  of  Time, 
From  whose  lone  summit,  when  his  reign  halh  past 
From  earth  for  ever,  he  will  lcK>k  his  last ! 

There  hung  a  calm  and  solemn  sanshine  round 
Those  mighty  monuments,  a  hushing  sound 
In  the  still  air  that  circled  them,  which  stole 
Like  music  of  past  limes  into  mj  toui 
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I  thcMgitt  wfat  Kjriadi  of  the  vise,  and  Ismre, 

And  Wiutiful,  had  sank  into  dK  grsTe, 

Snee  earth  first  ssv  these  wooden  —  and  I 

**  Are  ^ings  eternal  only  fordie  Dead? 

**  Hath  nan  BO  loftier  hope  than  this,  whi^ 

**  His  only  lasting  trophies  to  be  tombs? 

"  Bnt  'tis  not  to  —  earth,  heaTcn,  all  natnre  shows 

*  He  sMgr  beeome  immortal  —  sMgr  nnriose 

**  The  wings  within  him  wrapt,  and  proodlj  rise, 

**  Bcdeem'd  £ram  earth,  a  creature  of  the  dLies ! 

"  And  who  can  sar,  among  the  written  spdls 

**  From  Hermes'  hand,  that,  in  these  shrines  and 

ceQs 
"  Hare,  from  the  Flood,  lay  hid,  there  may  not  be 
**  Some  secret  clue  to  immortality,  — 
**  Some  amolet,  whose  spell  can  keep  life*s  fire 
**  Awake  within  as,  nerer  to  expire  ! 
*«  Tis  known  that,  on  the  Emerald  Table>,  hid 
**  For  ages  in  yon  loftiest  pyramid, 
"The  Thrice^reat*  did  himself;  engrare,  of  old, 
"  The  chymic  mystery  that  gives  endless  gold. 
"  And  why  may  not  this  mightier  secret  dwell 
**  Within  the  same  dark  chambers  ?  who  can  tell 
**  Bot  that  those  kings,  who,  by  the  written  skill 
"  Of  the'  Emerald  Table,  caU'd  forth  gold  at  wiU, 
"  And  quarries  upon  qoarries  heap'd  and  hori'd, 
**  To  build  them  demies  that  might  oatstand  the 

world — 
**  Who  knows  bat  that  the  heayenlier  art,  which 

shares 
**  The  life  of  Gods  with  man,  was  also  theirs  — 
**That  they  themselves,  triumphant  o'er  the  power 
**  Of  fiUe  and  death,  are  liring  at  this  hour; 
"  And  these,  the  giant  homes  they  still  possess, 
**  Not  tombs,  but  everlasting  palaces, 
**  Within  whose  depths,  hid  from  the  world  above, 
••  Even  now  they  wander,  with  the  few  they  love, 
**  Through  subterranean  gardens,  by  a  light 
**  Unknown  on  earth,  which  hath  nor  dawn  nor 

night ! 
**  Else,  why  those  deathless  structures  ?  why  the 

grand 
**  And  hidden  halls,  that  undermine  this  land  ? 
**  Why  else  hath  none  of  earth  e'er  dared  to  go 
"Through  the  dark  windings  of  that  realm  below, 
*•  Nor  aught  from  heav'n  itself,  except  the  God 
"Of  Silence,  through   those  endless  labyrinths 

trod?" 
Thus  did  I  dream  — wild,  wandering  dreams,  I  own, 
But  such  as  haunt  me  ever,  if  alone, 
Or  in  that  pause,  *twixt  joy  and  joy  I  be, 
Like  a  ship  hush'd  between  two  waves  at  sea. 

>  S«e  Notes  on  the  Epicurean. 
*  The  Hermes  TrismegUttu. 


Thea  do  these  ^irit  1 

OfdKl>BrkFatne,< 

Nor  can  I  break  dK  tranee  that  holds  ] 

Tin  high  o'er  Pleasnc's  surge  1 1 

Etcb  bow  for  aew  adTCBtnrc,  nfcw  ^^i^^^ 
My  heart  is  on  the  wing ;  —  this  very  niglity 
The  Temple  on  that  Isbnd,  half-way  o'er 
Froai  Memphis'  gardens  to  dK  eastern  shore^ 
Sends  np  its  annnal  rite  ^  to  her,  whose  tif  ms 
Bring  die  sweet  time  of  ni^tft-flowers  and  dresBH ; 
The  nymph,  who  dips  her  am  in  silent  lakea» 
And  tnms  to  silvery  dew  each  drop  it  takes;  — 
Oh,  not  oar  Dian  of  the  North,  who  diains 
In  vestal  ice  dK  cnrrent  of  young  veins, 
Bat  she  who  hannts  the  gay  Babostian^  gt>ve. 
And  owns  she  secs»  £ram  her  bright  heaven  above. 
Nothing  on  earth  to  mateh  that  heaven  bat  Love. 
Think,  then,  what  bliss  win  be  abroad  to-night!  — 
Besides  those  sparkling  nymphs,  who  naecMbe  sight 
Day  after  day,  finniliar  as  the  son. 
Coy  bods  of  beaoty,  yet  nnbreath'd  upon. 
And  an  die  hidden  lovdiness,  that  lies. 
Shot  op,  as  are  the  beams  of  sleeping  eyes. 
Within  these  twilight  shrines —to-night  sfaan  be 
Let  loose,  like  birds,  for  this  liestivitj  ! 

And  mark,  'tis  nigh ;  already  the  son  bids 
His  evening  ftrewdl  to  the  Pyramids, 
As  he  hath  done,  age  after  age,  tin  they 
Alone  on  earth  seem  ancient  as  his  ray ; 
While  their  great  shadows,  stretching  from  the  li^it. 
Look  like  the  first  colossal  steps  of  Night, 
Stretching  across  the  vaUey,  to  invade 
The  distant  hills  of  porphyry  with  their  shade. 
Around,  as  signals  of  the  setting  beam. 
Gay,  gilded  flags  on  every  house-top  gleam  : 
While,  hark!  —  from  an  the  temples  a  rich  swdl 
Of  music  to  the  Moon  — fiuewen  —  fiueweU. 
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FBOM  THE  SAMS  TO  THX  SAJOL 

There  is  some  star —  or  it  may  be 
That  moon  we  saw  so  near  last  night  — 

Which  comes  athwart  my  destiny 
For  ever,  with  misleading  light 

*  The  great  Festival  of  the  Moon. 

*  Bubestls,  or  IsU.  was  the  Diana  of  the  EnpUan  m 
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Of  every  form  and  kind — from  those 

And  calm  I  feel  tbere  quick  doth  &11 

That  down  Sjene*!  cataract  shoots. 

H 

A  spark  from  some  dlBturtiiQg  ejea, 

To  the  grand,  gilded  barge,  that  rows 

^1 

That  through  my  h<mrt,  souK  heing  fliei, 

To  tambour's  beat  and  breath  of  flutes. 

^1 

And  makes  a  wild&rc  of  it  alL 

And  wears  at  night,  in  words  of  flame. 

^^ 

IVe  B«?eo  —  oh,  Cteon,  that  thi*  earth 

On  the  rich  prow,  its  master's  name  ;  ^-. 

H 

Should  e*er  haye  giy^n  i uch  beauty  birth  I  ^ 

All  were  alive,  and  made  this  sea 

H 

That  man  —  but,  hold  —  hear  alJ  that  pass'd 

Of  cities  btisy  oa  a  hill 

H 

Since  yeater-night,  from  first  to  last 

Of  smnmer  ants,  caught  suddenly 
In  the  overflowing  of  a  rill. 

■ 

H 

And  beautifii!,  aa  if  she  came 

Landed  upon  the  isle,  I  soon 

H 

Freah  from  the  Elyeian  bower*  helow^ 

Through  marble  alleys  and  smaU  grovei 

H 

Was,  with  a  loud  and  iweet  acclaim, 

Of  that  mysterious  palm  she  loves, 

^1 

Welcomed  from  every  breezy  height, 

Reached  the  fair  Temple  of  the  Moon  ; 

H 

Where  crowda  stood  waiting  for  her  lighL 

And  there — aa  slowly  through  the  last 

H 

And  well  might  they  who  Tiew'd  the  scene 

Dim-lighted  vestibule  I  paas'd  — 

H 

Then  lit  up  all  arotiud  them,  aay, 

Between  the  porphyry  pillars,  twiii*d 

H 

That  never  yet  had  Nature  been 

With  palm  and  ivy,  I  could  see 

H 

Caught  ftleeping  in  a  lovelier  ray» 

A  band  of  youthful  maidens  wind. 

H 

Or  rivall'd  her  own  Doon^tide  face, 

In  measur'd  walk,  hatf  dancingly, 

^^ 

With  purer  ihow  of  moonlight  grace* 

Romad  a  amall  shrine,  oo  which  was  pkc'd 
That  bird  *,  who«e  plumes  of  black  and  whit« 

■ 

Wear  in  their  hue,  by  Nature  trac'd, 

H 

Unrivaird  Memphis,  that  cotild  seize 

A  type  of  the  moon's  shadow*d  llghL 

^^ 

H 

And  wear  it  bright  through  ceuturies  — 

In  draperj',  like  woven  snow, 

H 

Now,  in  the  roooushinei  that  came  down 

These  nymphs  were  clad  \  and  each,  below 

^1 

Like  a  last  smile  upon  that  crown^^ 

The  rounded  botom,  loosely  wore 

H 

Memphis,  still  grand,  among  her  lakes, 

A  dark  blue  zone,  or  bandelet, 

H 

Her  pyramids  and  shrinea  of  fire^ 

With  little  silver  stars  all  o'en 

^1 

Bote,  like  a  vision,  that  half  breaks 

As  are  the  skies  at  midnight,  set. 

H 

On  one  who,  dreaming  still,  awakes, 

While  in  their  tresses,  braided  throngh. 

H 

To  music  from  some  midnight  choir  ; 

Sparkled  that  flower  of  Egypt's  lakes, 

H 

While  to  the  west  ^-  where  gradual  sinks 

The  silvery  lotus,  in  whose  hue 

H 

In  the  red  sands,,  from  Libya  rolFd, 

As  much  delight  the  young  Moon  takes. 

^M 

Some  mighty  column,  or  fair  sphynit. 

As  doth  the  Day-God  to  behold 

H 

That  stood  in  kingly  courts,  of  old-^ 

The  lofty  bean -flower's  buds  of  gold. 

H 

It  seem'd  as.  'mid  the  pomps  that  shone 

And,  as  they  gracefully  went  romid 

^1 

Thus  gaily  round  him.  Time  look'd  on. 

The  worsbipp'd  bird,  some  to  the  beat 

H 

Waiting  till  alU  now  bright  and  blest, 

Of  caitioets,  some  to  the  sound 

H 

Should  sink  beneath  him  like  the  rest                   ' 

Of  the  shrill  sistmm  tioi'd  their  fe«C ; 
While  others,  at  each  step  they  took. 

■ 

No  sooner  had  the  setting  sun 

A  tinkling  chain  of  silver  shook. 

H 

Proclaim'd  the  festal  rite  begun, 

^^ 

And,  'raid  their  idofs  fijllest  beams, 

They  seero'd  all  fair— but  there  waa  one 

H 

The  Eg^'ptian  world  was  all  afloat, 

On  whom  the  light  had  not  yet  shone. 

H 

Than  I,  who  live  upon  these  streams. 

Or  shone  but  partly  — so  downcast 

H 

Like  a  young  Nile^bird,  tumM  my  hoal 

She  held  her  brow  as  slow  she  patt 

H 

To  the  fair  island,  on  whose  shores. 

And  yet  to  me,  there  seem*d  to  dwell 

^1 

Through  leafy  palms  and  sycamores. 

A  eharni  about  that  noseen  face — 

H 

Already  shone  the  moving  lights 

A  tomethiiig  in  the  shade  that  fell 

H 

Of  pilgrims  hastening  to  the  rites. 

Orer  that  brow's  imagined  grace, 

H 

Wliiie,  far  around,  like  ruby  sparks 

H 

Upon  the  water,  lighted  bariu^ 

1  nwi  m: 

1 
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Which  won  me  more  than  all  the  best 

Outshining  beauties  of  the  rest 

And  her  alone  my  eyes  could  see, 

Enchain'd  by  this  sweet  mystery ; 

And  her  alone  I  watch'd,  as  round 

She  glided  o*er  that  marble  ground. 

Stirring  not  more  the'  unconscious  air 

Than  if  a  Spirit  were  moring  there. 

Till  suddenly,  wide  open  flew 

The  Temple's  folding  gates,  and  threw 

A  splendour  fh)m  within,  a  flood 

Of  glory,  where  these  maidens  stood. 

While,  with  that  light — as  if  the  same 

Rich  source  gave  birth  to  both — there  came 

A  swell  of  harmony,  as  grand 

As  e'er  was  bom  of  voice  and  hand. 

Filling  the  gorgeous  aisles  around 

With  luxury  of  light  and  sound. 

Then  was  it,  by  the  flash  that  blaz'd 

Full  o'er  her  features — oh  'twas  then. 
As  startingly  her  eyes  she  rais'd, 

But  quick  let  fall  their  lids  agam, 
I  saw — not  Psyche's  self,  when  first 

Upon  the  threshold  of  the  skies 
She  paus'd,  while  heaven's  glory  burst 

Newly  upon  her  downcast  eyes. 
Could  look  more  beautiful,  or  blush 

With  holier  shame,  than  did  this  maid. 
Whom  now  I  saw,  in  all  that  gush 

Of  splendour  from  the  aisles,  display'd. 
Never — though  well  thou  know'st  how  much 

I've  felt  the  sway  of  Beauty's  star — 
Never  did  her  bright  influence  touch 

My  soul  into  its  depths  so  fkr ; 
And  had  that  vision  linger'd  there 

One  minute  more,  I  should  have  flown, 
Forgetful  voho  I  was  and  where. 

And,  at  her  feet  in  worship  thrown, 

Proffer'd  my  soul  through  life  her  own. 

But,  scarcely  had  that  burst  of  light 
And  music  broke  on  ear  and  sight. 
Than  up  the  aisle  the  bird  took  wing. 

As  if  on  heavenly  mission  sent. 
While  after  him,  with  graceful  spring. 

Like  some  unearthly  creatures,  meant 

To  live  in  that  mix'd  element 

Of  light  and  song,  the  young  maids  went; 
And  she,  who  in  my  heart  had  thrown 
A  spark  to  bum  for  life,  was  flown. 

In  vain  I  tried  to  follow; — bands 
Of  reverend  chanters  fill'd  the  aisle: 


Where'er  I  sought  to  pao,  their  wands 
Motion'd  me  back,  while  many  m  file 
Of  sacred  nymphs — but  ah,  not  they 
Whom  my  eyes  look'd  for — throng'd  the  way. 
Perplex'd,  impatient,  'mid  this  crowd 
Of  fieuses,  lights — the  o'erwhelming  doad 
Of  incense  round  me,  and  my  blood 
Full  of  its  new-bora  fire — I  stood. 
Nor  mov'd,  nor  breath'd,  but  when  I  caught 

A  glimpse  of  some  blue,  spangled  zone. 
Or  wreath  of  lotus,  which,  I  thought. 
Like  those  she  wore  at  distance  shone. 

But  no,  'twas  vain — hour  afler  hoar. 
Till  my  heart's  throbbing  turn'd  to  pain. 

And  my  strain'd  eyesight  lost  its  power, 
I  sought  her  thus,  but  all  in  vain. 

At  length,  hot — wilder'd — in  despair, 

I  rush'd  into  the  cool  night-air. 

And,  hurrying  (though  with  many  a  look 

Back  to  the  busy  Temple),  took 

My  way  along  the  moonlight  shore, 

And  sprung  into  my  boat  onoe  more. 

There  is  a  Lake,  that  to  the  north 
Of  Memphis  stretches  grandly  forth. 
Upon  whose  silent  shore  the  Dead 

Have  a  proud  City  of  their  own  >, 
With  shrines  and  pyramids  o'erspread — 
Where  many  an  ancient  kingly  head 

Slumbers,  immortalis'd  in  stone  ; 
And  where,  through  marble  grots  beneath. 

The  lifeless,  rang'd  like  sacred  things. 
Nor  wantmg  aught  of  life  but  breath. 

Lie  in  their  painted  coverings. 
And  on  each  new  successive  race. 

That  visit  their  dim  haunts  below. 
Look  with  the  same  unwithering  face. 

They  wore  three  thousand  years  ago. 
There,  Silence,  thoughtful  God,  who  loves 
The  neighbourhood  of  death,  in  groves 
Of  asphodel  lies  hid,  and  weaves 
His  hushing  spell  among  the  leaves — 
Nor  ever  noise  disturbs  the  air. 

Save  the  low,  humming,  mournful  sound 
Of  priests,  within  their  shrines,  at  prayer 

For  the  firesh  Dead  entomb'd  around. 

'Twas  tow'rd  this  place  of  death — in  mood 
Made  up  of  thoughts,  half  bright,  half  dark 

I  now  across  the  shining  flood 
Unconscious  tum'd  my  llght-wing'd  bark. 
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The  fonn  of  that  young  maid,  in  all 

Its  beauty,  was  before  me  still  j 
AbcI  oft  I  thought,  if  thua  to  call 

Her  ininge  to  my  fniud  at  wHI, 
If  bat  the  memory  of  that  one 
Bright  look  of  hers,  for  ever  gonef 
Was  to  my  heart  worth  all  the  re«t 
Of  uroman-kind,  beheld,  possest — 
What  wodd  it  be,  if  wholly  mlae, 
Within  these  arms,  as  in  a  shrine, 
Hallo w'd  hy  Love,  I  saw  her  shine ^p* 
An  idi>l,  worshipped  by  the  light 
Of  her  own  beauties,  day  and  nightl- 
ife was  a  blessing  but  to  see 
A  Old  lose  agaiui  what  would  Ikit  he  ? 

In  thoughts  like  these  ^ — ^but  often  crost 
By  darker  threads — my  mind  was  lost^ 
Till,  near  that  City  of  the  Dead, 
Wak*d  from  my  trance,  I  saw  overhead ^— 
A»  if  by  some  enchanter  bid 

Suddenly  from  the  wave  to  rise  — 
Pyramid  over  pyramid 

Tower  in  succession  to  the  skies ; 
While  one,  aspiring,  as  if  soon 

'T would  touch  (he  heavens*  rose  o*er  all ; 
And,  00  its  summit,  the  white  moou 

Rested^  as  OQ  a  pedestal  1 

The  Bilenee  of  the  lonely  tomhs 

And  temples  round,  where  nought  was  heard 
But  the  high  ptiliii-tree's  tufted  plumes^ 

Shaken,  at  times,  by  breexe  or  bird, 
Form'd  a  deep  coatrast  to  the  scene 
Of  revel,  where  I  late  had  heen  ; 
To  those  gay  sounds^  that  still  came  o'er, 
Faintly,  from  many  a  distant  shore, 
And  the*  unnmmber'd  lightB,  that  sbono 
Far  o'er  the  flood,  from  Memphis  on 
To  the  Moon's  Iste  and  Babylon. 

My  oars  were  lifted*  and  my  boat 

Lay  rock'd  upon  the  rippling  sLream  ; 
While  my  vague  thoughts,  alike  afloat, 
Drifted  through  many  an  idle  dream. 
With  all  of  which,  wild  and  iinfix'd 
Aa  was  their  aim,  that  vision  mix^d, 
That  bright  nymph  of  the  Temple— now, 
With  the  same  innocence  of  brow 
She  wore  within  the  lighted  fane— 
Now  kindhng,  throogb  eaeh  pulse  and  vein. 
With  passion  of  such  deep-felt  @re 
As  Oods  might  glory  to  inspire  i — 
And  now  ^- oh  Darkness  of  the  tomb, 
That  must  eehpse  eveo  light  like  hen ) 


Cold,  dead,  and  blackening,  'mid  the  gloom 
Of  those  eternal  sepulchres. 

Scaroe  had  1  turned  my  eyes  away 

From  that  dark  death-place,  at  the  thought, 
WheD  by  the  soEmd  of  dashing  epray 

From  a  light  oar  my  ear  was  caught. 
While  post  me*  through  the  moonlight,  sailed 

A  little  gilded  hark  that  bore 
Two  female  figures,  closely  veird 

And  mantled,  towards  that  funeral  shore. 
They  landed — and  the  boat  again 
Put  of  across  the  watery  plain. 

Shall  I  confess  —  to  thee  I  may  — 

That  never  yet  bath  come  the  chance 
Of  a  new  music,  a  new  ray 

From  woman's  voice,  from  woman's  glance, 
Which- — let  it  find  me  how  it  might. 

In  joy  or  grief —  l  did  not  bless, 
And  wander  ailer,  as  a  light 

Leading  to  undreamt  happiness. 
And  chiefly  now,  when  hopes  so  vrnin 
Were  stirring  in  my  heart  and  bnuoL, 
When  Fancy  had  ailur'd  my  soul 

Into  a  chase,  as  vigue  and  fisr 
As  would  he  hi&,  who  ibc'd  bis  go<aI 

In  the  horixon,  or  some  star  — 
An^  bewilderment,  that  brotigbt 
More  near  to  earth  my  high-fiown  thought  — 
The  faintest  glimpse  of  joy,  leM  pore, 
he&s  high  and  heavenly,  hut  more  sore. 
Came  welcome — and  was  (hen  to  me 
What  the  first  flowery  isle  must  be 
To  vagrant  hlrds  blown  out  to  sea. 

Quick  to  the  shore  I  nrg'd  my  hark, 

Aiid,  hy  ttie  hursts  of  moonlight,  shed 
Between  the  lofty  tomhe;  could  mark 

Those  figures,  aa  with  hasty  tread 
They  glided  on  —  lilt  in  the  shade 

Of  a  tmall  pyramid,  which  through 
Some  boughs  of  palm  its  peak  displayed. 

They  Tanish'd  instant  from  my  view. 

£  hurried  to  the  spot  — no  trace 
Of  life  was  in  that  lonely  place  s 
And,  had  the  creed  I  hold  hy  taoght 
Of  other  worlds,  I  might  have  thought 
Some  mocking  spirits  had  from  thence 
Oime  in  this  guise  to  cheat  my  sense. 

At  length,  exploring  darkly  round 
The  Pyramid's  smooth  sides,  I  found 
An  iron  portal — opening  high 
'Twixt  peak  aod  base — and,  with  a  prayer 


676                                            MOORE'S  WORK& 

To  the  bUn-loTing  Moon,  wliote  eye 

For  there  was  yet  one  wonder  there. 

Alone  beheld  me,  spmng  in  there. 

That  held  me  as  by  witch'ry  bound. 

Downward  the  narrow  stairway  led 

The  lamp,  that  through  the  chamber  shed 

Through  many  a  dact  obecure  and  dread. 

Its  vivid  beam,  was  at  the  head 

A  labyrinth  for  mystery  made. 

Of  her  who  on  that  altar  slept ; 

With  wanderings  onward,  backward,  romid. 

And  near  it  stood,  when  first  I  eame-^ 

And  gathering  still,  where'er  it  woond. 

Bending  her  brow,  as  if  she  kept 

A  female  form,  as  yet  so  plac'd 

Scarce  had  I  ask'd  myself  •'Can  anght 

Between  the  lamp's  strong  glow  and  me. 

•*  That  man  delights  in  sojonm  here?**— 

That  I  but  saw,  in  outline  trac'd. 

When,  suddenly,  far  ofiE;  I  caught 

The  shadow  of  her  symmetry. 

A  glimpse  of  light,  remote,  but  clear — 

Tet  did  my  heart — I  scarce  knew  why— 

Whose  welcome  glimmer  seem'd  to  pour 

Even  at  that  shadow'd  shape  beat  high. 

From  some  alcove  or  cell,  that  ended 

Nor  was  it  long,  ere  full  in  sight 

The  long,  steep,  marble  corridor. 

The  figure  tnm'd ;  and  by  the  light 

Through  which  I  now,  all  hope,  descended. 

That  touch'd  her  features,  as  she  bent 

Never  did  Spartan  to  his  bride 

Over  the  crystal  monument, 

With  warier  foot  at  midnight  glide. 

I  saw  'twas  she — the  same — the  same — 

It  seem'd  as  echo's  self  were  dead 

That  lately  stood  before  me,  brighfrnng 

In  this  dark  place,  so  mute  my  tread. 

The  holy  spot,  where  she  but  came 

Reaching,  at  length,  that  light,  I  saw  — 

And  went  again,  like  summer  ligfatningJ 

Oh  listen  to  the  scene,  now  rais'd 

Before  my  eyes — then  guess  the  awe. 

Upon  the  crystal,  o'er  the  breast 

The  stUl,  rapt  awe  with  which  I  gax'd. 

Of  her  who  took  that  silent  rest, 

'Twas  a  small  chapel,  lin*d  around 

There  was  a  cross  of  silver  lying — 

With  the  fiur,  spangling  marble,  found 

In  many  a  ruin*d  shrine  that  stands 

Which  hope,  and  pride,  and  fear  of  dying 

Half  seen  above  the  Libyan  sands. 

Build  for  us  in  a  world  to  come :  — 

The  walls  were  richly  sculptur*d  o*er. 

This  silver  cross  the  maiden  rais'd 

And  charactered  with  that  dark  lore. 

To  her  pure  lips : — then,  having  gaz'd 

Of  times  before  the  Flood,  whose  key 

Some  minutes  on  that  tranquil  face. 

Was  lost  in  the'  **  Universal  Sea."— 

Sleeping  in  all  death's  mournful  grace. 

While  on  the  roof  was  pictur'd  bright 

Upward  she  tum'd  her  brow  serene. 

The  Theban  beetle,  as  he  shines. 

As  if,  intent  on  heaven,  those  eyes 

When  the  Nile's  mighty  flow  declines. 

Saw  then  nor  roof  nor  cloud  betvreen 

And  forth  the  creature  springs  to  light. 

Their  own  pure  orbits  and  the  skies ; 

With  life  regenerate  in  his  wings  : — 

And,  though  her  lips  no  motion  made. 

Emblem  of  vain  imaginings ! 

And  that  fix'd  look  was  all  her  speech. 

Of  a  new  world,  when  this  is  gone. 

I  saw  that  the  rapt  spirit  pray'd 

In  which  the  spirit  still  lives  on ! 

Deeper  within  than  words  could  reach. 

Direct  beneath  this  type,  reclined 

Strange  power  of  Innocence,  to  turn 

On  a  black  granite  altar,  lay 

To  its  own  hue  whate'er  comes  near. 

A  female  form,  in  crystal  shrin'd. 

And  make  even  vagrant  Passion  born 

And  looking  fresh  as  if  the  ray 

With  purer  warmth  within  its  sphere  I 

Of  soul  had  fled  but  yesterday. 

She  who,  but  one  short  hour  befbre. 

While  in  relief,  of  silv'ry  hue. 

Had  come,  like  sudden  wild-fire,  o'er 

Grav'd  on  the  altar's  front  were  seen 

My  heart  and  brain— whom  gladly,  even 

A  branch  of  lotus,  broken  in  two. 

From  that  bright  Temple,  in  the  fiioe 

As  that  fair  creature's  life  had  been, 

Of  those  proud  ministers  of  heaven. 

And  a  small  bird  that  from  iu  spray 

I  would  have  borne,  in  wild  embrace. 

Was  winging,  like  her  soul,  away. 

And  risk'd  all  punishment,  divine 

And  human,  but  to  make  her  mine ; 

But  brief  the  glimpse  I  now  could  spare, 

She,  she  was  now  before  me,  thrown 

To  the  wild,  mystic  wonders  round ; 

By  fkte  itself  into  my  arms— 

\^ 

1 
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There  Btandiiig,  beaniiftil,  aloDc, 

Though  the  red  sun  for  hours  hath  bum'd. 

With  noftghc  Co  gtiard  ber,  but  her  cbixra^. 

And  now,  io  his  mid  course,  hatb  met 

■ 

Yet  did  I,  then  — did  even  a  br«mth 

The  peak  of  that  eternal  pile 

■ 

Froro  my  parch  d  lips,  too  parch*d  to  move, 

He  pauses  still  at  noon  to  bless, 

■ 

Disturb  a  scene  where  thus,  theneath 

Standing  beneath  his  downward  smile. 

Earth 'ft  silent  coTering,  Youth  and  Death 

Like  a  great  Spirit,  shadowless  I  — 

Held  coDTerae  through  undying  love? 

Ntir  yet  she  comes ^  while  here,  alone. 

1 

Ko«^niiile  and  taunt  me  as  thou  wilt^ 

SannC'ring  through  this  death -peoplerl  place, 

Though  but  to  gaze  thus  was  delight, 

Where  no  heart  beat*  ejccept  my  own, 

Yet  seem'd  it  like  a  wrong,  a  guilt, 

Or  'neath  a  palm-tree's  shelter  thrown. 

To  win  by  stealth  so  pure  a  Bight : 

By  turns  I  watch,  and  rest,  and  trace 

And  rather  than  a  look  profane 

These  lines,  that  are  to  wal^  to  thee 

Should  then  have  met  those  thoughtful  ey^s, 

My  last  night's  wondrous  history. 

Or  Toice  op  whisper  broke  the  chain 

Tbat  liuk'd  ber  spirit  with  the  akie«, 

Doit  thou  remember,  in  thai  Isle 

■ 

1  would  have  gladly,  in  that  place, 

Of  our  own  §ea,  where  thou  and  I 

From  which  I  watch'd  her  hear  en  ward  factf 

Lingered  so  long,  so  happy  a  white. 

Let  my  heart  break,  without  one  beat 

'Till  all  the  summer  flowers  went  by  — 

That  could  disturb  a  prayer  so  tweet 

How  gay  It  was,  when  sunset  brought 

Gently,  as.  if  on  every  tread, 

To  the  cool  Well  our  favourite  maids  — 

My  life,  my  more  I  ban  life,  depended, 

Some  we  had  won,  and  some  we  sought  -^ 

Back  through  the  corridor  that  led 

To  dance  within  the  fyagrant  shades. 

To  this  blest  scene  I  dow  aAcended, 

And,  till  the  stars  went  down  attune 

Aod  with  slow  Beeking,  and  some  psin. 

Their  Fountain  Hymnm  >  to  the  young  moon  7 

And  many  a  winding  tried  in  rain, 

Emerg*d  to  upper  air  again. 

That  time,  too — oh,  His  like  a  dream  — 
When  from  $camander*s  holy  tide 

The  Bun  bad  freshly  rkcn*  and  down 

1  sprung  as  Genius  of  the  Stream, 

The  marble  hLUs  of  Araby, 

And  bore  away  that  blooming  bride, 

Scatter'd,  as  from  a  conqueror'B  crown, 

Who  thither  came,  to  yield  her  charms 

His  beams  into  that  living  sea. 

(As  Phrygian  maids  are  wont,  ere  wed) 

There  eeem'd  a  glory  m  his  light. 

Into  the  cold  ScAmander*B  arms, 

Kewly  put  on^ — as  if  for  pride 

But  met,  and  welcomed  mioe,  instead — 

Of  the  high  homage  paid  this  night 

Wondering,  as  on  my  neck  she  fell. 

To  his  own  la  Is,  his  young  bride. 

How  river-gods  eould  love  so  well ! 

Now  ^iDg  feminine  awaj 

Who  would  have  thought  that  be,  who  rov'd 

In  her  proud  Lord's  superior  ray* 

Like  the  first  bees  of  summer  then. 

My  mind's  first  impulse  was  to  fly 

Rifling  each  sweet,  nor  ever  lov*d 

At  once  from  this  entangling  net'— 

But  the  free  hearts,  that  tov'd  agmiD, 

New  scenes  to  range,  new  lores  to  try, 

Readily  as  the  reed  replies 

Or,  in  mirth,  wine,  and  luxury 

To  the  least  breath  that  round  it  sighs — 

Of  every  sense,  that  night  forgeL 

la  the  same  dreamer  who,  lost  night. 

But  vain  the  effort — spell -bound  still, 

Stood  aw*d  and  breath le«»  at  the  sight 

I  linger'd,  without  power  or  will 

Of  one  Egyptian  girl;  and  now 

To  turn  my  eyes  from  that  dark  door, 

Winders  among  these  tombs,  with  brow 

Which  now  encIosM  her  'mong  the  dead  t 

Pale,  watch  All,  sad,  as  though  he  just. 

OH  fancying,  through  the  boughs,  that  o'«r 

Himsell^  had  risen  from  out  their  dnst ! 

The  sunny  pile  their  flickering  shed, 
Twts  her  light  form  again  I  saw 

Startmg  to  earth  — still  pure  and  bright, 

Yet  BO  it  is  —  and  the  same  thirst 
For  something  high  and  pure,  above 

But  wakening,  as  I  hop*d,  less  awe, 

This  withering  world,  which,  from  the  first. 

* 

Thus  seen  by  morning's  lutund  light, 

Made  me  drink  deep  of  woman's  love  -^ 

Tbui  in  that  strmngc,  dim  cell  mt  night. 

But  no,  ilAS — the  iie*er  return 'd  : 

1  Thne  loost  of  tbs  Well,  u  the^  ver*  catted  tj  th* 

Nor  yet — though  ititl  I  wateh — nor  yet. 

■ncimtf,  mim  itiU  connooa  Id  the  Crvek  U  Im. 

i 

1 

L 
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As  the  one  joy,  to  heaTfin  most  near 
Of  all  our  hearts  can  meet  with  here — 
Still  hums  me  up,  still  keeps  awake 
A  fever  nought  but  death  can  slake. 

Farewell ;  whatever  may  befall — 

Or  hright,  or  dark — tbou'lt  know  it  all. 


LETTER  IV 

FfiOH   OnCUSj    IU<]H    PaiEST   OF   BIEatPHtB,    TO 
DECIUSf  THE  PRJETORIAN  PREFECT. 

Rejoice,  my  friend,  rejoice:-^ the  youthful  Chief 
Of  that  light  Sect  which  mocks  at  all  belief, 
And,  gay  and  godleM,  mokes  the  present  hour 
Its  only  heaven,  is  now  within  our  power* 
Smooth,  impiouit  school  t  ^— not  all  the  weapons  at  ai'd 
At  priestly  creeds,  since  first  a  creed  was  fram^dt 
E'er  struck  so  deep  aa  that  sly  dart  they  wield. 
The  Bacchant's  pointed  spear  lo  laughing  flowers 

conceal'd^ 
Aod  oh,  'twere  victory  to  this  heart,  as  sweet 
As  any  thou  canst  boost — even  when  the  feet 
Of  thy  proud   war-steed  wade  through  Christian 

blood. 
To  wrap  this  scoffer  in  Faith's  blinding  hood. 
And  bring  him,  tam'd  and  prostrate,  to  implore 
The  vilest  gods  even  Egypt's  saints  adore. 
What  !^do  these  sages  think,  to  t^icm  alone 
The  key  of  this  world's  happiness  is  known  ? 
That  none  but  they,  who  make  such  proud  parade 
Of  Pleasure**  smiling  favours,  win  the  maid, 
Or  that  Religion  keeps  no  secret  place, 
No  niche,  in  her  dark  fanes,  for  Love  to  grace  ? 
Fools  S  — did  they  know  how  keen  the  xest  that's 

given 
To  earthly  joy,  when  season 'd  well  with  heaven  ; 
How  Piety *s  grave  musk  improves  the  hue 
Of  Pleasure's  laughing  features,  half  seen  through, 
And  how  the  Priest,  set  aptly  within  reach 
Of  two  rich  worlds,  traffics  for  bliss  with  each, 
Would  they  not^  Decius  —  thou,  whom  the'  ancient 

tie 
Twixt  Sword  and  Altar  makes  our  best  aily  — 
Would  they  not  change  their  creed,  their  crafit,  for 

ours? 
Leave  the  gross  daylight  joys  that^  in  their  bowers, 
Languish   with   too   much    sun,    like    o'erblowo 

flowers. 
For  the  vcil'd  loves,  the  blisses  itndisptay'd 
That  silly  lurk  within  the  Templets  shade  ? 


And,  Wad  of  hatmitng  the  trim  Garden's  school^- 
Where  cold  Philosophy  usurps  a  rule. 
Like  the  pale  moon's,  o'er  paisions  heaving  tidcv 
Till  Pleasure's  self  is  chill'd  by  Wisdom^s  pride -^ 
Be  taught  by  um^  quit  shadows  for  the  trne, 
Substantial  joys  we  sager  Priests  pursue, 
Who,  far  too  wise  to  theonse  on  bliss. 
Or  Pleasure's  substance  for  its  shade  to  mias. 
Preach  other  worlds,  but  live  for  only  this;  — 
Thanks  to  the  well-paid  Mystery  rotmd  us  ficmg* 
Which,  like  its  type,  the  golden  cloud  that  hung 
O'er  Jupiter's  love-couch  its  shade  bcDign, 
Roimd  human  frailty  wraps  a  veil  divine 

Still  less  should  they  presume,  weak  wit%  tbss 

they 
Alone  despise  the  craft  of  us  who  pray  ;— ~ 
SliII  leas  their  creedless  vanity  deceive 
With  the  fond  thought,  that  we  who  pray  beliere. 
Believe  I  —  Apis  forbid — forbid  it,  all 
Ye  monster  Gods,  before  whose  shrines  we  fkll— 
Deities,  fram'd  in  jest,  as  if  to  try 
How  for  gross  Man  can  vulgarise  the  sky  ; 
Hovr  far  the  same  low  fancy  thai  oombines 
Into  a  drove  of  brutes  yon  zodiac's  signsi. 
And  turns  that  Heaven  itself  into  a  place 
Of  sainted  sin  and  deified  disgrace^ 
Can  bring  Olympus  even  to  sharae  more  deep. 
Stock  it  with  things  that  earth  itself  holds  cheap, 
Fish,  flesh,  and  fowl,  the  kitchen's  sacred  brood, 
Whieh  Egypt  keeps  for  worship,  not  for  food'^ 
All,  worthy  idols  of  a  Faith  that  sees 
In  dogs,  cats,  owls,  and  apes,  divinities  I 

Believe  1  —oh,  Decias,  thou,  who  feePtt  no  care 
For  things  divine,  beyond  the  soldier's  share. 
Who  takes  on  trust  the  faith  for  which  he  bleeds, 
A  good,  fierce  God  to  swear  by,  all  he  needs  — 
Little  canst  thou,  whose  creed  around  thee  hangs 
Loose  as  thy  summer  war<:Ioak,  guess  the  paag* 
Of  loathing  and  self-ecom  with  which  a  heart, 
Stubborn  as  mine  is,  acts  the  zealot's  part- — 
The  deep  and  dire  disgust  with  which  I  wade 
Through  the  foul  juggling  of  this  holy  trade  — 
This  mud  profound  of  mystery,  where  the  leel. 
At  every  step,  sink  deeper  in  deceit 
Oh  I  many  a  time,  when,  'mid  the  Temple's  blaie^ 
O'er  prostrate  fools  the  sacred  cist  I  raise. 
Did  I  not  keep  still  proudly  in  my  mind 
The  power  this  priestcraft  gives  me  o'er  mankind — 
A  lever,  of  more  might,  in  skilful  hand, 

To  move  this  world,  than  Archimede  e'er  planned 

I  shoutd,  in  vengeance  of  the  shame  t  feel 
At  my  own  mockery,  crush  the  slaves  that  kneel 
Besotted  round  ;  and — like  that  kindred  breed 
Of  reverend,  wcll-drest  crocodiles  they  feed* 


ALCIPHBON. 


At  fam'd  Arsinoc  i  —  make  my  kci^pers  bless. 
With  their  last  throbs  my  shorp'fang'd  Holiness. 

Say,  It  it  to  b«  borne,  that  scoffers,  vain 

Of  their  own  freedom  from  the  iiltaj^s  ehiun, 

Should  mock  thtis  all  Ihat  thou  thy  blood  hast  soldy 

And  I  my  truth,  pride^  freedom,  to  uphold  ? 

It  must  not  be  :  —  think'at  thou  that  Christian  sect. 

Whose  followeriH  quick  as  broken  waves,  erect 

Their  erests  anew  and  swell  into  a  tide. 

That  threats  to  sweep  away  ourshriQes  of  pride  — 

Thipk'fit  thou,  with  all  their  woodrous  spells,  even 

they 
Would  triumph  thus,  had  not  the  constant  play 
Of  Wit*a  resistless  archery  cleared  their  way?  — 
That  mocking  spirit,  worst  of  all  the  foea. 
Our  solemn  fraud,  our  myitjc  mummery  knows, 
Whose  wounding  6ash  thus  ever  'mong  the  signs 
Of  a  fast-falling  creed,  prelusive  shines, 
Threat'ning  gucb  change  as  do  the  awful  freaks 
Of  sununer  lightning,  ere  the  tempest  breaks. 

But,  to  nay  point  —  a  youth  of  this  vain  school, 
But  one»  whom  Doubt  itself  hath  faird  to  cool 
Down  to  that  freezing  point  where  Priests  despair 
Of  any  spark  from  the*  altar  catching  there  — 
Hath,  some  nights  since — it  was,  methinks,  the  night 
That  follow 'd  the  full  Moon's  great  aimnal  rite — 
Through  the  dark^  winding  ducts,  Ihat  downward 

stray 
To  these  earth-hidden  temples,  tracked  his  way. 
Just  at  that  hour  when,  round  the  Shrine^  and  mc, 
The  choir  of  blooming  njmpbs  thou  long'st  (o  see, 
Sing  their  last  night -hymn  in  the  Sanctuary. 
The  clangour  of  the  marveilous  Gate,  that  staads 
At  the  WtU's  lowest  depth — ^  which  none  but  hands 
Of  new,  untaught  adventurers,  from  abore. 
Who  know  not  the  safe  path,  eVr  dare  to  move-" 
Gave  signal  that  a  foot  profane  was  nigh  i  — 
'T  was  the  Greek  youth,  who,  by  that  moming*s  sky, 
Had  been  obscrv'd,  curiously  wandVing  round 
The  mighty  foues  of  our  sepidchral  ground. 

Instant,  the'  Initiate's  Trials  were  prepared, — 
The  Fire,  Air,  Water ;  all  that  Orpheus  dar'd, 
That  Plato,  that  tbe  bright- haired  SamiaB  «  paas'd. 
With  trembling  hope,  to  come  to — what^  at  lastf 
Go,  ask  the  dupes  of  Priestcraft  1  question  him 
Who,  'mid  terrific  sounds  and  spectres  dim, 
Walks  at  Eleusis  -,  ask  of  thoiie,  who  brave 
The  dazsUng  miracles  of  Mithra's  Cave, 
With  its  seven  starry  gates ;  ask  all  who  keep 
Those  terrible  night-mysteries,  where  they  weep 

>  For  the  trii>k«ta  wltfa  whleli  tbe  taermd  Crocodile*  w«re 
d,  M»  tliie  Ep4Gur««ni  cluip.  x. 


And  howl  sad  dirges  to  the  answering  breexe, 
OVr  their  dead  Gods,  their  mortal  Deities — 
Amphibioos,  hybrid  things,  that  died  as  men. 
Drowned,  hang'd,  empal'd,  to  rise,  as  gods,  agaiu  \ — 
Ask  them,  what  migbty  secret  lurks  below 
This  seven -fold  mystery  —  can  they  tell  thee  7  No; 
Gravely  they  keep  that  only  secret,  well 
And  fairly  kept  ^  that  they  have  none  to  ttllj 
And,  dup'd  themselves,  console  their  humbled  pride 
By  duping  thenceforth  ail  mankind  beside. 

And  such  the*  advance  io  fraud  since  Orpheus' 

time — 
That  earliest  master  of  our  craft  sublime  — 
So  many  minor  Mysteries,  iciips  of  fraud, 
From  the  great  Orphic  Egg  have  w in g'd  abroad. 
That,  still  to*  uphold  our  Temple's  ancient  boast. 
And  seem  mo«t  holy,  we  must  cheat  the  most ; 
Work  the  best  miracles,  wrap  nonsense  round 
In  pomp  and  darkness,  till  it  seems  profound; 
Play  on  the  hopes,  the  terrors  of  mankind. 
With  changeful  skill  *,  and  make  the  human  mind 
Like  our  own  Sanctuary,  where  no  ray, 
But  by  the  Priest's  permission,  wins  its  ray^ — 
Where  through  the  gloom  as  wave  ourwizard-rods^ 
Monsters,  at  will,  are  conjur'd  into  Gods  ; 
While  Reason,  like  a  grave-fac'd  mummy,  stands, 
W^ith  her  arms  swath 'd  in  hieroglyphic  bands. 
But  chiefly  in  that  skill  with  which  we  use 
Man's  wildest  passions  for  Religion's  views. 
Yoking  them  to  her  car  like  jBcry  steeds, 
Lies  the  main  art  in  which  our  crafY  succeeds. 
And  oh  !  he  blest,  ye  men  of  yore,  whose  toil 
Hath,  for  her  use,  scoop'd  out  from  Egypt's  soil 
This  hidden  Paradise,  this  mine  of  fiuict, 
Gardens,  and  palaces,  where  Pleasure  reigns 
In  a  rich,  simless  empire  of  her  own. 
With  all  earth*H  lujcuries  Lighting  up  her  throne  ;  — 
A  realm  for  mystery  made,  which  undermines 
The  Nile  itself,  and,  'neaih  the  Twelve  G  reat  Shrines 
That  keep  Initiation's  holy  rite. 
Spreads  its  long  labyrinths  of  unearthly  light, 
A  light  that  knows  no  change  ^ —  its  brooks  that  run 
Too  deep  for  day,  its  gardens  without  sun. 
Where  soul  and  sense,  by  turns,  are  charmed,  tur- 

pris'd. 
And  all  that  bard  or  prophet  e*er  devb'd 
For  man's  Elysium,  priests  have  re&lis'd. 

Here,  at  this  moment — all  hts  trials  put, 
And  heart  and  nerve  unshrinking  to  the  Isiit — 
Our  new  Initiate  roves — as  yet  left  free 
To  wander  through  this  realm  of  mystery ; 

*  Pythsfoni. 
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Feeding  on  snch  illnsiona  as  prepare 
The  soul,  like  mist  o'er  water&lls,  to  wear 
All  shapes  and  hues,  at  Fancy's  Tarying  will. 
Through  every  shifting  aspect,  vaponr  still ; — 
Vagae  glimpses  of  the  Fatnre,  vistas  shown. 
By  scenic  skill,  into  that  world  unknown. 
Which  saints  and  sinners  claim  alike  their  own ; 
And  all  those  other  witching,  wildering  arts, 
niosions,  terrors,  that  make  human  hearts. 
Ay,  even  the  wisest  and  the  hardiest,  quail 
To  any  goblin  thron'd  behind  a  veiL 

Tes — such  the  spells  shall  haunt  his  eye,  his  ear, 
Blix  with  his  night-dreams,  form  his  atmosphere ; 


Till,  if  our  Sage  be  not  tam'd  down,  at  length. 

His  wit,  his  wisdom,  shorn  of  all  their  strength* 

Like  Phrygian  priests,  in  honour  of  the  shrine — 

If  he  become  not  absolutely  mine. 

Body  and  sottl,  and,  like  the  tame  decoy 

Whkh  wary  hunters  of  wild  doves  emploj. 

Draw  converts  also,  lure  his  brother  wits 

To  the  dark  cage  where  his  own  spirit  flits. 

And  give  us,  if  not  saints,  good  hypocrites — 

If  I  effect  not  this,  then  be  it  said 

The  ancient  spirit  of  our  craft  hath  fled. 

Gone  with  that  serpent-god  the  Cross  hath  diss'd 

To  hiss  its  soul  out  in  the  Theban  ' 


' 

^^^ 

■ 
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lurd,  the  WaiiderlDg,  III. 

^H 

ADacraon,  Odaa  of.  I. 

Al  down  tn  the  lunleaa  ratreati,  a4JV. 

Darda,  of,  8.  180.  SM.  18D.  M8.  fi  pdi- 

^^1 

•«•  t%tOd*»mregii,entKtki»rndet 

Ask  not  if  itiil  I  lore,  313. 

eim. 

^H 

in  the  order  qftJkeMtiiU  tetter  qfeaek 

Ai  Uie  1  sought  the  apanglM  bow»r« 

Battle,  after  the.  182. 

^H 

Ode. 

rOde  vr.  Anacreon),  10. 

Battle,  tMfore  the,  181. 

^H 

Aaaeteon.     Riograpblcal   arkt   Critical 

BatUe  ere,  aotig  of  the.  21 1 . 

^^1 

laokfttk*,  3.     Additional  Ijrrici  Attri- 

Aa o'er  her  Iflom  ihe  Le*bitan  maid,  964. 

Battle,  tbe  parting  before  the,  «. 

^H 

buted  to  Anacreofi,  l.\  46.     Paite- 

Ai  ooce  a  Grecian  maiden  wore,  J7I. 

BwuJoiaU.  Count  de,  xlv. 

1 

1 

m 

« 

J 

682 

INDF.X. 

BeMOtj  and  Song,  307. 

Fables  for  the  Holy  AlUanee,  437.  Oa 

Cio2  and  Sunn.  m. 

Bentf.  of.  1M.  194.  SB.  SI.  W.  m. 

hb  aiito-Mography,44BL  Hb  «  Hearen 

Cloe.  to,  iasRatad  tnmn  lCartial.90. 

t».  278.  S17.  *c. 

and  Earth,"  li. 

ClorbaiidFami7.87. 

Bcckford,  To  MiM  Susan  (now  DnebeM 

By  that  lake  whose  gloooy  shore,  166. 

oriIam{lt<»),96. 

B«e,  the,  187.  23& 

C. 

College  Exercbea.  Frasmenta  oC  8L 

Bebold  the  son.  how  Inright.  347. 

Com.  chase  that  atarttns  tcv  «w^.  2B. 

Behold  the  young,  the  ro$j  Spring  (Ode 

Cage,  the  Love,  2». 

Come  Uther.  cone  httber,  bj  nigkeaBi 

XLTi.  Anacreoo),  32, 

Can  the  Loves  aroond,  261. 

byday.»4. 

Cambridge   Election.  BaUad   for  the. 

Come  not.  O  Lord,  fai  the  dmd  rote  ar 

cfaann*.  179. 

497. 

splendour.  246. 

Ben,  the  cUrer.  236. 

Canadian  Boat^soog,  127. 

Come  o'er  the  sem,  maidco,  with  me.  191 

Bcnab  HMche,  or  daughter!  of  God.  467. 

Candahar.  393. 

Come,  play  me  that  simple  air  i«ria. 

606. 

177. 

Canova,  hb  Veoere  Vindtrioe,  zlvU. 

Come,  pn7  with  me,  wtj  aenfh  Uf9% 

Bermuda.  Farewell  to.  IIS.    Some  ac- 

Calm as,  beneath  iU  mother's   eyes. 

481. 

count  of  that  island,  lift. ». 

275. 

Come,   rest  in  thla   boeom,  my  o^ 

Big  Ben,  epistle  from  Tom  Crib  to. 

Cahn  be  thy  sleep  as  infiuU*  shmbert. 

stricken  deer.  196. 

401. 

303. 

Come,  send  roond  the  wine,  178. 

Bigotry.  Triumph  of.  544. 

Cara,  to,  76. 

Come,  take  my  advice,  SISl 

Bird,  let  loose  in  eastern  sUes.  The. 

Care.  196. 

Come,  take  the  harp ;  *tla  ▼ain  to  mMc; 

242. 

Case,  a  sad,  536. 

97. 

Birthday,  my.  499. 

Cashmere,  nuptials  of  Lalla  Rookh  at. 

Biithday.  the.  84. 

317.    *'  Cashmere,  the  Vale  of,'*  mmg 

languish.  248. 

Bishops,  the  dance  of.  a  dream.  540. 

by  Feramorz,  386.    The  lake  of,  and 

Blackroore,  Sir  Richard,  440. 

islets,  387.  IS.    Mountafai  portal  to  the 

mad  Tory  and  the.  642. 

Blue  Lore  Song.  a.  SM. 

lake.  387.  IS.    Roses  of.  386.  The  Un. 

Common  Sense  and  Gcnioa.  228. 

Blue  Stocking,  the,  600-602. 

equalled  VaUey.  397.  Superstitlona  of. 

Condolence.  Epbtieof:— FWmi  a  Save- 

Boat  glee,  601. 

397.  n.    A  holy  land.  397.  «.    The 

Lord  to  a  Cotton-Lord.  630. 

Bohlen,  Professor  Von.  his  transUtion 

fountain  Timagh.  397,  m.  **  Thou^ 

Connor.  PheUm.  hb  patriotic  FoctkH 

fntoOerman  of  the  "  Little  Bfan  and 

sunny  the  lake  of  cool  Cashmere,"  860. 

Letters.  408.  414.  494. 

Little  Soul."  xxviU. 

Castalia,  the  foontahi.  281.  m. 

Bowl,  the,  174.  178.  189.  196.    ir.  207. 

Castlereagh,  Lord,  satirised,  399. 402.  et 

Cookery,  art  of  domestic;  totheBcva- 

211.  214.  234.  239.  237.  279.  287.  &c. 

seq.    (See  The  Fudge  Family.  403.  et 

mid ,  627. 

Bride  ofthe  Vale,  the,  243. 

passim.)    His  departure  for  the  Conti- 

Coolborga. or  KoollMirgm,  city  of  the 

Brien  the  Brave,  173. 

nent.  555,  566.    See  SaUrical  Foems> 

I>eccan,99e. 

Boston  Frigate.  To  the:  —  On  learing 

&c. 

Com  Questicn.the.  494.  807.  Ifl. 

Halifax  for  EngUnd.  131. 

Catholic  Question,  the.  522.  524.  *c. 

Boy  ofthe  Alps,  the,  300. 

Catholics,  the  Roman.  507.  696. 

Boy  sitting  on  the  lotus  flower.  212,625. 

Catullus.  82  460. 

Corruption,  an  Epbtle.  by  an  Irishaun, 

Boy  statesman,  the,  960. 

Caubul,  or  Caboul.  gardens  of,  394. 

132-138. 

Boy  with  a  watch,  to  a,  51. 

Cecilia.  Saint.  638. 

Corry,  Mr.,  hb  merit  as  an  amatmr 

Boyle  Farm,  the  seat  of  Lord  Henry 

Ccphalus  and  Procris,  282. 

comedian,    xlviU.  466.       To  Jamm 

Fitsgerald.  Summer  F6te  at,  xxxvlii. 

Ceres.  Ode   to   the   Goddess,  by    Sir 

Corry,  esq.,  on  the  present  of  a  wlne- 

292. 

Thomas  L.,  494. 

strahier,  486. 

Chabuk,  the.  398. 

Cotton  and  Com,  a  dialogue.  60S. 

Box.  the  song  of  the,  558. 

Chaldseans,  astronomical  notions  of  the 

Count  me.  on  the  summer  trees  (Ode 

Bright  be  thy  dreams.  230. 

ancient.  471.  n. 

XIV.  Anacreon),  14. 

Bright  moon,  that  high  in  heaven  art 

Chantrey.  Sir  Francis.    Hb  admiration 

Country  Dance  and  QuadriUe.  483. 

shining.  316. 

of  Canova,  xlvli. 

Court  Journal,  the.  594. 

Brighton,  the  Parllion  at.  399. 

Character,  a.  563. 

Cousins,  Country.  News  for.  601. 

Bring  hither,  bring  thy  lute,  259. 

Charity,  Angel  of,  246.    (  Handel. ) 

Crabbe,  the  Poet.  Verses  on  the  Ink- 

Bring me  the  slumbering  souls  of  flowers, 

Charles  X..  king  of  France,  xlv. 

stand  of,  461. 

993. 

Chatsworth.  the  Derbyshire  ducal  man- 

Crib. Tom,  Epbtle  from,  to  Big  Bm. 

Bring  the  bright  garlands  hither,  237. 

sion  of,  xxxiv. 

401. 

Brougham.  Lord.  494. 

Cherries,  a  conserve  In  the  F.ast,  394. 

Critlas  of  Athens,  hb  verses  on  Ana- 

Bruce, James,  esq.,  the  traveller.  445. 

Cherries,  the,  521. 

creon,  48.  II. 

Bnimmel,  Beau.  162. 

Cherubim.  482. 

Brunswick  Club,  the,  537. 

Child's  song :   I  have  a  garden  of  my 

Cross,  the.  an  emblem  of  future  life  In 

Brunswickers,"    Incanutlon  from   the 

own.  305. 

Egyptian  hieroglyphics,  619. 646. «». 

Tragedy  of  *'  The,  529. 

China,  butterfly  of.  393. 

680. 

Bucharia.   Abdalla,  king  of  (In  Lalla 

Chindara's  warbling  fount,  392. 

Crowe,  Rev.  William,  his  poetle  vete. 

Rookh),  317.  885.  396,  397.  Ac. 

Chinese,  peculiar  porcelain  painting  of 

xxxvl.  xxxix. 

Buds  of  roses,  virgin  flowers  (Ode  XLiv. 

the.  39G. 

Crown  of  virgin  martyrs,  poiaooad.  OCT. 

Anacreon),  31. 

Chinese  Bird  of  Royalty,  the,  or  •  Fum,' 

n. 

Bull,  John,  489.    A  pastoral  ballad  by. 

899. 

Crystal  Hunters,  the.  231. 

513. 

Christ,  the  Saviour,  24&  247,  248.  290. 

Cupid  arm'd,  308. 

Bunting.  Mr.  112.n.xxvlii.xxx.xxxlx.n. 

Ch  ristlanlty,  and  the  Fathers,  612. 

Cupid  once  upon  a  bed  (Ode  Mxxw. 

Burns.  Robert,  xxxvii.  216. 

Church  and  State,  433. 

Anacreon).  27. 

But  who  shall  see  the  glorious  day.  245. 

Church  extension.  675.    Songs  of  the 

Cupid,  whose  lamp  has  lent  the  nf 

(Stevenson.) 

566. 

(AnacreonUc),46. 

Butterflies  denominated  >fy/»/f  leaves  In 

Circassian  slaves,  the,  265. 

Cupid,  poetical  allusions  to,  45.  94. 101. 

China.  393. 

Clare.  Eari  of.  xxxil. 

224.297.312.314.     Fide  l^r^^, 

Byron.  Lord,  his  love  of  muslc.xxxvl.  Is 

Cleopatra  of  Alexandria,  638. 

Cupid.  Sale  of.  by  Meleager.  310. 

visited  by  Mr.  Moore  at  Venice,  xlvl. 

Clergy,  the  numbering  of  the,  a  Parody, 

Cupid's  Lottery,  601. 

DedlcaUon  to  him  of  Mr.   Moore's 

636. 

Curious  Fact,  a.  623. 

Curriui,  John  Pbllpot,  hU  pletiuitry, 
Curmni  SlUi,  xxx- 


Dacro,  L*dj ,  SpOofut  to  ber  Tn^cdjr 

of  1ju«601. 
Daauiteui,  the  Green  Mi>tqiic>  4.t,  34&.  m. 
DWi,  Mtne  loooiint  or  the  late  dlnnej- 

to,  Wl. 

th«,  17».  311.  314.     Th*  ScoiutU 

nftflsn  poetry.  440. 
D«jite*  bl«  Inferno,  Lmlutloii  of,  £90. 

Tbe  DreAio  of  the  Two  Slit«r$,  606, 

Hi*  coutritioo  of  mind,  Ull. 
Dark],  the  h&rp  of,  a4S« 
Darldioo,  Lucretla,  xxxW. 
D«tjr,  Sir  HLiinphrer,  hU  Utop,  45?* 
Dawn  l«  brukliig  aVt  uj.  509. 

Day-dream,  Uie^,  603. 

DeadDian'B  hie:  —  Ramtoce,  130, 

Dear  Faonjr.  295- 

Dear  harp  of  in  j  country  !  Id  dvluwit  1 

fQund  thee,  136. 
Dmt?  Yei,  tbo*  mine  no  wore,  113, 
I,  emblctn  of,  SIS.     Opening  of  the 
of  Oblklon,  630.     Tbe  uprlfbt 
IncwUcoinbi,  G3I« 
DmXh  and  the  dead^  alluitoiu  to,  143. 

Sir.  480.  6». 
D«lit,  National,  M4. 
Dcdai  Prwboiiiui  prefret.  Orcus,  high 

piiftt  of  HemptiU,  In,  678. 
Delatoiian  C^lj^rt,  tht,  403. 
Delhi,  vbit  of  Abdalla  to  Aurunfiebe 

«l,  117.    Splendour*  of  the  court  and 

city,  3U.     Mogul   etnperori  of,  3&3^ 

ttotfs. 
Delphi,  traniport  of  taurrl  to,  63.    The 

Ihrtne,  ao7.    To  a  »trf  In  of,  9IK 
Deluge,  tablet*  tared  by  Seth  from  the, 

481. 
Ddufet  Che.  Wbliton'i  notion  of  iu 

being  caiiMd  by  m  crnnet,  C&7. 
D«ai.  Doctor.  ae6.  409. 
DcThythlra^  Mf.  Moore'i  re«ldeiic»  In, 

Deimond'i  Song,  and  tmdltiim  rehiudng 

to  that  cbleftaln,  MS. 
Dectioy,  the  Island  of,  31 S, 
DevU  Aitiong  the  Jichol*rf » the,  [Ql . 
Dflwaa  Khatk^  built  by  Sh«b  Alliim,  itM 

ktkcrlpCloii,  8M.  n. 
DIakiffiw,  A  recent,  fi«3. 

Dkk ,  a  character.  »40. 

Dktl«m«rft  Revolution  In  tbe,  beaded 

hy  Mr,  Gait.  RW, 
Dtd  not.  ,V4, 
DUvilutioD  of  ibe  Holy  Alliance  }   a 

Dream,  428, 
Doctors*  the  Three,  499. 
Dodji worth.  Mr.  Roger  (amia  1836).  4ST. 
Dootgall.   Marthtoneta  of,  Imter   to, 

117.    r«rt<{kAl  Efilstia  tnm  Bannuda 

t<»  her  Lad;  I  hip,  1019.    Dadtteatloa  to, 

175. 
Donkey  and  Pannieri,  600* 
Do*!  thou  remember*  396. 
Dora,  the,  MIk 

Uw  tti  M alMmet,  tbe,  479,  504. 
Draina^  Sketefti  of  th«  Firtt  Act  of  a  new 

Itomantlc.  ft«7. 
DrMam  nf  UlivdoHonj  a,  146. 


INDEX 


Dr«ain  of  Home,  thp*  302. 

Dream  of  the  Two  SUteri,  from  Dante* 

eOA. 
Dream  of  those  dayi,  the,  315, 
Dream  of  Turtle,  %  5f>  H\  C^rtit,  60&. 
Dream,  Sir  Andrew's,  5.13, 
Dream,  the  Limbo*  *r,,  S19, 
Dreaoikng  for  i?»er,  ralitly  dreaming.  116. 
Dreamt,  poetical  mention  of.  58*  390, 

335.  ^37.  640. 
Drinking  S&nga,  Aec*  174.  IH,  ITS.  189, 

KT.lll.  314.  ftc. 
Drtnk  of  tbls  cup,  sna. 
Drink  of  thla  cup,  Oslrii  tips.  635. 
Drink  to  her*  who  lonf .  IM. 
D  ru  Ids ,  and  D  ruldlcal  i  upefatltUmt.  11 3, 

313. 
DulgtTLan,  Doctor,  xxxfil, 
Duke  la  the  lad  Cn  frighten  a  Uuia,  Tbe, 


East,  |9o«4l<^  ronuuic«B  of  tha  (Lalla 

Hook h ) ,  .1 1 9.  385— 398 . 
Ehtis*  the  evU  •ptrlc,  333.  469. 
Echo.  »M*  IK,  IBO.  to.  48ft. 
Ecboea.  N«w-ftaahlon«d,  M». 
Eden,  tome  aUtuloni  to.  SIS,  314,  3M<. 

4«6.471. 
Egerton.  Lord  Francis*  3&3. 
Egypt*!  dark  lea,  344.    The  de«oliikHi 

of,  349. 
EgypUans.  the  ancient ;  of  the  countft« 
nance  of  the  women,  613.  i».    Tbel-T 
hieroglypblci,  535. 
Eldoo,  Lord  Chancellor,   consenratlve 
teari  of,  498, 1^16.    Ntgbtcftp  of,  »fll. 
A  wliard,  M3.    His  hat  and  wlf,  510. 
Ills  Lordahip  on  the  Umbrella  Ques- 
tion, 513,     IJii  conscleTttlciut  ctinAerT- 
■tiim  (fiflfr  Hofjice*  Ode  31X11,  lib.  L}, 
lf>5.     Hti  wig.  l&i. 
Eloquence,  401. 

EmmeU;,  Robert  t  h la  eloq^uencc*  xxlx. 
Ills  enlhusLaam,  xxx«     Ult  oflbnce, 
xxxll. 
Emmett,  Thomas  Addlt,  xxx. 
Encdunted  tree,  tbe,  C50. 
Enigma,  Mb, 
Enkure't  dreaio,  400. 
Eplcnreaii,  tha,  806. 

Eplcuraana,  busts  of  the  snoit  eelelbnUed 
phUofophers  of  their  aect  at  Athens* 
608, 
Eplcuru*.9fl.  J 14.  608.  Ac. 
Eplgrama,  by  Mr.  Moore,  83.  l$4^  169. 

171.486. 
Epigram!  of  the  Anthologla  in  praise  of 

Anicreon*  46—48. 
Epilogue,  occasliMul,  ipokeo  by  K(r. 
Carry  In  the  character  of  Vjipid*  after 
the  play  of  the  Dramatist,  at  the  Kil- 
kenny theatre,  456.  To  tbo  tragedy 
of  Ina,  603. 
Erasmus  on  earth .  lo  Cicero   In  tba 

shades;  an  Epistle.  554. 
Erin,  oh  Erin,  ITOv 
Erlu !  the  tear  and  the  amile  in  tblno 

eyes,  173. 
Brin,  poetical  alluilom  to,  IM,  IM.108. 

Sll.aifi, 
Erifi,  some  poUtlcii   allusions  to*  513. 

Set  Ireland,  ft  pauim* 
Esaex,  the  late  Earl  of,  xxxirUl. 
Btaraal  lUb,  am;l«nt  belief  of  an,  619. 
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E»e.  the  second  Augel  deacrlbes  her, 
471.  Alluded  to  by  tbe  third  Augel, 
4W. 

Eveleen^s  bower,  177. 

Evenings  In  Greece, _Flr«  Ereningj 
963.     S«co[»d  EreoJng*  370. 

Ex-tr,  Henry  of,  to  John  of  Tiiam,  fi6T. 

Exeter  Hall,  tbe  Rererendt  of,  666*  IISO. 

Exqullltes,  3i^3.  257. 

Exile,  the.  303. 

Eatinguishers,  the,  436. 

F. 

Fablei  for  the  Holy  AlUanco,  4». 
Fadladcen*  irreat  Naiir  of  the  Harara 
fin  Lalla  Rookh),  his  vanity*  31 ».  *t 
teq.  385,  386.      HU    crlilclima,  347. 
356.396.    His  rccanutioin  398. 
Falre«t  E  put  on  avhlle,  906. 
Fairy  boat,  the*  378. 
Fahh,  347.  249. 

Fall'n  ij  thy  throne*  O  liraell  343. 
FamJIy-way,  All  In  tbe ;  a  pastoral,  49& 
Fancy*  459. 

Fancy*  prlimatie  dyet  of,  443. 
Fancy,  rarious  alludoni  to*9i8.  106. 366. 
Fincy  Fair,  tbe*  303. 
Fanny,  deareit  1  4A9* 
Farc«,.  ibe  Irltimpha  of.  A7V, 
Fare  thee  well,  thou  tmrclj  one*  IM. 
Fare  thee  well,  perfldloui  maid  (Ode 

Lxxii.  AnacretMi).  44. 
Farewell  1  —but  whenrver  you  wel^nma 

the  hour*  191. 
Farewell.  Theresa.  234. 
Fear  not  that,  »b1le  around  tl»a«.  09. 
FeramoTX  and  the  Prlocesa.  319.1^,  387* 
3.^9,  ms.     Hii   toni;,  386.     Bknwm- 
mentofthe  fiction  of  his  disguise,  398. 
Fefditiand  VN„  Ode  to  King.  610. 
F«te,  the,  at  Boyle  Farm,  359.     Set 

Summer  F^te. 
Fill,  me,  boy,  as  deep  n  draught  (Ode 

LXii.  Anju!reon>.  41. 
Fill  the  bumper  fair,  196. 
Fin  M-Cumhal,  the  FInlans,  and  FIngal, 

314. 
Floannala,  the  Son^  of,  178. 
Flre^dy,  To  the.  119. 
Flre.flli's,  119.214.  40|.  4'40. 
Fire- worship  of  Fersia  ind  the  East. 
359.    The  persecutMl   Ghrbers,  339. 
Story/'  The  Fire-worsbippers.*'368— 
385.     Vide  Lolla  Rookh. 
FitiKerald*  the  late  Lord  Henry.  3A3, 
Fleetly  o'er  the  monnliftht  snows,  317- 
Flow  on.  thou  shining  river*  334. 
Flowers,  the  languafe  of*  SOB. 
Fly  and  the  bullock,  the,  483. 
Fly  from  the  world,  O  Besay !  to  me,  69, 
Fly  not  thus,  my  brow  of  snow  { Ode  U. 

Anacreon),  34- 
Fly  not  yet,  'tis  Just  the  hoar*  174- 
Fly  flwlft,  my  light  gaielle.  309. 
Fly  to  the  desert,  fly  with  roe,  395, 
FTytng  fish,  to  the,  107, 
Follies,  tbe  book  of, —  an  album*  68. 
Fciint«iiella,  11*.  conalttency  of,  459, 
F<ml*i  FaraAlat:  Dream  the  First,  860. 
For  Ibee  dooa  t  brave  tbe  boundlaaa 

deep*  too. 
Forbes,  Lady  Adatalda,  portrait  of,  91. 

alt. 
FMlMa,    to  Lord  \   from   the  c^tjr  of 
Washlngtoii,  119. 
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L 

Forget  not  the  &eld  wbeietlier  pvrtihflii. 

Gofidolaa  aad  gondDtien,  2Bg.  331.  SS9. 

He«tlicole«  to  Lady  :<— oa  m  ring  fotiad  tt 

1 

90O. 

256. 

Tunbrklge  Wells,  loa                                H 

FoimoiA,  l»1<]i4  of,  Ui. 

Gooae  of  the  rlrer  Nile,  fiST. 

Hebe,  The  Fall  of;— aditbyrambic  ade^  H 

Fortuiw- Tester,  the.  209. 

9i,                                                           ^ 

Fox.  Rlfht  Hon.  CliarlM  iuiiM,  IGG. 

Crmnitaofit,  Ccwnt  de,  100. 

Henley.  Lord,  and  SL  C^dUa,  UB,          ^M 

Fr*giMnt,«,8l.9K 

Grattan,  on  the  death  of,  904. 

Henry  to  Lady  Emma,  543. 

■ 

Frag««»t  of  ft  Character,  4S7. 

Grecian   girl's   dream    of   the  Bleised 

Fraedom,  S66.  '^93.  294, 

ItUndt ;  to  lier  lover.  ^. 

forget  ?  300. 

Friendp  on  the  dealh  of  a,  i86.  490. 

Grecian  Maiden,  the  -  Song.  3TL 

Hercule*  to  his  daughter,  Hmg  of.  101. 

Friends,  cm  leaving  tome,  9Ai 

Grecian  Youth,  the,  278.  ei  eeq. 

Here,  take  my  heart,  290. 

Frietidihip,  a  temple  to,  a^. 

Greece,  ialee  of.  2!I6.  303.    Zean  cnaldA, 

Here  recline  you,  geotle  maid  COde  xa. 

Frieodcfalp  and  Love,  MO. 

8,  <f  $eq.    AllustoQS  to  Greece  in  Lai- 

Anacreon),  10. 

la  Rookh,  321.  ei  seq,     Erenlngs   in 

Here   tleeps   Anacreon.    In   thta  Ivlad 

Greece;^  First  EveDlng,   Zea,  363. 

shade  CAnthologla).  47. 

From  the  land  ttejood  tlift  M&,  1^< 

Second  Brisking.  370. 

Here  tleeps  the  Bard.  236. 

From  tbii  hour  the  pl«di«li  flveo,  SIS. 

Greek  Od*,  prefixed  to  the  Translation 

Here,  while  the  moonUght  dim,  269. 

FtmK  vajietlcf  of  eaitcfu.  asa. 

of  Aa«cr«on«  2.    Correciiooi  of  this 

HereV  the  bower  she  tor'd  ao  nnkdi. 

Fiidge  Family  la  Parii,  the,  |02. 

Ode  by  an  emilnent  Scholar,  3. 

233.                                                                1 

■ 

FiiidRct.  the,  in  Bnjilaiid,  bring  a  Sequel 

Gmlts,^  The  group  that  late  in  garb  of, 

Hero  and  Leander.  381 . 

1 

to  the  '*  Fudge  Famll/  In  ParU/'  ML 

259.    See^XSA* 

Higb-bom  Ladye,  the,  3S3. 

Fudge,  Phil.,  eiq.,  bis  political  conduct 

Grenada,  Uie  yooikg  iQuleteeri  of,  291. 

Hloda,    the    Arabian    maid.      Set   tb* 

and  /»^iiu:4a«i,  402—^27.    HU  Poetlcnl 

Cue*!.  |:ueii;<— tbe  lady  of  nij  lore. 

Story  of  the  Firv-wonbipperv,  130.  «g 

IiettArtoLMdC~»t.-r— «h,4(M.    To 

314. 

«f 

Tim.  Fiidg«,e«i^,  4U.    To  VUcmmt 

GuMi,  sonnet  l»y,  with  a  translation,  19. 

Rltlier,   gentle   Muse   of  inlo«   (Oda 

C    It  iT—cfa.  <18.    Hli  Journal,  ad- 

H.,  20.     Ode  by  Guidl  on  Che  Arca- 

LVXtl.  AnMcreoo).4JV. 

dnwtdtoLaTdC,  419. 

djant.  vlvii. 

ItoUand,  I^ord,  regret  for  the  desth  of. 

Fiidiw,  Mr.  Bob,  hit  LeUen  to  Richard 

Guitar  ^[  India.,  the  Syrlnda.  394. 

MIL     Trail  slat  ion  1  by,  lUi. 

.« — ,   eaq.,   406.  41fi.     To  the  Hev. 

Gull  language,  trfflnslation  from  thCi  544. 

llolland.  to  Lady,  on  a  legacy  by  Xapo- 

^ 

Mortimer  O' Mulligan.  W4, 

Gullker,  Captain  Lemuel.  49L 

leon.  602 

Fudge,  MiM  Bidd]r,  her  Poetical  Letteti 

Gun.  The  Evening.  S»9, 

Holy  Alliance,  Fablea  for  the.  427. 

from  Parii  to  MUi  Dorothy ^.  4»f 

GfQcocracy,  proposals  for  a,  537. 

Hooker,  BJahop,  on  t*  and  m.  MB. 

Clonklliy  in  Ireland,  4U2.   4m.    See 

Hope  coniei  again,  to  thb  beait  Imf  ■ 

alto  422.  42&.  5BU  Ml. 

H. 

vtraflffer,  338. 

Fudge,  Miss  Fanny^«  Eptstlei.  SAS.  593. 

Hope,  poetical  aJltutom  to,  97.  Vk. 

Ha-  uncle"»  hfqueJt,  600. 

Hafia,  thepoiit,lM.f». 

251.600. 

•,«     S^*     C(Wiw?r,     OFrffWgan.    diuf 

Halcyon  hangia  o*er  ooeati.  The,  306. 

-  Horace,  free  tranilaltana  of  aona  Odea 

O'MttUigan^  m  this  Indfs. 

Harani,  Jehangblr's.  3A7.    The  Light 

of :  —  Come,  Yarmouth,  my  twy.ncwiff 

Fum  and  Hum,  the  two  Birda  of  Rof- 

ofthe  Hiram.  388. 

trouble  your  brains  (Ode  xi.  IJb.  %.}, 

ftity.  JI99. 

Hark  1  the  retper  hymn  ts  stealing,  326. 

165.     The    man   who   keeps    a   eoQ- 

a 

Hark  !  *t5t  U^e  bf«ei«  of  twUlgbt  call- 

icience pure  {Ode  xxU.  lib.  L),  l«. 

ing,  250. 

1  hate   thee,   oh   Mt>b.  as  my    L^ly 

Gallf  pounds  the  caitanet,  STO. 

HArmony.  the  geniui  ef.  77, 

hates  delf  <Ode  1.  lib.  3.),  171.     Boy, 

Gait,  Mr.,  and  the  DIctbtiarj.  632. 

Haroun-aLHashld  the  Caliph,  3B6. 

tell  thccDuk  that  I  hate  all  nlck-«iaiA- 

OtAMXj,  or  Millij  Way.  lOO. 

Harp,  certain  of  the  poetical  allujions  to 

crtes  (Ode  ^k&riii.  lib.  !.>,  171.    T^ 

Ganges,  blue  current  of  the,  3^. 

that  Inttrument,  69.  1D6.  304,311.  313. 

rody  -of  '  Donee  gratui  eram  tlU,'  er 

Garden,  the  dream  nf  the,  60T.  609.  633. 

227,  348. 

Horace's  return  to  Ljdla,  38d. 

Festival  of  the,  60^. 

Harp  of  my  country  !  In  darkneM   1 

Horn,  tba,  237. 

Gaxel  and  Haam^  489. 

f«und  thee,  196. 

How  mm  I  to  punish  tbee  (Ode  x.  As*-   ' 

Guel,  by  Abdullah,  15&. 

Harp,  tlie  origin  of  the,  183. 

ereom).  It, 

Gaselle,  the,  390. 

Harp,  Farewell  to  the,  xx%\^. 

How  dear  to  me  the  Hour,  176. 

G«DiuB,  poetical  alludloni  to,  231. 

Harp  that  once  through  Tora'i  hiUi. 

How  happy  once,  tbo'  wing'd  with  atgNt* 

Gimlus  and  CrltictiD,  491. 

The,  174. 

297. 

^^u 

Goargv  !IL,  Rlof,  \U,eipmt(m, 

Harut  and  Manit.  the  Angeli.  468. 

How  I  lore  the  restive  boy  (Ode  s:3ixiv 

Gttorc*  tY.CPrlnwBeffent.  and  King). 

Hbj  sorrow  thy  young  djiys  shaded,  193. 

Anaereon),  31. 

^^^^^^^ 

See  Intercepted  L^jtteri,  149.  160.    Pa- 

Hassan, Ai,  the  Prophet  Chief  of  Am- 

How  lightly  moimta  tbt  lluae't  vtag. 

^ 

rody  or  a  celeb  rated  Letter.  1 61 .    The 

bla.  mi,  370.  373.    Set  Story  of  the 

350. 

H 

Prince"*  Plume.  Ifi3.     Icli  lllen,  163. 

Ftre-wonhlppers,  359,  ti  teq. 

How  shall  t  woo  f  240. 

^^^_ 

The  Old  Yellow  Chariot,  163.     The 

Haste  thee,  njmph,  whose  well-aimed 

Haw  sweetly  does  the  mooobcua  inili^ 

^^^^H 

Priiry  Purie,  IG4.    King  Crack  and 

•pear  (Ode  vxiv.  Anacreon),  42. 

362. 

^^B 

his  Idoli.  164.    Prince  of  Wiiiei'i  Fea- 

Halting!,  Marqui*  onHarl  Molra).  and 

Hudson,  Edward,  lecoUectioika  oT  Mb 

^^^^ 

Iheri,  161.  401.     The  Prliire'j    Day, 

visit   to   bif   mansion  at  Uontngton, 

and  of  hU  muilcal  taste,  mxxl.  xxxtv. 

ia4.    Bird  of  Royalty,  hil.  399. 

xlT.  13R.      Hlf  library,  xlv.      Dedi- 

Hume, David,  History  of  England  bnr. 

Georgian  Maid.  the.  39S. 

cation  to  Fnuicif  Earl  of  Molra,  104. 

I4f;, 

Cerambt  BaroD.  and  mastachloa,  169. 

HaL  Ode  to  a.  500. 

Hume,  lci4cph,  e»<).,  4<H.  493.,  ml  atf  pern* 

Gli»b«r»  the,  364.  ei  »f . 

Hut  wrna  Wig.  510. 

Ghott  Storj,  a,  564. 

Haie  ymt  not  vemi  the  UmJd  tear.  US. 

Hume,  to  Thomas,  Esq.,  M.  D.  j  vrlU 

Glre  me  the  harp  of  eple  loog  (Ode  n. 

He  who  Instructs   the  youlhfUl  crw. 

ten  al  Waihington,  193. 

AiLtcnna),  ». 

(Ode  LVi.  Anacreou),  37, 

Humorous  and  Satirical  Poema,  01^ 

Gleet.  MTt  of.  mr^im. 

Head  fort,   Marchlonets  of,  DedlcaHon 

bm. 

Onoraei,  doctrine  of.  476. 

to.  322. 

Go  forth  to  the  mmint,  QIM, 

Hoar  me  but  once,  while  o'er  the  grave. 

494. 

Go.  let  me  weep,  there's  bllii  Iti  leaTA, 

230. 

Hunter  boy,  Ihe,  239.  237. 

^m 

344, 

Heard,    Sir   Isaac,    and    the   Peerage, 

Hush,  hu*h  :— a  Glee;  317. 

■ 

Go  now,  and  dream,  334. 

fiOO. 

Hus^h.  flweet  lute,  315, 

Go,  then  1  'tit  rain  to  hwer,  SI. 

Hmft«ndluUi,1fr,2M. 

Husiun  Abdaul,  valley  of,  ••&.    Ms^tf  ' 

1 

Go  where  glory  walU  UiM,  173* 

Hevt  to  re«W  Koi  1«rt«  my,  336. 

gardens  near,  3Mi. 

■ 

I 

i 

Hjrznen,  pdoticAl  Jilltiitniii  t&.  Wi* 
Hfinii  or  m  Vlrglii  of  Delpbl,  tt  the 

Tomb  or  bw  Mother^  62. 
Bj^vrbartMo^  loiif  of  a,  307. 

L 

t  auv  not  for  Ibe  Ul«  state  (Ode  tiii. 

AnarrMMi )<  II. 
1  drcatnt  ih*l  In  the  Paphlan  grove«,!i9. 
1  had.  luC  (j*jhtj  a  dreuni  of  iliee.  47«, 
1  fear  tb«l  kove  dLtturbi  tnj  reit  {Aiuai- 

Cfvontkc),  4ft. 
1  ffMHod  li«r  not  — tbe  chamber  j«eiii'd^ 

I  know  that  heaTso  hath  Mnt  loe  bere 

(Od«  iLt.  Anacrran),  30. 
I  trntm  tirau  lov  'it  a  brimmdiK^  Diea«ur« 

(Anaetwmtk).  45, 
1  often  Irish  tb(i  lanfuid  lyre  (Ode  JtxUL 

Aiucrwm).  11. 
1  prmj  Ibe*.  Iif  the  fodi  abate  E  ( Ode 

IS.  Anacfeoii)^  U. 
I  pray  you,  let  ui  roam  no  more,  1 13. 
I  taw,  from  yoniter  itlent  care.  K7. 
I  taw  from  the  beacb«  wbeu  tbe  morblRf 

was  ihinlnff,  195. 
I  lav  tbe  mooo  riie  clear,  S91 
I   law   tli«   tmltlng    bard   of   pleasure, 

(Ode  1.  AnncrroD),  ^ 
1  $a.w  thy  fono  In  ynuthful  pHme,  1^. 
I  itole  olon^  the  flowtry  hunk^  116. 
I  Ihougrht  tbii  heart  enkifidled  lay,  6% 
I've  a  tecret  to  tell  thee,  11% 
I  will,  I  will,  the  «<>tiaicfi  pa*t  (Ode 

XIII.  Anacreon),  13. 
I  wUh  I  was  by  that  dim  lake,  2»9, 
rant  be,  3»%.     Befoire  her  ftlaii,  'i&&. 
rd  mourn  tbe  bopet   that  leave  roe, 

19^ 
Idoli  in  the  h^uie  of  A*<yr,  396,     Of 

KlTi«  Cra.ck,  164.     Of  Jjighemailt.  319, 
If    hnArdtHt   goid  |>o«fleu^d    ibc  pawer 

(Ode  xxivi.  Anacreon),  38. 
ir  t  iwaar  by  that,  rye,  you'll  allow,  51, 
If  I  wtn  yonder  ware^  my  dear,  115,^ 
If  in  tortng^  tlosing^nliht  and  day,  33A, 
If  thou'k  be  lulfie,  199. 
If  thou  wouldit  bare  me  ilng  and  play, 

304, 
If  to  »ee  thee  be  !»  love  thee,  aSJ. 
Ill  omen* :  _  Yount  Kitty,  &c.,  lei. 
tmaftlnatlon,  l^i. 
Imitation,   from   the  French,  461.     &ee 

oiMO  Anthologia^  Horace,  Ire. 
Immortality^  itart  tba  l>eaoont  of,  640. 
Impromiitu,  (iK  OJ^,  130.  171. 
In  myrtle  wreath*  my  votive  tword,  313. 
lu  the  mom  In  i  of  life.  IDT. 
In  wedlock  a  f peeler  of  loitery  Met,  61 
liu,  by  Lady  DacT<e,  601* 
l»c«ntaCJo«i,  an,  fi06. 
Ineootlaocy,  60, 
India,  poaUea]  aUutioQi  to.  31T.  Ma. 

f  Ddian  boat,  the,  SM« 
Indian  tmald,  th«  young,  301 
Indian  tree,  the,  463. 
Inkitand,  the  poet^t,  461. 
Innlflfail,  Soog  of.  312. 
ItinlifAtlett.iileof,  206. 
Inuirrection  of  the  Papers  \  a  Oreajo, 
\m. 

Imtercejrted  Detpadrh,  Diabolu^t,  ISA, 
Intercepted  l/elt«r«.   the,  isf  the  Two* 
peitay  Pottnibag,  14*^',  Ac. 
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Intoleraiiee,  a  Satire t  Account  of"  Cor- 
ruption **  and  "  Intolerance."  S^ 
ixv.  Preface  to  Intolerance  and  Cwr- 
njpilrm,  MSI,  in.     Tbe  Satire,  142. 

Invitible  Girl,  tbe,  71. 

Invitation  to  dinner  j  addrcued  to  IrCird 
Lanidowne,  461. 

Iran,  Land  of,  394,    See  Lalla  Itookb, 

Ireland,  and  ber  nailanal   miuic,  x^ilx. 

Ireland  \  certain  tradittoni and  romaacet 
rpi|HJCtlTig,  173.  171*,  ItiS.  IhJ,  l*i*-  JyO; 
'Hm.  aw,  'jm.lW,  312.  313.  314. 

treUiHl,  poljikt  and  political  ieotlbllHy 
of  the  kingdom  of  (artf  the  Fudge  Fa^^ 
mlly),  403^427.  »«^.  The  penal  code 
4da.  Tb«  outbreak  of  17!^  axi.  ct 
te^*  Romanltm  In,  A73'  Tboughtf 
on  the  preteni  goverament  of  (ISSSj, 

Iriih  antlQuiiiea.  AST. 

Irith  bed  of  rotca,  an,  171.1). 

iriihman,  Satire*,  &c.,  nddreiied  to  ati 
Engliflliman  by  an,  ia%— 143:. 

Irtth  MelodJet,  ITS.  DttUntUm  to  tba 
|iJarchione*i  Domiir  of  Dooegall, 
173.  Preface,  ITS.  T1i«M«1tti(««,  173. 
923.  AdvertiietnenU  to  the  flni  and 
lecond  NtM.,  316, ;  to  the  third,  416. 
Letter  on  lrl»h  mutic,  317.  Adver* 
Uaementi  to  tbe  fourth,  flfth,  tUth. 
and  levonth  Not.,  rjO_3'i3,  Dedica- 
tion to  the  March loneit  of  Headfort, 
323.    ike  National  AIrt,  233-  ri  g^q. 

[ri*h  Peatant  to  bit  MUtrett,  183. 

IrUh  Slave,  the.  im. 

Irving.  Waihfngton,  I.  90A. 

li  tt  not  tweet  to  think,  hereafter, 
Siil.  (HaydtL) 

It  not  thy  mind  a  gentle  mind?  64. 

ItraGl,  the  angel  of  Muiic,  3^6. 4G6. 

ttimot  tbe  taar  at  tbii  momeiit  thsd. 


Jeffrey,  Francit  Lard,  tbe  author'i  rliEt 
to  Craig  CrcKkk,  xxKvii 

Jehan  Gbeer,  or  Jebangulre,  Kaijieror 
of  Delhi  and  Himlottan,  587.  tlU 
pahice,  393.  11.  Hit  early  name  of 
Sell  m,  3190.     Hit  bride,  3!^,  396 . 

Jerome'i  love  (  St.),  S43.  St,  Jerorae*t 
flttt  vltlt  on  earth.  M6.  Hit  aecood 
Htit,  &47. 

JerutaJem,  the  holy  city  of,  343. 

Jeatica,  young,  397. 

Johnson,  Dr,  Samuel,  on  MaUet,  MS.  m, 

Jof  alone  be  reraenibvred  nov.  S9S> 

Joyi  of  youth,  how  ieatteigl  199. 

Juan,  I>on.  If/i. 

Jubal'*  «heli,  alluded  to,  351. 

Judgment  Day,  and  a  »uppo«ed  wind 
tnm  Syria  Dwiuuc«aa  to  anooutkee 
it,  aw.  «. 

Judgment,  the  day  of,  S47. 

Julia,  to.  in  atlualoTi  to  tome  Illiberal 
critlcitmt^  AA.  Mock  me  no  more 
with  Lore'i  t>egufll!nK  dream.  bS^. 
Though  Fate,  my  girl,  may  bid  ua 
part.  56.  On  her  BMh-day,  57,  To 
Julia,  weeping.  ^,  Incon«uncy,  60. 
Elegiac  Stantat,  tuppoied  to  be  writ- 
tcffi  by  Julia,  on  tbe  death  of  her  bro. 
tber.  61.  I  taw  the  poatant'i  band 
unkLod,  62.    Sympathy,  G>. 
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JiifenSIa  Poama,  4§— 103.    Pre&ee  by 
*'  tbalMa  Thomat  Little,"  49.    DedU 
10  Joaeph  Atklnaoo,  Eaq.,  £0* 


Kathleen.  IBG. 

Keder  Khan  of  Turkiitan,  31S. 

Kenmare,  Earl  of.  3I)G. 

Ke?lQ,  Salat,  tradition,  166. 

KboruMD,  tbe  Veiled  Prophet  of,  S30 

— a47. 
Kilkenny  amateur  actort,  taJent  of  the, 

xlvlll.  353.      Extract    from  a  Pro- 

lo^gue,  Jkc,  366. 
Klllnmey.  lakei  and  tradiUoni  of,  903. 

SCifi. 
King.  Lord,  an  Evpoitulation  to,  493. 
RUhma,  wine  cif.  W^^. 
KUt.the.^l.  Ill, 
RubUlKhaD,394. 


Labyrinth,  In  Egypt,  634.  n. 

Lahore,  detcrlptlon  of  the  city  of,  and 
the  midland  dlitricti  tif  India,  UI,  *c. 

L«keofthe  DIjmaE  Swamp,  106. 

Lake  of  the  Templet,  COS. 

Lalla  Rookh,  au  Eaitem  Romance  ^ 
hittory  of  thi»  poem,  xxjiix.  rt  teq. 
Kepreteniatton  of  U  «•  a  dramatic 
pageant  of  tbe  Cbitesu  Koyal,  Ber- 
lin.  In  1633,  when  tbe  emperor  and 
rinprett  of  Rutfrla  pcrMinaied  AUrli 
and  Ulla  Rookh,  xlbi.  "  The 
veiled  prophet  of  Kboratvan,^*  320 — 
S47.  The  criticisms  by  Fadladeen 
on  tbii  ttory,  S47.  Paradlte  and  tba 
Peri,  350.  Fadladeen  renewt  hit  cri. 
ticUm,  356.  Tbe  Flre-worthippert, 
3A9-385.  The  Light  of  the  Haram, 
386.  De«ign  of  tfalt  poetic  uader- 
laking  reJated,  %xV,  1. 

LamA,  tiie  Little  Grand,  434. 

Lanadowne,  Lord,  Invitation ,  to  dinner, 
addrrtMd  to.  461 . 

Lawrenetf,  Dr.,  friend  of  Edmund 
Burke  I  hit  letter  to  Dr.  Hume  re- 
ipecting  the  vertlofi  of  Anacfeoo  by 
Mr^  Moore.  %%, 

Imj  bla  tword  by  hU  tide.  31  (. 

Laaf  and  tba  Fountain,  a  ballad,  asi. 

Learning,  HS. 

Lebanon,  Mount,  S49. 

Legacy,  itie,  176. 

Leila 't  lute,  60L 

Lea  hMnioM  aiftoiiutlca»  Ml. 

Letbia,  to,  460. 

L«aMa  bath  a  beaming  eye,  16S. 

L«t  Krin,  remember  tbe  dayt  of  oM, 
17<l. 

Let  me  resign  this  wretched  braatb 
(Anacreontk),  4ft. 
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Morulng  Herald,  the,  499. 

An  emblem  of  besauty,  SSI.  n. 

Maideoi  of  jEea,  'jm.  el  pauim. 
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Haityn,  tlus,  3dO.  664,  66^.,  «<  jc?.;  the 

Moses,  94B. 

1 

Loru  alone,  31 L 
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■ 

Love  retting  hit  wingi,  394. 
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Love'a  light  luninier  cloud.  SM. 
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Occuionol  Addma,  for  tbe  opening 

Najr^  look  not  tbere,  my  tove.  47T. 
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Ob.  guard  our  affection,  ^7, 

Fatroni  and  Piiffbi,  Ac.,  577- 

Oh !  bad  we  «ome  bright  Uttle  Ule  of 

Paul  tbe  SUentUrr,  111.110,311. 
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(Ode  ULViir.  Anacrcon),  43. 
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AnacTVOo),,  16. 

AiMcreon),  22. 

Pythagoraa,   sa        DemocrJtui,   m. 

Nymph  of  a  fair  but  errlnf  Uoe,  360. 
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Oitlan,  fragmt'ott  In  imitation  of,  %x%. 

Platan  tc  pbliloiophy,  and   follower!  of 

^M 

O'Ruark,  Frbico  of  Brcflhi,  the  tmg  of. 

Our  hotnc  li  on  the  »«*,  boy,  366. 

Plato,  97,  ft  #fy. 

^M 

190. 

Ploa!urecoQtra*ted  with  fUn,  »4. 

^H 

Oblivion,  the  fabled  gate*  of,  620. 

P. 

Plumaailer,  to  a  (AEiaer«OBtk>,  1t». 

^1 

Obeerre  when  molbcr  eartb  U  dry  (Ode 

Poco-Curanta  Society,  tba,  4».    (ftv 

^1 

XXI.  Anacreoo)^  30. 

Paddy"!  lfe4«moTpboii«,  SAt. 

Qhym«e  on  tbe  Road.)  Seog  oC  604. 

^1 

Oft,  Ui  tl]«  MUly  nlgbt,  238. 

Palntlbg,  109.  371.  315.  447. 

Poeiy,  9ll.su. 
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poet*!  drc«m :  Dioner  of  Type  tad  Co., 

Police  H^porU,  cum  o(  Impofture,  K^- 
FoiitioU  ftlluaionip  by  the  author,  xi^v. 
H»eg.;  and  SattHcB)  Poemt,  'ilb.  !Z3A. 
See  '*  The  Fudge  Famllj-."  482,  rt  j^.; 
bH.ft»4!q.  Ste  the  SatlrlraJ  Poeios, 
AM.  ftc.  Sfe  aiM  AQ\—4m.  rt  pasrfm^ 
For  thHD  poet't  alluiloai  to  the  aJfUri 
o<^  N.  Ameiica  vad  of  Fraiice,  tee  10& 

— m. 

Political  and  Satirical  Poetnj^  W9.  kc 
Pol  I U  dan,  how  to  m*ke  a  good*  &30. 
Polfilci,  lK»h,  alltifkoof  to»xxU.elMg. 

&r  491— Ji«0.  ri  pauim. 
V'0'lfCT^leA  of  Stiinoi,  3. 
Poor  broken  Dower,  290. 
Porcelain  aoil  China,  .')94.  396, 
Port*.  Ode  to  the  Sublime,  SOS. 
Pow«r,  Mr.  Hkbard,  alvUi. 
Prajrcr  of  Mahometaat,  365. 
Preu  the  grape,  and  let  It  pour,  M. 
'■  Freii^  tbe,"  neivip«per,  xk», 
Prleiteii  of  the  Moon,  the^  G3L . 
Fralogkie,  fpoken  tkt  the  opening  of  the 

Kilkenny  Theatre,  October.  t&CIO,  4A7. 
Prokf ,  how  to  write  by,  b\it. 
Piaphon,  hU  blrdi  tau^t  ta  pronounce 

hii  iunie,44A, 
Piycbe,  79.  QL  486. 
Puck,  wmg  of  old,  MT. 
Fuir,  profligate  Lofidoneirir  fi34. 
Purgatory,  476. 

Pm  oflTihe  restal  veil,  nor,  ob,  75. 
Pyramldji  of  MemphU,  €14.     lUiodope, 

the  Lady  of  tlie  Pyramid,  G20. 


Q  uadrtnai.  488 .    E  pi  »capil,  Wh 

Quaker!,  6&i, 

QLiartirty  Bevtew,  the.  532.  W3*  R«- 
AecifonA  addreiied  to  the  Author  of 
tine  article  of  "  the  Church  "  In  the, 

Quick  t  we  have  but  a  tecood,  907. 


Balte  the  buckler,  poUe  the  lance,  966. 

RAphaelt  h(»  Fornarlna,  447. 

Hath  don.  to  the  Lady  Chartotte^  (torn 
the  banki  of  the  5t.  Lai  wren  re,  138. 
Kumancc  ortlir  IndJaQ  Spirit,  129. 

nea*on.  87.  191.  225-  29'J.  311. 

Eeftion,  Folly*  and  Beauty,  SK^. 

R«d  Fox,  the,  xxx. 

Eedbreait.  the.  In  December,  ^6, 

Rector  and  hiicuriie,  the.  Ml. 

Rerorm,.  nQtioot  on,  Mb. 

Religion,  the  '*  Sacred  SongA.''  S4L 

Religion  and  trade,  573, 

Rellglftn  in  the  Kait.  Brahma,  ftc,  BSl. 
(See  Lalla  Hookh.) 

B.ellg1ou>emblieniiandtyp«i,  246.  "  In- 
tolerance^* laUrtzed,  I3»  ft  trq.  On 
Toleration,  \M.  et  paisfm, 

Rememlwr  hlro  thou  leav^st  behind,  &2. 

Bemcmher  the  tlmt  In  La  Mancba'i 
•ttadet,  399w 

Hrmcmber  llte«  I  198. 

Hefnnnftrance ;  addrei*ed  to  Lord  Jolm 
Ftati-ell.  afLer  a  criQverkYtl<m  In  which 
he  had  IntlmAted  lotne  idea  of  firing 
up  alt  polUical  purauilR,  ISM, 


INDEX. 


Reiexnblance,  the :  Yei,  ir  'twere  any 

common  love,  70. 
Reuben  and  Ro»e,  &3, 
ReTenue,  de^rlioating,  —  and    decimal 

arfthmedc,  m  L 
Reverend  Pamphleteer,  the,  56^. 
Referendj  and  Right  Rjerereiidi,  faao- 

lutlont  paifl^  at  a  meeting  loT,  tSS. 
ReyuoMf,  Mr.  Thomas,  402. 
Rhodope,  620.     Fable  of  the  Lady  of 

the  Pyraiaid,  «ao. 
RhymM  c^  the  Rood,  extracted  ftom 

the  Journal  of  a  TraTelling  Member 

of  the  Poco-Curante  Society,  In  1819, 

439. 
Rich  and  rare  were  the  g«mt  ihe  wore, 

17S. 
Rich  to  blUf,  I  proudlf  acorn    (Ode 

ucvTi.  Anacreon).  43. 
Ring,  the ;  a  tale  of  Rupert,  72. 
Ring,  the :  —  The  happy  day  at  length 

atrjr'd.  72. 
Ring,  the ;  —  Ko,  I^y  I    X^dy  t  keep 

the  ring,  TO. 
Rlngt  and  Seatf,  94. 
RIpen'd  by  the  iolar  beam  (Ode,  ux. 

Anacreon),  d9. 
Rival  Topica  t  —  An  E^trarafuisft,  MO. 
Roche,  Sir  Soyle,  hU  blunders,  •'^16. 
Rocl,   Captain,    hLi    EpUUe    to    Lord 

Lyndhiirit,  &79.     Hii  Letter  to  Terry 

Alt,  MO. 
Rogers,  Mr.,  accompanied  by  the  author 

to  Parii,  Kllv.      Ser  the  Dedication! 

to  Bamuel  Roferi,  Eiq. 
Home,  artUt!  at,   xlrl.    The    Palatine 

MiTunt,  mlvil. 
Rokeby,  alluiion!  to.  1^3.  \m. 
Rumalita,  the,   danced  In   Zca,  36&.   et 

Romaldkirk,  to  the  Curate  of,  .V19. 
Rcndeau  t  ^*'  Oaod  night  L  good  night,** 

6T. 
Roia,  ta,  64. 

Rou,  to,  written  during  lUneai,  M. 
Rcfla«  to,  fi8.  83. 
Roie  of  Caihmere,  9^. 
Eowi,  the  Alpine,  231. 
Ro4e,  the,  Knd  tutnmer  bee,  235. 
Roae  oi  the  Decert  1  299. 
Rote  and  Nighlinfrale,  WJ, 
Roie,  the  young.  '£.^. 
Roie  tree,  the  pretty.  291, 
Ra»e  In  nettliei  hW,  the :  —  C^muodruro* 

100. 
Roici,  the,  Featival  of  the  Scattering  of. 

3L«.  387  n.  39(3.    Of  the  Garden  uf  the 

Nile,  3!»3.     Attar  Gul,  3!^7. 
Roae!,  poiltkal,  171.  n. 
Round  thf.'  world  goei,  b>y  day  and  night, 

80H. 
Row  gently  here.  33L 
Rubi,  the  tecond  Angel,  470.   II U  Story, 

4TL 
Ruby,  magnlflccnt.  394. 
Rusiell,   Lord  John,  remonitrnnce  on 

hi!  Intended  retirement  fruni  pulltk«, 

4W. 
EuMlan  Lorer,  the  ;  —  Fleetly  o'er  tlie 

mnonllt  itiowi,  317. 


Bacral  Sonff,  «41.    Dedication  to  Ed. 

ward  Tuite  Llallon,  E«i.,  241. 
Ban  on.  aail  on,  tliou  fear  lei)  bark,  SOL 


Sailor  boy,  'tl«  day,  313. 

SalmagundJ,  Alt. 

Sannazaro,  his  Gallido  Dill* 

<luoted,  lA.  m. 
Sappho,  lyre  of,  299.    Legeiida  of  Leo. 

cadia,  2tM. 
Sarpl,  Fra  Paolo.  444. 
Satlrlciy  and  Politlal  Foema,  399.  Ac 
Sif.  vbaC  dun  bt  our  aport   C4v4ar, 

130. 
Say,  what  shall  we  dance,  aSA. 
SecptVc,  the;   a  Phlioaophlcal    Satire, 

143.     The  Preface  on  ADci«it  Pbilo- 

sopliy,  andthePyrrhocUatft.  143.    The 

Satire,  144— (47. 
Scepticism,  486. 
ScDit,  iiir  Walter,  hU    maitcal   tmaim, 

xxxri.  Interesting  Kcoe  mt  tbm  Bdln> 

burgh  theatre,  axairil. 
Scriptures,  the  Holy,  94li, 
Sculptor,  woutdtt  thou  glad  Mjr  wal 

(Odev.  An«creon>.  10. 
Sea.  the  Old  Man  of  the,  &08.     A  S^ 

flection  at,  57. 
See  you,  beneath  yoo  doud  lo  4irk* 

130. 
See  the  dawn  from  heaf  pfi,  233. 
Selim  and  NourmAhal,  389—^96. 
Sephirnthi  or  Splendors  of  ihe  f^>t»i»^ 

484.(1. 
Sepulture,  ancient   Egyptlaa  mode  eC 

62L 
Se^raphlm.  482. 
SerapU,  the  God,  625, 
SeUi,  tradiUoiM  relative  to  tbe  patrlarah, 

482. 
Shalimax  Palace,  the,  393.  897. 
Shall  the  Harp  then  be  silent.  «04. 
Shamrock,  Oh  the,  tB8. 
Shannon,  SUtixa*  frocn  the  tsanki  of  llic, 

628. 
She  ii  far  from  the  land  wlieitt  ber 

young  hero  lifep*  !  18^6. 
She  ni*Ter  look'd  *o  kind  before,  (3. 
8h  e  song  of  Lore,  aOO. 
She  has  betutT*  but  fUll  foa  ohwI  keep 

your  heaxt  coot,  m. 
Sheridan,  Rt.  Hon.  Richard  Brlttaler* 

Lines  on  the  Death  of,  400.    Hi«  di*' 

racter  descrllied,  401.     lnt«oded  Lib 

of,  1. 
Sheridan,  Mr*.,  air  ooinpoi«d  fay,  ftU. 
Shiuld.  the,  57. 
Slllin^  out.  sUra,  29U 
Ship  ft  hoy  1  —  Soo«.  xxicrll. 
Ships,  and  wrecks,  lOA.   IIL.  lit.  ■!» 

mt.  249. 
Shi  pi,  the  1le<^ag  of  the.  Wt. 
Shi  rat  wine,  394. 
Should  thow  fond  hopett  SIB. 
Ahrine,  the,  56. 
Silence,  emblem  of,  911. 
Silence  is  In  (Hir  festal  halU,  119. 
Silence,  ch^aln  of,  )9fi.  is. 
Simonldes,  epltapha  on  Anecnoo  %, 

47,  ». 
Sin,  4***.  479. 
^Ince  {irftt  thy  word,  949. 
Stng,  tweet  harp,  211, 
Hing.  sing,  rauftic  was  gireo,  S|0. 
Sinking  Fund  cried,  494. 
Sinners,  3^. 

Sirmlo,  peiUniula  of,  4GQl 
Slumber,  »h  slumber  !  if  steepliiy  |Jm« 

mak'it,  337. 
aiumlier,  poetical  aIluslo«u  to,  SSfi. 
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SmJle,  On*  dear,  595» 

SaMn,  IHXl. 

Think  on  that  look  whose  melting  ttf^ 

Smoothl  J  flowing  ibrou^  verdiint  valei. 

Swallow,  the*  667. 

Bl. 

^1 

aST. 

Swuii,  tbe  MuM}*».  Ml.                           i 

Thoie  erenlog  bulla  !  224. 

^^1 

Snake,  the.  ^ 

Sweet  I«  your  kl«.  my  LaIi  dear,  IIL 

Thou  art,  O  God,  tbe  Ufc  and  Uthtl 

^H 

Snow   Spirit,  the:  — Ko,  n»'cT  did  tbe 

Swe^  lady,  took  not  thui  agaln^  56. 

241. 

^^1 

Sweet  f  pirit  1  If  thy  airy  alcep.  fX>. 

Thou  art  not  dead,  274. 

^1 

So  wann)^  we  m«t,  ^94. 

Sweet  Inniifallen,  fare  the  well,  906. 

Thou  lor'it  no  more,  238, 

^H 

Sollnun,  throae  of,  wu  caUed  ibe  Slar 

Swlngi.  an  Eastern  pastime  and  exer- 

Thou, whose  loft  and  rosy  boea  (Ode 

^1 

ottht,Gm\l,m. 

cise,  367. 

jtvi.  Anaereoui),  16. 

^H 

Some  DiortaU  Ibere  may  be,  io  wi**,  or 

Sword,  the  warrlor'f,  90K  9W.  111.  214. 

Thou  bid'st  me  ilng  the  lay  I  ixmff  to 

^1 

W>  ftDC,  3M. 

Sylph'*  Ball,  the,  4fi7. 

thee,  307. 

^H 

ftotii*,  tow*?  of  the  occaibiial.  InteT- 

Sylphi  and  GnevMii^  47S.  it. 

Though  hcimhlo  the  banquet,  210. 

^1 

wotren  In  Mr,  Moore'j  poemi :  — 51* 

Syra^  holy  fount  or,  SOS. 

Though  aacred  the  tie  that  our  country 

^1 

09,  as.  W.  09.  ftc.    MuDj  rtt-lj  longi 

entwlneth,60a. 

^H 

cwcur  (yoin  p.  49-109.  l7i-lfiL  264, 

T* 

Though  sorrow  long  has  worn  my  heart, 

^1 

«».»7.««.S»,aS0.»6K4c    Songf 

CI. 

^H 

lBiar«per»<*d   lit   Ihe    **  Efraingi  tn 

Tablet  of  Stone,  the  Seren.  ^1 . 

ThcHifh  tbe  lajt  gllmpfc  of  Erin,  175. 

^H 

0«*G«,"  344^-379.    SmiRi  from  the 

Take  hack  tbe  ligh,  86. 

Thmigh  "lis  all  but  a  dream  at  the  beat, 

^1 

Oretk  AntholoRy,  ai0-ai3-    Unpub- 

Take back  the  rbrgin  page,  176. 

23». 

^^ 

lished  »oD|ri.  ftc^  313—317.     Oecft- 

Take  tteoce  tbe  bowl.  SM. 

Tbroofb  grief  and  through  danger.  111. 

^H 

itonal  SonfTft,  AM.  €04.    Swiff*  from 

Tar  barreif.  Though  t<  on,  MS. 

That  hsve  I  diarai*d  with  Yltiatiary  lay* 

^^1 

»  If .  P..  or  tlw  Blue  StockJfif ."  000— 

Tara,  the  hallf  of,  174. 

m. 

^H 

Oa.  Sooft  of  tlw  Church,  Ko.  L,fi6<^ 

Tear.  the.  63. 17^.  169. 

Thy  harp  may  ilng  of  Troy*i  atariBi 

^1 

tOf«ff«lgD,  A  ffoldai,  491. 

Teari,14a»M6,»l,3ia 

(Ode  xxvi.  Anacreon  J,  23. 

^^1 

Tean,  poetical  aUuilcmi  to,  229.  334. 

Thy  song  has  taught  my  heart  to  feel. 

^H 

Boal«  the,  em. 

243.450. 

83. 

^H 

Bimad  the  loud  thabrel  o'er  Eg7pt*s 

Teflli*  or  TlOk,  brooks  of,  394. 

Tibitlliii  to  Sutplcla.  400. 

^M 

dark  •*«,  544. 

Tell  me.  gentle  youth,  1  pray  the*  (Ode 

Tlghe,  to  Mn.  HenrT.  on  reading  her 

^H 

Southej,  to  Robert.  Emi.*  AniMHUiice- 

XI.  Anacreon),  17. 

i      Pfyche.  79. 

^H 

mmt  of  a  new  Thjlaba.  509. 

Tell  me  not  of  Joy*  above,  IftS. 

Time,  a  poet*>  alluileni  to  the  band  of. 

^H 

Tell  me,  why,  ray  »weete«t  dote  (Ode 

IW.  199.22^231,237.  4a5. 

^H 

Speeefaet.  a  Correetod  B«|ioit  of  tome 

IV.  Anacreon  >,  15. 

'Til  gone,  and  fur  over,  the  light  we  iaw 

^H 

kt4i.&4U 

Templet,  Lake  of  the,  6C6.                       I 

breaking.  195. 

^H 

Spencer,  HorL  W.  H,,  IIum addr««i«d  to 

'Til  iweet  to  think  that,  where'er  we 

^^1 

hint  from  BulTklo  ami  Lake  Erie,  in 

Mr.  Soirthey.ftftO. 

rore,  1*2, 

^H 

N.  America.  12^. 

That  wTiukJe,  when  firit  1  eiplwl  It,  54. 

*'  'TU  the  vine  1  'tis  tbe  rine  I'*  told  the 

^H 

Spirit  of  Joy,  thy  altar  liei.  G«M>. 

cup'loring  boy,  279. 

^H 

Spirit,  the    iDdian  (or  N.  American), 

'Tit  true,  my  fading  year*  decline  (Ode 

^H 

138. 

The  jiarland  1  cetid  thee,  340. 

XLTit.  Aimcreon),  33. 

^^1 

Svitit  of  Lore,  who»e  locki  imroU*d 

The  more  I  Tiew'd  thii  world,  4SB. 

'Tit  time,  1  feel,  to  leave  thee  now,  96. 

^H 

(OdiO  L\xv.  AnaiTpon).  45, 

Thd   Fhr>Kliin   rock  that  bravea  tbe 

'Tit  tbe  Last  Rose  of  Summer,  \%^ 

^H 

Mrtk  of  t*»«  Woudi,  the  Kf  Jl :  —  Stmi, 

■torm  (OJr  nxii.  An^craoD}.  20. 

Tithe  Case,  late,  5V). 

^H 

lU 

Tithe,  Song  of  the  Departing  Spirit  of. 

^H 

Spring  and  Autumn.  340.  311. 

251 

&2ft. 

^H 

St.Law rence, rWcr.  137, 13S. ;  Che  Gotpb 

The  ions  thatUghteni  our  languid  way. 

To  all  that  breathe  the  air  of  hearan 

^1 

of,  130. 

601. 

(Ode  ixiT.  Anarreon),  22. 

^H 

St.  Senanua  and  the  l^ady ,  aOL 

The  time  Tre  loat  in  wooing.  194. 

To  iadJei'  eye*  around,  199. 

Star  of  the  Watert,  BoUhli,  &ia 

The  turf  thnJl  be  thy  Iragrant  ihrlne, 

To  Love  and  Bocchui  ever  young.  6.  n. 

M4. 

To  Love,  the  soft  aud  bloomiog  child 

^_ 

176.  233,  234.  944,  970.  172.  S7».  tlT. 

The  women  tell  tno  avery  day  (Ode  m. 

(OdcLXiit.  Anacreon),  43. 

^H 

471.476,639, 

Anacreon).  11. 

To  my  Shadow,  685. 

^^M 

Ste^rttnan**  Son^,  tbe,  119* 

The  world  bad  Jiut  begun  to  ileal,  59. 

To  ligh,  yet  feel  no  pain,  600. 

^H 

Step^ben«,  Henry,  wrote  on  bornelMdi, 

Tbe  world  ivai  huth'd,  309. 

To  thee,  the  queen  of  nymphs  dlvlai 

^^1 

44<). 

The  wreath  you  wove,  80. 

(Ode  LXTi.  Anacreon),  42. 

^^^^1 

BtavflDMm.  Sir  Jobti,  poetloil  tHbute  to. 

Thee,  thee,  only  thee.  204. 

To-day,  dearest !  it  our*,  289. 

^^^^1 

11  A.     Stt  ^i0  ualx.  Ji.  21  &  M3»  344. 

Then,  (are  thee  well,  «8. 

To  lee  tbe©  every  day  that  came.  100. 

^^^^^1 

94B.Mft.'U|. 

Then  flrit  frcim  love,  315, 

To  weave  a  garland  for  the  rose.  310. 

^^^^1 

Still,  like  dew  In  iltence  CUUog.  31 1> 

Thpocritus.  !o  pratte  of  Anacreon,  47.  a. 

Too  plain  alas,  my  doom  1*  «poken, 

^H 

Sull  thou  flie«t.  and  ttui  |  woo  the«,3tS. 

Tbeora  of  Alexandria,  and  her  daughter 

j       236. 

^H 

StUl  wb«o  daylifbt  o*«f  the  wave.  304 

Aiethe,  6^2.    Death  of  a  motber,  64fl. 

Torch  of  Liberty,  the,  431. 

^1 

Seorm  at  Sea :  LImi  written  in  a,  HI 

^H 

Straafer,  the  beart-wounded,  264, 

There  comei  a  time,  327. 

564. 

^H 

SiraQfftatd,  U»  Lord ;  vrliten  on  boani 

There  It  a  blaak  deaert,  949. 

Tbrtol*e-*bell  of  Pegu,  triple  eotonred. 

^H 

thm  PtaMtOD  fH|i««.  off  the  A  cores. 

Tbefe'a   toiactblnf    •trange  :  —  B^ffb 

397. 

^H 

m. 

Song,  S\4. 

Tory.  Mad,  and  the  Comet,  MS. 

^H 

screw  me  a  rra«r«iit  h«d  of  leavei  (Ode 

They  know  m»t  my  lieurt,  209. 

Tory  Pledge*,  bir^ 

^H 

«xif  ►  Anacreon).  IS. 

They  may  raU  «1  thi»  lire,  20O. 

Tory,  Doctor,  and  Dr.  Whig,  M«. 

^H 

Skibllme  wai  tbe  warning  thai  Liberty 

They  met  but  once  In  youtb'a  eireet 
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FaaMfra 


NEW  WORKS  AND  NEW  EDITIONS 


1 


BARRFJT.-A  SYNOPSIS  OF  CRITICISMS  UPON  THOSR 

FAS3AGRS  Of  the  OLD  TESTAMENT  in  whkb  Mmltni  CopimeutarftrK  have  differed  from 
the  Authorised  V^tTBion  :  Jogether  with  on  ExpSanation  of  vadouft  lMlficultie?(  in  the  Hebrew 
and  Enfflisli  Text*.  By  the  Hew  RicHAnn  A.  F.  B.vrrktt,  M.A.  I>IK>w  ©f  Kinir's  QjUeKe, 
Cftnibritlife.  Vols,  L  and  11.  Bvo.  28s.  t'ach,  clotL;  or.  in  4  llalf-vols.  Hi.  each,  AUo, 
Hjdf-vol.  V.  14S.  dolli. 

BAYLDON.  -ART  OF  VALUING  RENTS  AND  TILLAGES, 

And  tlie  Tfnant'a  Ricbt  of  Entt^rin^'^  and  Quitting'  Farm?.^  expEnJned  by  several  Specimens  of    j 
Valuatioua;    and   Ueuiarks  an  the  Cultivation  piinm*'d  on   Soils  in  different  Situations.     | 
Adapted  to  tlie  Use  of  Landlords.  Land-Ai^ents,  Appraineni,  Farmers,  wid  Tenants*     By 
J.  S.  Uavldon.  Xcw  Edition ;  corrected  anil  revised  by  John  Donaldson.  Bvo.  lOi.  6d.  ck»tb. 

BEDFORD  CORRESPONDENCE. -CORRFSPONDENCE   OF 

JOHN,  FilURTH  DLKK  OF  BEDFORD,  ielected  from  the  Orisrinali  at  Wobum  Abbey 
(1742  to  1770)*  With  tntrodvctions  by  Lord  JnuN  Russfill.  3  vols.  Svo*  with  Portrait, 
4«;«.  clotb* 

BLACK.-A  PRACTICAL  TREATISE  ON  BREWING, 

Based  on  Chemical  atid  Fxonnmjcal  Principles:  vrith  FormnlK  for  Public  Brewer*,  and 
]Ditruction&  for  Private  Families,  By  Wiuu  am  Black,  Fractical  Brewer*  New  Edition, 
with  couaideroble  Additions.    8vo.  IDs.  fid.  cloth. 

"  It  if  Bi  ifTiod  many  ji-iri  diiK*  wu  ooti&rd  Mr  BUck'*  TrMnne,  «*  w»  h*»»  rhnmlcled  •*  InUflll  It 
editi0iu  utii  iheir  kinpTOTirmc«t«H  Frit  Uie  tiractictU  parpM««  of  tht  prortMiuDtl  or  nijni1]r  brewer,  «*  i 
ttut  hv*K  book  «xUiit' '  m 

BLAINE.-AN  ENCYCLOPAEDIA  OF  RURAL  SPORTS ; 

Or,  a  complete  Account^  Historicnlt  Prartirat,  and  llescriptive,  of  Hunlin^,  Shootinc*  Fisbinir, 
Racing,  and  othf  r  Field  SportK  ojid  Athletic  Aninsements  of  the  nresent  day.  By  Dklaaehi 
P.  Blaink,  E**i.  Anttior  of**  tl'aninePalholoiary/'&c.  Illustrated!  by  nearlv  &00  Enfrravinnon 
Wood,  by  R.  liran«ton,  from  Drnuinga  bif  Aiken,  T*  Ijindseer,  Dickea,  &c* '  Bvo.  ^^,  lOi.  cwtk. 

BLAIR'S  CHRONOLOGICAL  AND  HISTORICAL  TABLES, 

From  the  Creation  to  the  present  time  t  with  Additions  and  rorrectioni  tram  the  moat  aatlMB- 
tie  Writers ;  inc1udiiu;er  the  Compntation  of  St.  Faul^  as  connecting  the  Period  from  tbe  EiuMle 
to  the  Temple,  Under  the  revision  of  .Sir  Hbnry  Ellih,  K.H.,  Principal  Librarian  of  tbe 
British  IVIuBeum.     Imperial  8vo*  31s*  dd.  half-bonnd  in  morocco* 

BLAREY -THE  TEMPORAL  BENEFITS  OF  CHRISTIANITY ; 

Ejteropliflf^d  in  its  Influence  on  the  Social,  Intellectual  and  Pntitical  Condition,  of  Mankind, 
from  ita  First  PromulgBtion  to  tlic  lYesent  Day*  By  Ruhivrt  BLAKb^Y,  Author  of  the 
**  History  of  the  Fhllotophy  of  Mintl»"  &c*    8vo.  9«,  cloth. 

BLOOMFIELD.-HISTORY  OF  THE  PELOPONNESIAN  WAR. 

By  Th  vcy  n  r  DE5.  A  New  Recension  of  the  Text,  with  a  carefully  amended  PunrtuatJon  ,•  tod 
copious  Note*,  CriticaU  Philcdogrical,  and  Explanatory,  principally  orixinal,  partly  selected 
and  jirran^ed  frt>m  the  best  ExpLi«itora;  iiccompnivi(?d  by  fidl  Indexes^  both  of  Greek  Worda 
and  PLruses  explained,  and  matters  disciisseil  in  tbe  Notes  llluatrated  by  Alap«  aud  Plana. 
I5y  the  Rev.  i^*  T,  Buoo^iriBLD,  U.lK  F.a.A.    2  vol».  Svo.  aH«,  cbith* 

BLOOMFIELD.    HISTORY  OF  THE  PELOPONNESIAN  WAR. 

By  Tin  cvnt  DIES*  Tranaliited  into  Enj^^'s^*  ^^^  accompanied  by  very  copious  Nutesp 
Philolojcical  and  Explanatory,  Hi^lDrical  and  Geographical.  By  the  Rev.  S*  T*  llLOOMrimj^o, 
D.D*  F*S.A.    a  voU.  «vo.  with  Maps  and  Plate*,  d^'l.  5s*  l:>oarda* 

BLOOMFIELD. -THE  GREEK  TESTAMENT: 

Vfith  copious  Emriinh  Notes,  Critical,  Pbilolo«ricat,  and  Explanatory.  Especially  formed  for 
the  use  of  advanced  Students  and  Ciuidi dates  for  Holy  Orders.  By  Rev,  S.  T.  Ui.ooMriBLO 
D.D*  F.3.A.    New  Edition.    3  vols.  Svo.  with  a  Map  of  Palestine,  jff2,  cloth.  * 

BLOOMFIELD.-COLLEGE  &  SCHOOL  GREEK  TESTAMENT: 

With  shorter  Eni^liith  Notes,  Critical,  Philoloffical,  and  Explanatory^  formed  for  use  in 
Cnllejfeaand  the  i'nhhr  Schools.  Bv  the  Rev.  S.  T.  BLiiu«riKLD,  D  D  F.S.A.  New  Rdition, 
ifreatly  enlarged  aud  iuiproveii    Fc'p.  Svo.  lOs.  fid.  cloth. 

BLOOMFIELD.-GREEK  AND  ENGLISH  LEXICON  TO  THE 

NBW  TESTAMENT:  especially  adapted  ki  the  nse  of  Collefipes^  and  the  Higher  CMsaea  in 
Publie  Schuoli ;  but  aIsd  intended)  as  a  convenient  Manual  for  Biblical  s^tudenta  In  ffnenJ 
By  Dr,  6L0«MrrKLi>*    New  Edition^  enbtn^ed  and  improved.    Ftp.  8vo*  lOa,  6d.  clotL 
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NEW  WORKS  AND  NEW  EDITIONS, 


PITALISHKD    BY 


Mwsns.  LONGMAN,  BROW^N,  GREENLAND  LONGMANS, 

PATERNOSTER  ROW,  IX)NIX)>r\ 


ACTON -MODERN  COOKERY, 


Iti  lUl  iU  BmncheA,  mliiced  lo  i  System  of  Eiuy  Practice.  For  the  ute  of  Primte  FamiliM. 
Ill  SA  Series  of  Efceipta,  all  of  wbirh  hJiv  be<?n  Mrjctly  te*tetl»  and  are  ifiven  with  tbe  moH 
miniit«  cxoctnesi.  by  Eliza  Acton.  N^w  Editioa :  with  Dircctioui  for  Carvinj,(,  and  other 
AtlditlooA.    Fcp«  8V0.  wiU)  Plate«  and  Woodcuta,  Tt.  6d.  cloll]. 

'  Tllfp  whiBk  of  Mte  attOft't  ncipe*»  '  vith  «  Trw  irU|kii£^  nj»>ptinni,  which  arc  Krmpulimftlf  ipvciaHl,  ■»  COB 
'    "*     '  1  urn,  fnmi  (iAun^  bneo  pfO'VBd  bearath  iiur  own  roafp  uid  luulBr  oar  om 


wtvoiuil 
Th*7  di» 


thrrir  i*  ritfkit- 


^ — ;. —  •    •^^  tAAf  momTrrt  Uiat  th«  rwipe*  uv  tU  rcAMXiAblt),  jjid  nrirr  in  U17  uwUuoc  extn.njfant. 

"       '  id*  {><r  cmrplleat  m«>t«   ihatwc  ma^  igiX  &  cdudI*  of  qiurU  oif  tjvrj  ttvab  iti 

'   '  **'       .   -     .     .      I    .     ^    ^^^  book  in  vrtTj  w»» ; 

erMun  of  Uh  ratOecte  UMr 


our  Au  thwt  dtfkl  wiih  batliT  via  fgjp  ui  if  ttvr/  co»t  nothing.     Mim  ActOD'i  book 


dit  tH«i  btil  ua  wcniee  test  1 


lit  vvcry  paifi!  of  it,  m  wkJU  at  thorangh  knowi«ij(e  aitd  «iperMi 


AIKIN.-SELECT  WORKS  OF  THE  BRITISH  POETS, 

FroiQ  Hen  Jonscm  bo  B€«ttie.  Witti  Itioi^rapliicid  and  Critical  Prernrr';)  by  Dr.  Aixin.  New 
Edition,  with  Supp^emeutt  hy  Lvcy  Aikin  \  con^iitJug:  of  adtlitioiL&l  Selectiuns.  from  more 
recent  PcieCa.    Svo.  I  St.  cloth. 

ALLEN  ON  THE  ROYAL  PREROGATIVE.-AN   INUUIRY 

into  the  RISK  and  GRi»\VTH  of  tlie  ROYAL  PKEaoGATtyiL  By  the  late  JoHy  Allkn, 
Matter  of  l>ulwich  CoHi-jre.  N>w  Kditiuei.  with  ihf  Author's  laat  correction*:  pre cedetl  by 
M.  lJ^reo|?er'»  "  Happort'*  on  the  Work  read  tj*fore  lUe  Institute  of  France ;  an  Article  on 
Ibeaame  from  the  Kdjxbuuoii  Rlvikw;  arjd  a  Uioip^phical  Notice  of  Che  Author.  To 
wbiclh  iaadded^  AD  Inquiry  into  thi-  Life  and  Characti^r  or 'Kuig  Eaiiwi^i  from  the  Autlior*» 
MS.    Bvo.  I2a,  cloth. 

ANDERSEN -THE  TRUE  STORY  OF  MY  LIFE : 

A  Ski'tjch.  By  Hans  CitnisTJAN  AndkhskNi  Author  of  "  Th«  Shuea  of  Fortune/*  "The 
Niffhtinsrate,"  *'  O.  T./*  *•  Unly  a  Ftdiller,"  "  Tlie  Improvisatore,"  *cc.  Traiulntea  l»y 
Maky  How  ITT.    Fcp.  8vo,  &&.  cloth. 

THE    ARTISAN   CLUB.-A  TREATISE   ON    THE    STEAM 

ENUENK,  in  its  Application  to  li^ltneS;,  I^lillB,  8team  Naii^nticin,  and  RajIwavs.  By  the 
AfK^an  Club.  Ed^letl  hy  Jph  s  Bol'umi,  C.E.  New  Edition.  With  30  fittetl  Plate*  and  34!J 
Wood  KcJifravin^ji*    4to.  27a.  cloth. 

BAKER-RAILWAY  ENGINEERING ; 

Conuiinintf  tlie  iiio?it  approved  Metlicxlj  of  lajluK  out  Raiiway  Cnrvea,  wid  of  Mttinip  oot  the 
Cuttlfxga,  Enibai)knient«,  anrl  1  iinneU  ut  li«iiwayft  ;  with  a  Ocoerai  and  two  Auxiliary  Tablet, 
fur  tbc  CaJculneion  uf  F^rthwurkc  of  RAiiwnya.  Canala,  &c.  Ali^«*  the  Invcatigatioii  of  the 
Fortuola  for  the  ^u  penile  vat  inn  of  the  exterior  Rail  in  Curves.  By  T.  BAKsa,  Sunrflyor  and 
Dril  Roi^Deer.    8to.  Sa.  cloth. 

BALL -AN  ACCOUNT  OF  THE  CULTIVATION  AND  MANU- 

FACTURE  of  TEA  in  CHINA:  dejrive<i  fiotn  PertuQal  Ohicnation  during  in  Official  Reti- 
dence  in  that  Country  of  upwardsi  uf  Twenty  yeara ;  and  illuatraied  by  the  t>eat  Authoritiea, 
ChiQeae  aa  weil  a«  European.  With  aome  Kemarka  oi*  the  Experimcnla  now  making:  for  the 
Introdoctiotk  of  the  Culture  of  the  Tea  Tree  in  other  uarta  of  the  Wortii  By  S.  Ball.,  Esq., 
late  lunpector  of  Teas  XQ  the  Euat  India  Cooapaoy  m  Chtna^  Bvo<  with  Pktea  and  Woodcuta, 
lia.  cloth. 

BANFIELD  AND  WELD.-THE  STATISTICAL  COMPANION; 

exhihitinsf  the  rooit  interesting  Facts*  in  MomI  and  Intdlertxial,  ViUl.  Eronomical,  and 
Political  .^tjiiisiics  «t  hotue  and  abroad.  Cktmptled  fi  om  Utficial  ami  other  authentic  Sources, 
by  r.  C.  UAM^teLD.  Stat letical  Clerk  to  the  Council  of  Education ;  and  C.  ii,WELt»*  AaaiaUiit- 
Secretajy  u>  the  Royal  Society*    Fq?.  6vo.  da.  cloth. 


BUTLER.  -A  GENERAL  ATLAS  OF  MODERN  AND  ANCIETf T 

GEOGRAPHY*  By  tlic  late  l>r.  S.  Hitler,  C4tr.*:%Vf*g  of  Forty-fiTe  coloared  Maps,  And 
Indices,  N^w  Edition,  re-f  ng rmretl ;  with  correction^  (i«  thtr  Modi^rn  M«p»}  from  the  Gorem- 
i<  ent  surveys  Aod  other  recent  sourci^  of  information,  and  (in  the  Ancient  Maps)  from  the 
mo«t  approved  writers  on  Ancient  Geosn^phy.    4to.  7\%.  hair-bound, 

iThe  And ent  Atlas.    !»  coloured  Maps.    Bro.  13a.  half-boond. 
jseparmieiy  ^^^^  Motlera  Atlaa.    23  coloured  Maps.    8*0, 12».  baLf-boand. 

THE  CABINET  LAWYER: 

A  {*opQlar  I)i^e«t  of  the  Laws  of  Enrland,  OtQ  and  Crimmal;  with  a  Dfctiotmrr  of  l^w 
Tenna,  Ma^im^^  :ftatutes,  and  Judinak  ADtiquitifs ;  Correct  Tablet  of  Af»e«JiedTaxca,  Stainn 
Duliea,  E\f- jfte  Licel)M^«^  and  I'oftt-Horse  Dutieaj  Po«t-Otlire  K<>firu(ntiont,  and  Priaon  Disci. 
ptine«  Fuart(>enth  Fxljtioii,  enbrKed,  and  corrected  thnjui^bout,  h  jth  the  Lef^  Dw*iAinn»  ^^yj 
Statutes  to  Micbaelmaj  Term,  10  and  II  Victoria.    Fcp.  Sro.  lOi.  6d.  ctoth. 

CALLCOTT.-A  SCKIPTURE  HERBAL. 

With  upward!  of  120  Wooti  Enprravinra.    By  Lady  Calixott,    Square  crown  tro.  ^s.  cloth. 

CARTOONS.-TUE    PRIZE    CARTOONS    EXHIBITED 

IX  WKSTMINSIKR  HALL,  a.u.  I»43.  Published  under  the  Sanction  and  Patronajfe  of 
Her  .Maji?*ty'»  CommiMioners  on  the  Fine  Arts.  Eleven  Urfte  foUo  Enjcrariap^,  in  a  ne^t 
Portfolio.  j(f  5.  55. ;  Proofjf  befure  Let  ten,  ^a.  8b, 

CATLOW.-POPULAR  CONCHOLOGY ; 

Ur»  the  Jihell  Cabinet  arrmored:  l»einff  in  lotrcwluclioti  to  ttie  Morlern  System  of  Goncholo^y  i 
with  a  iketch  of  the  Natnral  History  m  the  Animal*,  an  account  of  the  Formation  of  the  SheUa, 
and  ■  complete  Descriptive  List  of  the  Familiea  and  G«nera,  By  Aonks  Catlow,  Fro  avo. 
With  iia  Woodottfl,  loa.  6d.  cloth. 


New  Edition*  incTadiiiff^  the  Anihttrli 


CHALENOR.-WALTER  GRAY, 

A  Balkd,  and otiicr  PoemK,     Hy  Mary  Ckalie^oe. 
Poetical  lUmaina,    Fcp.  Svo,  fia,  cloth. 

JOHN  COAD'S  MEMORANDUM-A  CONTEMPORARY  AC 


-l 


COUNT  of  the  :3L:FFERINGrf  of  the  III- HI-ILS  *enieiiced  to  TRANSPORTATION'  by  JCDGE 
JEFFERIE:^  ;  beinr,  A  Memorandum  of  the  Wonditrful  i'rovidi-nceaof  Godtoa  poor  unworthy 
Creature,  during  the  time  of  the  Duke  of  Moninouth's  lielietltonj  mul  to  the  Rcfolutlom  in 
16H8.    tiy  JouN  COAD,  One  the  SiiOrerero,    2$quare  fcp.  Bvo.  i*.  m,  cloth. 

**  TIm  ba»t  UHTOimt  of  1b«  tnflWimi^  of  Ihote  nhek  who  were  •fjiteDetd  to  tnB»f«fftfeil*BB  M  te  k*  fouMl  la« 


enrkiaa  AwT«b««  writttn  by  Jolin  Cotut,  an  bcnm  Godfeaxisf  ei^riHOtrr.  *bo  iMMd  Moauioaitha  ■■•  teUff 
itttndrd  ftt  Plulip'lt  Narloa,.  fra*  tried  br  Jrttirf^t  and  «n.t  MAt  to  JUBkkiL.  iW  aHglBal  ima—lgH  wai 
kindly  Icnl  to  bip  h]  Mr.  PhlpjMrd,  to  whiim  it  belniit»."  M^c^rtAT*!  J^awrf,  voL  I.  ^  Nl  (ante). 

*«*  TbiH  work  ia  nrinted,  by  permlaaioD  of  Mr.  Fhippard,  frcm  the  MS.  referred  to  in  the 

nbove  note  by  Mr.  Macaulay. 

COLLINS.  ~  MEMOIRS    OF    THE    LIPE    OF    WILLIAM 

ClJLLtNS.  Kaq.  R.,A.  tndudin^  Selectiomft  from  hi.4  Jaurnali  and  Correapondeo^^e,  Notice* 
of  man  V  of  hit  eminent  rjc^n  tern  pill  rart^'*,  and  a  [X-scriiftioii  of  tiia  prmcipal  NVoria.  By  Uia 
Son*  \S\  WiLKiK  Colli Ni*,  Esq.  With  Portrait  after  Liuuell,  and  2  Vi^etiea  from  Sketche* 
by  the  Painter.    2  voiv.  pout  8vo.  2U.  cloth. 

COLTON.-LACON ;  OR,  MANY  THINGS  IN  FEW  WORDS, 

By  the  Rev.  C,  C.  C«  lto«.    New  Edition.    8to,  tSa.  cloth. 

COKYBEARE  AND  HOWSON.-TIIE  LIFE  AND  EPISTLES 

of  SAINT  PAl'L;  coinpriiiinf^  a  coiiiptpte  Rioicrpiphy  of  the  AnosU*',  ami  a  Parapbraitic 
Tratiftlation  of  hia  Kpi*.tie*  inserted  in  Clifonolog-ieal  Urder.  rklited  'ly  ilie  Rev,  W.  J. 
CoKYDKAiiR,  MA.  late  FdUm  of  Trinity  t  oltege,  Camhridf^e;  and  thm  Rev.  J.  i^i.  Howtoiv^ 
M.A.  late  IVincipul  oi  the  i^oileifiite  InstitutiDii,  Liverjuiol.  2  vols,  4to.  richly  itluatrated  by 
numf-roua  EnerravliiB;"  on  ^^teel  and  Wf>o«l  of  the  PrinrijiBi  Places  visited  by  the  Apostle*  from 
OrLfCiua^  Drawinu^a  inail'.-  on  llie  spot  by  W,  H,  Rarth'it ;  and  by  Nlap«,  Chart*,  Coiua,  ftcc. 
***  To  be  puLbliaheil  in  Monthly  FarUt  price  3s.  each  j  the  FirGt  of  which  will  ap(i«ar 

OH  Jtmuarv  1*1,  1830. 

CONVERSATIONS  ON  BOTANY. 

New  Edition^  im proved.  Fcp,  Hvo.  *ii  Plotet,  7i.  fkl.  cloth ;  with  the  platei  coloured,  Iti,  elotb« 

CONVERSATIONS  ON  MINERALOGY. 

With  Platc6,  engraved  by  Mr.  nnrl  Mrs.  Lowry,  from  Ori^naJ  Drawing^i.  New BdHloiii 
eolaryed.    a  Yola.  fcp.  Rvo,  t4K.  clotli. 
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PUBLISHED  BT  MESSRS.  LONGMA.N,  BROWN,  AND  CO. 


COOPER -PRACTICAL  XHIi  PAMILTAR  SERMONS, 


7  volft.  t2nio.  i^l.  1^.  boards. 


By  It^v,  Kdwa«i>  Coopkr.    New  Edition. 


COOPER.-SERMONS, 

Chiefly  desi^nptl  to  Hudilnte  mmt  of  the  le^ielmff  Doctiine*  of  the  Goipel.    By  the  Rev. 
EiiWAH.i>  CooPKR.    New  Ediiioo.    2  vola.  l2mo.  10».  board*. 

COPLAND.-A  DICTIONARY  OF  PRACTICAL  MEDICINE; 


coinprifrinK  Geoeral  Pitholog^,  the  Nature  Jind  TreAtment  of  Diseases,  Morbid  Structurei, 
mai  tbe  PiM^ordein  eBpccmily  iuL'i(lE;iital  to  CtiDiatei,  lo  .s«x,  ind  to  the  diOTurent  lipocUt  of 
Lit^ ;  with  numeroQkapproveiJ  Forniulf  of  the  JtledieiDo^  rei-omioended.  By  J  am  ita  CorVAitD, 
M  J>.  ConBOltioff  FbyAiciati  to  Queen  €hju-lotte*i  L)inK-tn  HospilR],  &c.  SiC.  Vob.  1.  and  II. 
Bvo,  ^i,  doth  *,  tmd  Fartb  X>  to  XIV.  4i  6d.  each,  sewed. 


COQUEREL- CHRISTIANITY ; 


Its  petfect  Didaptfttion  to  the  Mental*  Morel*  ami  Splrinial  Xntnre  of  Man.  By  Atha^kair 
CottOKRBU  one  of  the  Pattori*  of  the  French  Protestant  Churcli  in  Puna.  Translaied  by  the 
Rev.  D.  Davimin,  >K.%.  With  an  lnlrodi»ctory  Notice  of  t tie  State  i4  the  Pruteitnnl  Church 
of  France,  drawn  up  by  the  Author  eipetially  far  the  KnM.hah  Edit  ton.    Poit  8vo.  iSi.  cloth. 

COSTELLO-TIIE    FALLS,    LAKES,    AND    MOUNTAINS 

OF  NORTH  WALES;  beinff  a  Pictorial  Tool"  throuph  the  iiio»t  iotereBtiiiff  part*  of  the 
Country.  Hy  Miw  l.,f>risA  S^tijaut  Costkllo.  ldLi»trarc<l  with  Views,  from  OrijcinftI 
Sketchea  by  D.  H.  JM'Kevdant  engraved  on  wood*  and  lithograpbtrd,  by  T.  and  E.  iii^ka. 
Square  Hvo.  with  Alap,  Hi.  clotb. 

COULTER-ADVENTURES  ON  THE  WESTERN  COAST  OF 

&OUTH  AMEllICA  nod  in  the  INTKltlOR  of  CALlF<lftNIA  ■,  iiidudin^f  a  Narmtive  of  Inci- 
dent*- at  the  Kinj^aFnill  l&biiids,  New  Iretftod^  New  HritAin,  New  Gutneu,  and  other  LHlnnd^  id 
tbp  PncificOreuTi  with  «ii  Account  Of  thc-Naturul  lYoiiuciiona,  ami  the  Manners  and  liustumi^ 
in  Peafe  and  War,  of  the  varioua  Savajie  Tril^ei  viKJtL'<dJ.  By  John  CouLTEKf  M  1>.  Author 
of  '*  Adventiurefe  in  the  Pactlic."    3  voli.  |xi#t  Hvo.  lt>a  cloth. 

COULTER -ADVENTURES  IN  THE  PACIFIC: 

Wttb  t.HiA*TvAt ioni  on  the  Natural  Pro<luclion»»  Mnnnera,  and  Coitomi  of  the  Native*  of  the 
variouji  Jjtlandii ;  Remar-i  on  the  MmKiutuu-it^,  BriLish  and  other  RealUenta,  &c.  By  John 
CouLTHH.  M.l>.    Po>t  8vo.  7a.  6d.  cloth. 

CRESY.-AN  ENCYCLOPiEDIA  OF  CIVIL  ENGINEERING, 

HiBtorieal,  Theoretkal,  and  Pructkal.  By  Edwaiid  CnEav,  F.S.A.  r.E.  llluNtratciI  by 
upwardaofTlireeTboiiund  Enj^ravin]^  on  Wood,  exi^laTintory  of  the  PrfDcipleti,  Muchinery, 
and  ConitriiciionA  which  come  under  tbe  Direction  of  the  Civil  £n^iicer.  Otie  very  iKrgt 
Volume  Bvo.  ^3,  iU.  M.  cloth. 

CROCKER'S  ELEMENTS  OF  LAND  SURVEYING. 

New  Edition,  corrected  throughout,  and  considerably  improved  anti  mo*lemJ*ed»  bvT.  O, 
hvar,  iiind  i^urveyor.  To  which  are  lidded,  TABLES  OF  SlX-FICiUKK  UHjAltITHM8» 
iiCf  superintended  by  E.  Fa  rls  y,  of  the  Nautical  Aliuanac  Eitabliabment.  Po«t  6vo,  )1».  clotb. 

D'AGINCOURT.-THE  HISTORY  OF  ART,  BY  ITS  MONU- 

MRNTS,  from  it*  Decline  m  the  Fourth  O-niury  to  iti  Rpntoration  in  the  Sistetnth^  Tram- 
lated  from  the  French  of  ^^broux  U*AoiNCf)t^  kt^  by  Ow  kK  iiotnn,  Arcbitec  t.  In  3,3^15  Sab* 
itct*^  engraved  on  32S  Plates.  Vol.  1.  Architecture,  73  Platet;  Vol.  II.  ^ulpture,  51  Platei; 
Vul.  III.  PaJfitiojCi  304  Platei.    3  vols,  royal  folio,  £5,  5a.  iewed. 

DALE.- THE  DOMESTIC  LITURGY  AND  FAMILY  CHAP- 

LAIN,  in  two  I'arts  :  tbe  First  Part  benif?  Church  BtrviceA  lulapted  for  domettir  use, 
with  Prayer*  for  every  day  of  the  wt'ek,  &e)ectcd  trxciunUeiy  from  the  liook  of  Comnjon 
Prayer  1  Fart  IL  cumpnting;  an  appropriate  Sennon  for  even,-  !^nrid»y  in  the  year.  By 
the  Hev.  Thoihaa  Dalk,  M.A.,  Caiinn  Ke!iiilfntiar>  of  M,  Pauit  Cathedral.  Poat  ItO.*  Sis. 
cloth :  or»  bound  by  llayday»  3li.  6di.  calf  lettered  ;  4.2.  lot.  morocco. 

DEJAENISCH  &  WALKER.-DE  JAENISCH'S  CHESS  PRE- 

CFrit)R:  A  New  Anahaia  of  the  Oueiiin^  of  Gaiitoi.  Bv  C.  F.  £>e  jARNiacir,  of  8t. 
iVtiffubtir^b.  Translated  from  tbe  l-rench,  with  ropioui  Note*,  liy  Gaoaeft  Walsrr^ 
Authur  of  "  Cbeac  s>tudiea/'  an^l  varioui  other  Worki  on  tbe  Game  of  Cheaa.    Ivo.  1^  ckith. 
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NEW  WORKS  AND  NEW  EDITIONS 


FORSTER.-TRE  HISTORICAL  GEOGRAPHY  OF  ARABIA; 

or»  elie  PiitriarchAl  Evideitcea  of  RcveAleil  Relijcioii-  A  Memoir,  with  ilhiBtmtivc  Msns 
ami  Kii  Appendix^  roTHaiiiinj?  Trapsbtioui*,  witli  ad  A}ph»bet  prul  GlowMiry  of  tUe  H»- 
tiiymitir  Inscrii^lions  reoi^nt I y  discovered  in  IltLdi-aiiinnt.  By  tbe  &er,  Cuari^ks  FoiuiTRm« 
Autbor  of  **  Mahotnetaiiism  Unveiled.'^    2  vols.  8vo.  3U«.  cloth. 

FOSS~THE  JUDGES  OF  EA'fJLAKD  : 

with  Sketches  of  then  LiveA,  iiad  Mi«ceit1im^ou(i  NoticM  connected  witb  tbe  Cottrtt  at  West- 
minster from  ibetiiue  of  the  ConQDeat.  By  Edward  Foj^s,  F.S>A.  of  tbe  Ifmer  Temple. 
Vols.  L  anil  II.    8vo.  2&s.  cloth. 

FOSTER.-A  HAKDT500K  OF  MODERN  EUROPEAN  LITE- 

RATDRfi:  Briti«h»  Danisli*  lnilc!i,  Frenrh,  Gcrrrkftii,  Hunsranan,  Itiliin,  Poliih  and  Rii^ 
lian,  Fortiipi(>«e,  Spaai^b,  and  :!4ivedi»l!i.  With  a  full  l^io^n'^iphirat  and  Chfuuoloqical  Index, 
By  Mr»,  FouricR.  Fcp.  svo.  «s.  Cd.  cloth. 
***  Tliie  object  of  tbia  book  is,  not  hct  murh  to  jjivc  claHoratf*  criticitmi  on  the  various  writert 
in  the  latifpua^  to  whose  literature  it  is  intent  led  ad  b  c^ufde,  a^  to  direct  the  student  to  tht 
tieil  writem  iu  cacIi,  and  to  iufcrni  him  oa  what  subjectij  they  bave  written. 


FROM  OXFORD  TO  ROME; 


And,  How  it  fnird  wrtli  some  who  lately  mnde  the  JoMmey.    By  a  Compakion  TjulitblLiI 
New  F^lition,  revised  and  connected.    Fcp  JBt<>,  with  Frontiapieee,  fia.  cloth- 

FRUITS  FROM  TUE  GARDEN  AND  THE  FIELD. 

A  Series  of  Stnn^DJt.  !*v  Mary  An^kk  BACo^f,  Author  «f  **  Flowers  and  their  kindiv. 
Thoughts."  With  beautiful  lilustratinns  of  Fniit,  de«iu:ned  arnl  printed  in  Colour* by  Owea 
Jonea.  Imp.  Svo.  uaiCorra  with  "  Flowers  and  their  kindred  Thoughts/*  31b.  6d, 

GARDINER -SIGHTS  IN  ITALY : 

With  w>Tne  Acrotint  of  the  Fresent  State  of  Music  and  the  Sister  Arti  in  that  OoeolTy.  B^r 
WixLiAM  Gardjnkr,  Author  of  "Saered  Melodies,"  **  Music  ©f  Nature/'  &c,:  MeDbcrOf 
the  Academy  of  .<:t.  Cecilia,  Home;  an<l  of  the  CkASA  of  Fine  Arts  de  I'lnstitut  Historliiae  4e 
France.    8vo.  with  enKritved  Music,  16b.  cloth. 

GIBBON'S  HISTORY  OF  THE  DECLINE  AND  FALL  OF  THE 

Rt  >M  AN  EMPIRB.   A  new  Edition,  complete  in  One  %'olurae.  Withan  Acconntof  the  Author' t 
Life  and  Writings,  by  Alkxandkh  Ciialmbrs  £«q<  F.A.6.    Bfo.  with  Portrait,  18a.  cloth. 
*»«  An  Edition*  in  fl  vols.  8vo.  60s.  boards. 

6ILBART-A  PRACTICAL  TREATISE  ON  BANKING. 

By  JAiktKs  William  Gilhawt,  FJl  rf.  Genersl  Manager  of  the  U>Tiilon  and  Weatminster 
Riink.  Ath  Editioni,  with  Portrait  of  the  Autliurj  and  View  of  the  *'  Lonriton  and  Weatuimater 
Bank/'  Loth  bury.    2  vols.  flvo.  24«.  doth. 

GOLDSMITH.  -  THE    POETICAL    TV'ORKS    OF    OLITER  I 

G<«LI>SMITH.    Illustraled  by  Wood  Eneravlnsfs,  from  Desi^s  by  Meniljets  of  ic    I 

Club.    With  a  Bioirraphiiml  Memoir,  and  Notej»  on  tbePo«me.     Kdi ted  by  Bolt  \"*,    I 

Esg.    Square  crown  8vo.  uniform   witb  ""Thomsou^H  Skaaona,'*  2i*.  cloth;  oi, ,»  m 

morocco,  by  Hayday,  dfl.  II5«. 

GOWER-THE  SCIENTIFIC  PHENOMENA  OF  DOMESTIC 

Lll'F,  faiuflihrly  expljiiiicfl.  By  Chahlbi!)  Footk  Gowkit.  New  Edition.  Fcp.  Sro.  wHi 
Wood  Kugfraviji^s,.  as.  cloth. 

GRAHAM.-EN6LISII ;   OR,  THE  ART  OF  C0MP0SITIO5; 

explaint'd  in  a  Tories  of  Instructional  and  F.xam plea.     By  G.   F.  Graham.     New  Rilltioft, 

revised  and  improved.    Fcp.  Bvo.  6s.  cloth. 

GRANT -LETTERS  FROM  THE  MOUNTAINS. 

ik-inpr  the  Corre«iK>ndenrc  with  ber  Friends,  hctwt^jen  the  year*  lT73afid  1803.  By  Mra  GRAIfT» 
of  LjiiTj^au.  New  Edition.  Edited,  ifiib  Nutes  and  Additiotit»  by  ber  aun,  J.  P.  GnA^rrt 
E«q.    a  vols,  post  8vo,  H)  I.  cloth. 

GRANT.- MEMOIR    AND    CORRESPONDENCE    OF    THE 

late  Mra.  Gmiit*  of  Lazpiii,  Author  of  ""  Letters  from  the  Mrjuntnina,"  "  Memoirt  of  jui 
American  L»dy/'  &c.  Eilite*!  by  her  Sou,  J.  F.  Grant, Esq.  New  Edition.  S  vols,  post  8vo, 
with  Portrait,  3 1  a.  fid.  eloth. 


/ 


PUBLISHED  BT  HBSSR8.  LONOMAK,  BSOWN,  AND  CO. 
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GRAY'S  ELEGY  (ILLUMINATED). 


Gr>%y's  Eleoy,  witcTTEN  IN  A  CoCNTRY  CiUTiicti YAftD.  tlltiminated^  [n  the  Mitstl  ityle^ 
by  UwsN  JoNKS^  AjTchitect.    Imperial  Svo.  3l£.  64.  elef^antly  bound. 

GRAY -TABLES  AND  FORMUL.^  FOR  THE  COMPUTATION 

of  LIFE  CONTIXGKNCIKS;  with  copioujt  Exjimpleft  uf  Annuity,  Assuriflce,  and  Fheudly 
Societx  CalculaiioDS.  By  PfcTKR  Ghat,  F.H.A.S.  Auocifite  of  the  Inittttiteof  Actua-rinm 
Great  JiritJiin  und  Ireland.    Hoyal  8vo.  I5i.  cloth. 

GRAY  AND  MITCHELL'S  ORNITHOLOGY -THE  GENERA 

Of  BIRDS  i  compri^injf  their  Generic  Chjiinict^ri^  m  Notice  of  the  ll^iliitji  of  earli  Geinis,  und 
an  extensive  List  of  8|MTi«'A»  referred  to  tbeir  leTenil  Genera.  By  Georuh:  Kouhkt  (^ra  y, 
Acad.  iuip.  G'^nr^.  TloreuL  S<jc.  Cofrewp.,  Senior  AsBlBtunt  of  the  Natural  History  Depiut* 
ment  In  the  Jiritiali  Eilaaeum.  Illuatmtea  with  3G0  I1(ite«  4173  {)1ain  and  185  coluiircdtf  dmwn 
on  stone,  by  Davii*  VV  tLLtAM  Mitcmell,  H,A,,  F-L.S.,  Secri-tary  to  the  ZiX^logicAl  Society 
of  London,  &c.    3  voU.  imperial «vo.  jt3l.  10«  tuilf-lKiund  oiortK^co,  gilt  tops. 

GRIMBLOT -LETTERS  OF  WILLIAM  HI.  AND  LOUIS  XIV. 

and  of  their  Ministcra.  Illustrating;  the  l>oijiej!tic  and  Foreip^n  Politics  of  £ni<lan<4  from 
the  l*eace  uf  Hyav, irk  to  the  Acc«swon  of  PhiUii  V.  of  Spain  tl6S7  to  1770}.  Edited  l>y  Paul 
GaiitBLOT.   3  vula.  evo.  aus.  doth. 

GWILT.-AN  ENCYCLOPAEDIA  OF  ARCHITECTURE ; 

Hiitoricat,  Theoretira).  and  Practical.  By  Jo«kPH  Gwilt,  Ei4j.  F.5.A.  Jllustrated  with 
upwards  of  1,000  Kujcnivinua  on  Wood,  from  I>e:ii(fn«  by  J.  S.  tiwiLT.    8vo.  52»,  6d.  cloth 

SIDNEY  HALL'S  NEW  GENERAL  LARGE  LIBRARY  ATLAS 

OF  FtFTY-TllREK  MAPS  (*iie20in.  by  Ifiin.),  with  the  Oivfaioni  and  Boundori.-s  rnrr- 
fully  coloured  ;  iiid  an  Alphaijctica)  Index  uf  till  the  Names  contained  in  the  M^y*,  w\{\\  th^ir 
Latitude  and  Ldn^fHiiile.  An  entirely  New  Edition,  correcte*!  throijkjhobit  fruni  the  b*  »r  jiud 
most  recent  Authorities;  with  all  the  Kailwavfi.  ^uid  dovrn,  and  many  of  the  Map«  re-UraWn 
■ad  re-eojn^ved.    Coktmbier  4to.  ^i*  fia.  balr-boand  ia  russia. 

**  Thl*  l4  one  of  Ui*  t^rj  bnt  of  tb»  largtr  eoUvctiooi  of  lOApi  with  wtuch  we  &r«  JU<|QAiotidr  for  cl««ni»M  itt«t 
■eenney,  w  well  u  Ito  nn^  f^unni.blt>  coat.  Stnnl  ttrlUaf  ImpiOTtttsciitft  cha.nu;l«j'i*«  tt>e  fdlUon  htfor*  M.  IL 
bM  mfua  nnAtrgiuu  ooaMflaaa  «ilh  ihi  lw«t  >iitbarilinj  cdoUlna  nuo;  cairccUcnw  catu«iikcftt  cun  the  UUtt.% 
OovttBllM&l  MU-wytf  tnppiit*  aU  lb«  tv1«u  Ibm  oirulimj  uatlj  laid  dtiWTi »  |j;i«u  quixu  i»e»  mt.|«  vlicre  a.tct^M.ij 
ttlkd  1«  aauiUwdviUb  «&  JUpbAbttiCBi  dulft;&  ot  mor*  than  tfrmtt^  tJkMMBfiJ  nacnekur  plAt»«  c4totAiD<«l  in  lb«  collrcUiai 


•  4  antflU^i 


flnk^,.- 

A  «!--..  ^.  L...  ..     , 

.,p^-  »-'■'•  >;•,  tad  Dm  nmt  eo*»rM-T - 

•nd  KHDce  lun   , 

.<  isar*  th<B  eqvua  i^ 

papniATiM*  ABd  milk 

i^    8MaabM4i*»tliU. 

IW)dcr«t«  mtmsk*  halt  x  C' : 

i^j  iL4;  >, ...  ;i,t  kbr<inM(toa  It  coatOn*  cv» 

Tbto  ladVk,.  which  it  ttoitc  in? >.lQ&blr,  ta  armtrd  »ita  «^ui«it#  (]inir~ 

i 1 .  — .  _i J,,  |,p  can»i»oHlor  iU  ffrnrrtl  »itd  riuiiUM 

a  proicmK.   Ttvj  c«a  avwT  tit  ea»t!tltii>rt  w 

f  It  with  Ibp  b'-*  '  'I 

■  I J  * »  biitn  pUc*iJ  \- .-    ,.,    , 


HALL.-MIDSUMMER  EVE: 


A  Faiiy  Tale  of  Love.  i)y  .Mra.  S.  C.  Hall.  With  nearly  3O0  Wood  EmrraviDfi  from  Desi^a 
I  liy  D.  Maclisef  C.  Sdtaulicld^  T.  Creawick,  T.  Landaeer,  and  other  eminent  Artiitei.     ^{uare 

I  crown  8ro.  2U.  cloth. 

'  HARRISON.-ON  THE  RISE,  PROGRESS.  AND  PRESENT 

.     STRUCTUKl^  of  the  ENGLISH  LANGUAGE.      Uy  the  Eer.  M.  UaftRiaov,  M.A.  IftCf 

Fellow  of  Queen**  Collctje,  Oxford,    Po»t  8vu.  &».  6tl.  cloth. 
**  An  aM*,  anUcbteaedp  uvd  ptul(w>pbi(»l  work.     Vnm  Um  «twt^  aad  «elH>l4Tl7  BMOStf  la  «hit&  tlk«  auOmst  hu 
tna(«d  Um  aal^^  h»  hu  contrtwd  U>  mate  bi«  nark  a«t  only  avoHlcat  for  lb*  anBliI  purpOM  for  wtiidi  it  i*  iDirri'l*]. 
Imt,  luam  titm  mam  of  eanou*  iafivmation  nbJctt  i«  conUlasj  imUj  laiavMllag  la  all  nltaita  of  taMlMft,"— !!iiD»iii  kt  i  lat  i^. 


HAWBUCK  GRANGE; 


Or,  the  importing  Adventures  of  Hiumai  Scottj  Eiq» 
the  Spa  Hunt."    With  EigbC  Illuitrationa  by  FbJa. 


By  tbe  Author  of  * 
Svo.  I3».  clotb. 


Haodtey  Cross ;  or. 


^m      HAWRER.-INSTRUCTIONS  TO  YOUNG  SPORTSMEN 

^^^L'  In  all  that  relates  to  GunA  and  BlH>i>tini;.      Hy   Lieut^-Col.  P.  Hawkkr.     New  Edttioiii 

^^^^H  V      rorrectedi  enlarired,  and  imgroired;    with  ni};hty-llve  Platea  and  Woodcuts  by  AdloKl  Aud 

^^  Hi 


HAYDON.-LECTURES  ON  PAINTING  AND  DESIGN : 

Delivered  st  the  Loudon  Institution,  tlie  Rnynl  luatitutioii,  Albemarle  Street,  to  the  University 
of  Oxford,  fee.  Ily  IJ.  R.  Hay  don,  llistoiical  Painter.  With  Porlmita  of  the  Auttior  and  uf 
Sir  Uavid  Wtlkie,  and  Wood  Enip-avinj^a,  from  Deaignshy  the  Author,  avcda,  9\o.  94«.  ct<ith« 
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NEW  WORKS  AND  NEW  EDITIONS 


SIR  GEORGE  HEAD -ROME  : 

A  Tour  of  MRuy  Day^,    By  ir^ir  GtioaoR  Hkad.    S  vo!i.  Bvo,  3Ab.  clotb* 

"  Ttir  ro«4J*,  Uiir  iTrci'l^^  the  rvAt>9t«i,  Ihf'  ■■liturhct,  Ihi*  rnitntsini,  the  fnibUc  boililllifl*,  and  the  priralv  bnaB**  ftf 
■uy  ticit<,  the  b>ilbM,t>]«  fiirlificutiuan,  Ui«  nrrlirji,  the  trairttrlr*.  the  w^IIn.  tb*  irilLu,  ihr  tcmplctit  tb«  iiHiniinicnIa , 
the  t)tr»trt*,  the  ronmu,  the  rain*,  ■ml  the  trlic*  uf  e^t;^y  Vitid,  mni  the  inkahituiU  il>4,  *4«  mH  ttt  befort  a^i  in  Ihr 
bMl  po«»lbl*  order,    lo  «Liirt,  it  is  a  Btaadfrd  wurfc,,  to  U»t  Uie  RotiK  1"  Litjaamt  G a£xtta. 

SIR  JOHN  IIERSCIIEL -OUTLINES  OF  ASTRONOMY. 

Ily  Sir  John  F.  \V.  nKHSCHHL;^  H^rt.  &c.  &c,  Ac.    fivo.  wUti  Flails  and  WoodcruU,  ISt. 

'«  We  takf  cmr  |«fl.Te  of  tiil»  (Tni»rk«<>1«  work,  whith  **■  h»l.l  t«i  hp,  ttrjoml  •  iJuubt,  Uie  Pftwil  pnniirV»lili  r»f  th* 
wark*  is  irhidi  tb»  Uw*  «f  Mlnmoaf  M&d  th<<-  !i»prAratiCBt  of  ihi'  Iftf  ann*  are  iltMxk Wd  t*  thOM  nlu>  iLrr  u^(  m  i».t]r.«' 
BfttklaiM  Mw  obtemrtf  104  racAllad  to  ttuMi«  whi*  arc."  Atu«^%  jcrv. 

MRS.  IIEY.-TIIE  MORAL  OF  FLOWERS ; 

Uf*  Tlnm>;lils  iinlhereil  from  ibe  Fittld  rniJ  lli^  Gnrilfn*  By  Mrs.  Het,  Bcinjr  a  New  Editioti 
of  "The  xMoral  of  F!ower»  ^"  uhlI  coir.sifttini;  of  Ptietical  ThoiuflitB  nn  Ganl^'R  ami  Field 
Flowers,  accompanicil  by  Drnniiii;s  heiutifully  coloured  aftt-r  Nature.  i?qti are  crown  bro, 
UDiform  in  siae  with  "Tliuni&on^s  iieaiioni  illustrated  by  the  Etching  Cluh,'*  21*.  cloth. 

MRS.  HEY.-SYLVAN  MUSINGS ; 

On  the  Spirit  of  thi'\Vot>d«.  By  JJrs.  Hey,  Bem^  a.  New  Edition  of  \hc  "Spirit  of  the 
Woods ;"  and  coonistin^  of  Pwptical  Tlioujrhts  ou  Forett  Trees,  accompanied  by  Drawinfcv  of 
filosHoms  an^l  Faliajre,  t>p,autifnlly  coloured  afttr  Nature.  St^uaie  rronu  Hto*  uuiform  ia  site 
with  ^*TliomiiOii^s  Sfason*  ilhi£trate<l  by  the  Etching;  Club»"  21s.  cloth. 

HIKTS  ON  ETIQUETTE  AND  THE  USAGES  OF  SOCIETY: 


With  a  Glanre  lit  Bad  Habits,      By  Ayayof.     "  Manncra  make  the  manJ 
revibed  <with  udtliLions)  by  a  Lady  of  riaok.    Fcp.  flvo.  2a.  6d.  cloth. 


Ncwfiditioiu 


aiSTOIlICAL  PICTURES  OF  THE  MIDDLE  AGES, 

In  Black  and  While.    Madi'  ou  the  Hpot,  ffoin  Records  in  the  Archlvea  of  Switx^rlud. 

\V  A  M>  K  [i  I  K  a  A  BT 1  ST.      2  VOb .  {KtSt  BVO .  1 SS .  C  lot  h* 


»T» 


HOARE.-A  PRACTICAL  TREATISE  ON  THE  CULTIVATION 


t>F  TllK  GRAPE  VINE  OS  OPEN  WALU3,    By  Clkmisnt  Hoakb. 
7h.  DJ.  doih. 


New  Edition.  9to. 


HOARE -A  DESCRIPTIVE  ACCOUNT  OF  A  NEW  METUOD 

of  PLANTING  and  M\NAtilNG  thn  ROOrS  of  GRAPE  VINES.  ByCLUMtST  Hoark. 
Author  of "  ATreatifie  on  the  Cultivation  of  the  Grape  Vine  on  t)iien  WalU,"    lamo.  5».  cloth, 

HOLLAND.-MEDICAL  NOTES  AND  REFLECTIONS. 

By  Henry  HoLLANn,  M.D.  FALH.  &c>  Fellow  of  the  lloyal  CrOdej^eof  PhyBiciani,  PhTrsician 
Extraordinary  to  the  Qufei»,ind  Phy«iiciaD  in  Ordinary  to  llii  Itoyal  Highneas  Pripce  klliert. 
New  Etiitioo'.    8vo.  iHs.  cloth* 

HOOK.-TnE  LAST   DAYS  OF  OUR  LORD'S  MINISTRY:! 

A  Course  of  Lectures  «n  the  princi|ial  Event*  of  Passion  Wt^ek^  By  Walteb  FAEtitTMAAi 
UuoiCi  D  D,  Vicar  of  Leeds*,  l^bcndkry  of  Lincoln,  and  Chaplain  in  Urditiary  to  the  Queeiu  | 
New  Edition.    Fcp.  Svo.  6s.  doth. 

nOOKER.-KEW  GARDENS; 

lir,  a  Popxilar  Guide  to  the  Koyal  Botanic  Gardeni  of  Kew.    By  Sir  Wili,iah  Jacksoi 
Hook  Kit,  KJi.  D.C.L.  F.R.A.  ae  Ls.  &t.  &c.  Director.    New  Edition,    lemo.  with  nuoie 
Wood  En^ravJOffS,  &d.  sewed. 

IIOOKER.-THE  BRITISH  FLORA, 

In  Two  Voli.  Vol.  L ;  compri riuk  PhiTiintfatuouu  or  Flowerinjf  Phmtip  and  the  Ferns.  Bv  Sn 
William  JACKtso?^  Hookeh,  K.tL  LLU.  F,R.A.  and  L.S.  &c.  &c  &c.  New  Etlition,  ^^jif 
Additions  and  Corrections-,  and  173  FiVnren  ilhiRtntin?  of  the  Uuihelliffrou*  IMaitts^  th 
ConiiM3!4ite  Plants,  the  Grniiaes,  and  the  Ferua,  Mo.  with  12  FiatcSf  Hi.  plain ;  with 
Plates  coloured,  2^•.  cloth. 

Vol<  1  J.  in  Two  Parts,  comprising  the  Crypto^mii  and  Faofi.    Svo.  24t.  cloth. 

IIORNE.-AN  INTRODUCTION  TO  TUE  CRITICAL  STUDY 

and  KNOWLEDGE  of  the  HULV  SCKltTURKH.     By  Tmoma    IUrtwkll  Horne,  B.] 
of  .St.  John's  CollPift*.  Cambritljfej    llectur  of  the  united  i^nripbei  of  ^t,  Edtntiiul  the    Kiti| 
and  Martyr,  und  6t.  Nschola!*  AronA,  Lombard  Sslreet;    Prd^endary  of  i*t.  Paul's.      Nr 
-    Edillom  rrviiseil  yind  i  orrocted.    5  vola,  8vo.  with  itumerons  Maps  and  FacaitDiici  of  Biblic 
Munu»cnpt«,  G3s.  cl^h;  or  Jt5»  bouod  iu  calf. 
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HORNK-A    COMPENDIOUS    INTRODUCTION    TO    THE 

STUDY  of  the  BIBLE,  By  Tiusmab  Habtwell  Hcjrme,  B.D.  of  8t,  Jobii*»  Cone«:r, 
Canibridsfe.  Beiuff  an  AunlyKi^  of  his  'MntrorJuction  t©  the  OriticAl  ^tudy  *nd  Know- 
letljyrif  of  the  Holy  .Script ure»."  New  Edition,  correcttHl  and  enlxr^ed.  I2mo.  vfilh  fklftpa  ainl 
other  EtiKTaviD^s*  t»a*  Ixwrda, 

HOWITT.~THE  CHILDREN'S  YEAR. 

By  Mary  Howitt.  With  t'tmr  llluatrationA,  emcraved  by  John  AbsolOQ,  fr&m  Origjoal 
IJeBigiift  by  Anna  Mary  flowiTT.    Square  iGino,  5».  cloth. 

HOWITT.-THE  BOY'S  COUNTRY  BOOK: 

Beiiiff  the  real  Life  of  a  Couutrj-  Boy,  writtei)  by  bimii«lf;  exhibitiTitr  nil  th^  Amiuement«i 
Ple»«urea,  ntid  Fur«iuits  of  Children  in  the  Country.  £dited  by  Wit.L[AM  Hoviitt.  N*tw 
Edit  Mill.    Fcp.  Svo.  with  +0  Woodcuttt,  6a.  cloth- 

HOWITT.-THE  RURAL  LIKE  OF  ENGLAND. 

By  ^^'ILLIAM  Howtrr.  rv>w  Eilition,  rorretted  and  reviBed.  Mi'dlwm  9vo.  with  Enj^fHTlBfi 
on  woodi  by  BL'trick  and  WilUams^  uniform  with  **  Vifits  to  Remarkable  Places/^  aia.  d0U. 

HOWITT.-VISITS  TO  REMARKABLE  PLACES; 

Old  Hall*»  Battle-Fie]d8»  and  ^k'enci*  illustrative  of  St^kiu^:  PasanK^ca  in  Encliih  Hiitonr  and 
Foetrv.  By  William  Howitt*  New  Edition .  Medium  8vo.  with  40  Enf^mviugs  on  Wood, 
21ft.  cloth. 
SECOND  SERIES,  chiefly  ifi  the  Counties  of  NORTHUMBERLAND  and  DURHAM,  with  a 
i?troll  akfng  the  BORDER,  Medium  6vo.  with  iipwar<l<  of  40  En^avinj^  on  WooU, 
3I».  cloth. 

HOWITT.-THE  RURAL  AND  SOCIAL  LIFE  OF  GERMANY : 

With  Characterifctic  Sketche*  of  its  Cbief  Cttiea  auti  Scenery.  C/>llected  in  a  General  Tour, 
■nd  darinj  a  Residence  in  that  Country,  By  William  Howitt*  Medium  Bvo.  with  50 
Engravings  on  WcKKt,2)B.  cloth. 

HOWITT.-COLONISATION  AND  CHRISTIANITY: 

A  Popiilaf  History  Of  the  Treatment  of  the  Nsttivt^a,  in  all  their  Coloniea^  by  the  Etiropeans. 
By  W  tLLiAM  liowiT-r.    Toit  Sw.  lOe.  Sd.  cloth. 

HOWSON  AND  CONYBEARE.-THE  LIFE  AND  EPISTLES 

of  SAINT  PAUL.  By  the  Reir.  J.  S.  HowaoN,  M.A.,  and  the  Rev.  W.  J.  Cu.wbi'akk,  M.A. 
a  vola.  4to.  richly  illu titrated.  iSttpagt  fi. 

HUDSON.-TIIE  EXECUTOR'S  GUIDE. 


By  J«C.  HuDBO!V^  Esq.  \stte  of  the  Lciracy  Duty  tWice,  liondon ;  Author  of 
"     ' ^* The  Parent's  Hand-book,' 


for  Making  Wills/'  and 


New  Edition. 


Plain  IWrectloni 
Fcp.  8vo.  &«.  cloth. 


HUDSON.-PLAIN  DIRECTIONS  FOR  MAKINr;  WILLS 

In  Conformity  with  the  Law,  and  imrticulariy  with  ref*Tcnce  to  tij*-  >'  m^  ""  i  and  1  Vict. 
c»  36.    To  which  i«  adde<l,  a  clear  Bxponition  of  the  Law  relatinjc  t.  ■  ition  of  Per* 

aonal  E«tatt>  in  the  case  of  Inteatacy  t  with  two  Forms  of  Wills,  and  t  nformiibofi, 

&c.    By  J»  C.  HiyDsox,  Esq.    New  Edition,  corrected.    Pc^i.  6vo.  '*.         •  .^^a. 
•»*  These  two  worka  may  be  had  in  one  volume*  7a.  cloth. 

HUMBOLDT.-ASPECTS  OF  NATURE, 

in  Different  Ijindaand  DifTerout  €limiite»',  with^if'nrific  EIncidiationa.  By  AlcXaTTDBJiVon 
HuMB()LDT'  Translated,  with  Xhv.  Aathor'i  sainction  and  co-orHTalioni,  and  at  hia  eipreaa 
deiire,  by  Mra.  Sabink.  1  vols,  ir.mo  uniform  with  Murray**  *'  Home  andl  clunia)  Library,'* 
price  34.  6d.  each,  cloth  \  Hulf-a-Crown  each,  sewed;  or  3  vol*  in  one,  price  6*.  cloth. 

BARON  VON  HUMBOLDT'S  COSMOS ; 

Or.  n  ^ikettii  uf  a  Hn  *ic»l  Description  of  the  Un*  verw.  Tranilate<L  with  the  Author**  «anctloQ 
and  co-oiH-ralion,  uiul«>r  th*?  suijennU'iuleiu-e  of  Lieutemmt-Colonel  Er»wAKW  .SABt?tK«  R.A. 
VuT.  ^c.  U.S.  New  Edition.  HVnio.  uniform  w  ttb  Mr.  Murray's  '*  Hf»me  and  CohmJal 
Librarj'.'*    Vols.  I.  and  H.  price  Half-a-Crowu  each,  K-wtd;  or  in  i>0(it  8vo.,  ru.  each,  cloib, 

nUMPHREYS.-A  RECORD  OF  THE  BLACK  PRINCE: 

being;  a  Si'lection  of  iuch  Pas»a;;ii-»  in  hi«  Life  as  have  been  roo«i  aiiainM\ 
rated  by  the  Chronicler*  of  the  Period,     Embclji&hed  with  hi^hly-wroil-  i 

fiorderinjra,  lelected  fp?m  vanoui  llluminatwl  M5±  referriiq;  to  Evenia  .,.nu  -.-  .  "^i* 
Rnfliah  Hiatory.  By  Hkkut  Nokl  Hijmpkrkys.  Pcwl  Hro.  in  a  richly  carved  and  pierced 
biiuLltiff*  ^^** 


HUNT.-T?7^^EARCIIES  ON  LIGHT ; 

An  I  if  ii!l  the  Phtnoincna  connected  with  thi*  Chemical  and  Mol«?u1ar  Chnnc^a 

pro<;i  [nfliienoi' of  theSk^lnr  KaVft;  embrudriiT  nil  tlR*  known  Photn'jr»phic  l*ro- 

rosi^i,, .,,,.(  ,  ,,  (Ji^ooveriPS  in  ihe  Art  By  RoetRT  Hunt,  Keeper  of  Minin^^  RccorcUt 
Musoam  of  Ecouoiuic  Geology,    flvo.  witb  I'lntt"  and  Wnockufs,  tO«.  fid.  cloth. 

JAMES.-A  HISTORY  OF  THE  LIFE  OF  EDWARD  THE 

BLACK  PRJNCEp  and  of  vanoiiii  liveuLs  eonuectedi  therewith,  vrhich  occurred  durinj^  the 
Kcip)  of  Edward  HL  Kinj?  of  Eiijcland.    IJyCi.  F.  H.  jAUK^i,  E»<i.    New  KditioD.    3  voU,  fcp. 

MRS.  JAMESON. -SACRED  AND  LEGENDARY  ART. 

liy  Mrs.  Jame-'io.n.  With  nuineroHs  Wood  Kngmviusi,  and SUtt.'eo  Etchings  by  the  Author. 
2  VOli.  atpmre  cnjwjj  Bvo.  42*.  clatli. 

MRS.  JAMESON.-LEGENDSOF  THE  MONASTIC  ORDERS, 

ai  illustrated  in  Art;  cnntBititnE  the  Lei^encls  of  SU  Benedict,  thi*  Ef)i?llsh  and  Heformed 
Benedictines,  the  Kranciftrans^  the  Ihmiinioinii,  and  thoin.'  Eluyal  Her«oija/ea  who  died  in  the 
Monaitic  linljit.  By  Mrs.  Jamrsdn.  In  1  vol.  iqiiiie  crown  8vo.,  uniform  with  *^  Sacred 
nnd  Lefrpnijary  Art/'  and  formia^  a  Second  Sehei ;  iUnntrated  with  Woodcuts  and  l£tcliin0i 
by  the  Aathor.  [iV«ar/y  rea<^. 

*♦♦  To  be  followed  by  **  Leytnla  of  the  Madomat,"  by  the  wme  Author,  similarly  illustrated. 

JEBB. -A  LITERAL  TRANSLATION  OF  THE  BOOK  OF 

Ps^ALMS;  intended  to  illustrate  their  Poetical  und  Moral  j^tructure.  To  wbioh  are  added* 
TTifsertntiana  on  tbc  wuni  "  r^ehih,'*  and  on  the  Authurnhip,  t>nler»  Title*,  stid  PoeticiJ 
IVaturex,  of  the  PsjiIiiik.     By  the  Rev.  Juhh  Jitau,  A.M.    2  vuLs.  tiiiu.  *U»  clntb. 

JEFFREY.  -  CONTRIBUTIONS     TO     THE    EDINBURGH 

REMEW.  By  Francis  Jj-ifpuk^,,  now  One  of  the  Judgct  of  the  Court  of  Se»*ion  in 
New  Edition,    3  vols,  Svo.  *2s.  cloth. 

BISHOP  JEREMY  TAYLOR'S  ENTIRE  WORKS  : 


With  the  Ufe  by  BiBbttp  Hkukk     Revised 
EoKX,  Fellow  of  iJriet  CoUcj^e,  Oxford.     Vol  a. 


II  111  rorrprled  hy  I  be   Kcv    C;  eta  rl.es   Paob 
1 1 .  1 1 1.  1 V .  V.  an  d  V 1 .    8\  o.  I  On.  6d.  each. 


*»*  In  course  of  [mblicution,  in  Ten  Yolunies,  price  Half-a-Gufnea  eaeh.— Vol,  I.  (the  ioH 
In  order  of  puhlieatioH}  will  contain  Blaliop  Heber's  Life  of  Jeremy  Taylor,  entended  by  tlic 
Editor.— VoL  VIL  ii  in  the  prcit. 

JOHNSON.-THE  FARMER'S  ENCYCLOPJilDIA, 

And  Dictionar>' of  Rural  AtfLiirs;  embracing' all  the  recent  Dlscoverieii  in  A^ctlttira]  Cbe- 
Eni»tr>';  adupted  to  the  comprehension  of  iiuscien  till  c  readers.  By  Cuthukkt  Vd,  AoattnnHf 
Eaq,  f.R.."^.  BiuTiKter-al-Lawj  Editor  of  the  **  Ftrmer'a  Almanack,"  &c*  8vo.  with  Wood 
Enj^ravinfT'^*  ^^-  lOi.  cloth. 

JOHNSON.-THE  WISDOM  OF  THE   RAMBLER,  ADMiN- 

TURRR,  and  IDLER :  comprisiui;  a  Selection  of  110  of  the  beat  Eaaaya.  By  Samvki. 
JoKNso.^,  LL.D.    Fep.  Bvo.  7fi.  cloth. 

SIR  ROBERT  KANE.-ELEMENTS  OF  CHEMISTRY, 

Tliwreticul  mud  Prurtical ;  incliidini^  the  mojst  Rfcent  Disi'ovenes  und  Appltcationa  of  the 
Scieuceof  .Medicinf  and  Minrinacy  to  AKricnkurf  aiid  to  M  iiiiiifacture«.  By  Sir  RodichT  SAnk, 
M.^'.  M.R.LA*  2d  Eiliriuti,  corrected  and  jrreuUy  exdATk^ed;  tlluAtmted  by  330  Vi^OOd  Kti- 
^avings.    In  One  lar^e  Volume,  Bvo.  of  about  i,lM  pa^eij,  W6.  dolb. 

KEMBLE.-THE  SAXONS  IN  ENGLAND: 

a  History  of  the  Eu^b^k  (^ouitnou wealth  till  the  {>eriod  of  the  Norrnan  Cooqaest*  By  Joqm 
MiTCHaLj^  KKMBLEr  M.A.  F.C.P.S.,  &c.    2  volfi.  Hvo.  381.  doth. 

KINDERSLEY.-THE   VERY    JOYOUS,    PLEASANT,    AND 

REFRESHING  Hl>Tt>RY  ef  the  Feats,  Exploits,  Triumphs,  and  Achievements  of  the  Good 
Knifrhl,  without  Fe4ir  and  without  Repraoi  h.  tlu*  ffentle  LORD  1>E  BAVARl*.  Set  forth  in 
Enfcliib  by  Edward  (^jcanuas  KiNOKK^Lry,  Knq.  With  Ornamental  Ileadi0£a,  &tkd 
Frontiepiece  by  E.  H.  Wehnert.    Square  poit  S\o.  da.  tid.  cloth. 


KIP.-THE  CHRISTMAS  IIOLYDAYS  IN  ROME 


By  the  llev,  W.  Iwuramam  Eie,  M.A.    Edited  by  Uje  Rev.  W.Skwis 
Tutor  of  Exeter  (Jolleife,  Oxford,    New  Editiou.     Ftp.  8vo.  5s,  cloth. 
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KIRBYStSPENCE-AN  INTRODUCTION  TO  ENTOMOLOGY; 

Or.  Elemeota  of  the  Natural  HUtory  of  Ini«ct»  i  comprliin^an  account  of  no3ciou«  imd  useful 
liiM-cU,  of  ihdr  Metamorphose*,  Food,  Strmtarems,  UnbitAtiotiB*  SoctetieA.  Motioim,  Noises, 
Hybernatron,  Intlinct,  &c.    By  W.  Kirhy,  M.A.  F.R.S.  &  L.S.  Rector  of  Barhaiw  ;  and  W. 
,  .9riKcm.  Eaq.  F.K.S.  fk  L,S.    New  Edition.    1  vols.  8vo.  with  Flatei,  ais.  &d.  cloth. 

LARDKER'S  CABINET  CYCLOP JIDIA; 

Comprising  »  Sen" et  of  Oriirinml  Workft  on  Hiilory,  Iliofcrapliy.XattirE!  Philoftophy,  Xatural 
Uiatory,  Literature,  the  Sciences,  Art*,  and  Hauufacturea.  By  HisHofTHiaLWALL,  Sir 
Jambs  Mackiktosh,  Sir  John  Herachkl,  Sie  Waltbk  Scott,  Thomai  Moobk^ 
Robert  SotmiKY,  and  other  eminent  Writcri. 


Tlie  8«riet,  complete,  in  One  Hundred  aud  ThtrtT-three  Volumeti  ^29,  ISi. 
aeparately,  6a*  per  volume. 

TllS  SSJLIMS  COarPJUBJ».w 


The  frorka 


1 .  Iieir»  H  iBtory  of  Russia 

3  vols. 

18a. 

33. 

3.  IMVn  Uvea  of  British  PoeU,. 

%  vols. 

13a. 

S4, 

3.  Brewitir's  Treatise  on  I  iplici. 

I  voL 

6a. 

34. 

4.  Cocriey'a  Maritime  and  Inlantl 

30. 

EHacovery 

3  vols. 

ISa. 

B.  Crowe'a  History  of  France  — 

3  vols. 

18b. 

37. 

0.  r>e  Morgmn  On  Probuhtbtiea, . 

1  vol. 

6s.    1 

7.  De  Siimondi'*  Hiatory  of  the 

38. 

ItaJiAn  Rij^Duhllra   ..»   .,..♦* 

1  vol. 

6a. 

6.  m  ^iiinioiidi*s   Fmll    of    the 

39. 

Roman  Empire   ..-..♦, 

3  vote. 

13a. 

9.  Donovan -s  Chemistry 

I  vol. 

6a. 

m.  IlODavan^a  Domestic  Economy 

2  vols. 

121. 

40. 

11.  Dunbam'a  Spain  and  Portuj^ml, 

5  vols. 

80S. 

41. 

U.  Dunham**   Hittory   of    Den- 

miirk,8w?den»aud  Norway.. 

3  vols. 

ISB. 

43. 

1».  Dunliam'K  liktory  of  Fulnnd  , 

1  vol. 

u. 

43. 

U,  Dunham'* Germanic  Empire.. 

3  vols.  18a. 

10.  Dunbam^H  Knropc  during  the 

44. 

Middle  Ai^e* 

4  vols. 

348. 

10.  l>iinbam*H  Uritinh  Dramatists, 

a  vols. 

12s. 

45. 

17.  Dimham'a  Lives  of  Early  Wri- 

ters  of  Great  Britain 

I  toL 

6s. 

4& 

18.  Ferffua'a  Hiitoryof  the  United 

47. 

States  .  . . 

3  vols. 

12a. 

48 

10.  Foabroke^s  Grecum  and    Ro- 

man Antiquities    

3v{)la. 

I3f. 

49. 

ao.  Forster'a  Lives  of  the  States- 

men of  the  Commonwealth.. 

5  Tola. 

30a. 

60. 

31.  Forater,MackJntosk,ajid  C^iur- 

tenay*a     Livea     of    British 

61, 

statesmen 

7  vols.  4Sa. 

3a.  Gfeig'a  Lives  of  .Militvy  Com- 

«3. 

manders,... ..  .,,,..,....., 

SwU. 

I8a. 

33.  Grattan's  History  of  the  Ne- 

53. 

therlands 

1  vol. 
1  vol. 

6s. 
6a. 

34.  Henalow's  Treatise  on  Botany 

54. 

95.  Herschel's  Aatronomy   

1vol. 

6». 

90.  Herschers    Preliminary    Dis- 

55. 

courwjon  tlicStudy  of  Natural 

Philosophy 

I  vol. 

6s. 

56. 

37.  History  of  Rome   

3  vols. 

1 3a. 

37. 

38.  History  of  dwitaerlaml    

1  vol. 

6a. 

58. 

30.  HollAUd'a     Manufactures    in 

99. 

Metal   .... . . 

3  vols. 

18t. 

m. 

aO.  Jam  es^s  Lives  of  ForciKTi^ates- 

men 

S  vols. 

ivoU 

301. 

68. 

61. 

31.  Kater  &  Lardner'a  Mechanics, 

S3.  Keiffhtley't^^tl^f^^  of  History  1  voL 

6i. 

63. 

1  vol. 
3  vols. 


I  vol. 


6a. 

I  as. 


6a. 
6s. 


6a. 
6a. 


.  Larrlner^s  Arithmetic 1  vol.      6a. 

.  Lardner's  Ge«)metry ,   1  vol.     6b. 

I  Lard ner  on  Heat l  vol.     fla, 

.  Lardner^K    Hydrostatici   and 

Pnetimntirs  . ....... I  Tol,      Ot. 

.  Larduer  and  Walker's  Rlectn- 

city  ajid  Mafpietism 3  vola.  19i. 

.  Mackintofh,Wallare,andBelPt 

U  istory  of  Enjriand 10  vols.  60a. 

.  Montfomery    and     Shelley's   * 
t^Liant  Spanish,  and  Ptjrtu- 
fiiese  Authors ..,._,. 3  vols.  I8t. 

.  Moore's  History  of  Ireland. ...  4  vols.  34a. 

.  .NicoUa'a  Chrouolory  of  His- 
ttJry ;... 

.  Pkltlipft's  Treatise  on  Geolojry. 

.  Powell's    History  of   Natural 
Pbiloaopby 

.  Porter's  Treattae  on  the  Manu- 
facture of  Silk  ..... I  vol. 

.  Porter's  Manufacture  of  Por- 
celain and  Glasa.. I  voL 

.  Roacoe'a  Lives  of  Brit.  Lawyers  1  vol. 

.Scolt*BHiftory  of  Scotland....  3  vols.  13a. 

.  Shelley**  Livea  of  Frenclj  Au- 
thors   3  vola*  t3L 

.  Shuck&rdaudSwalnson'sTrefeo 
tise  on  tnaecu I  voL     •§. 

.  Soatliey's  Uvea  of  Britiah  Ad- 
mirals   S  vols.  aoi. 

,  Stebbinff^a      History     of     the 

Church tvolt.  ]3t. 

.  Stabbini^'s  History  of  the  Re- 
Ibrmation 3  voli.  Ua. 

.  8wainson*s   PreHminary  IHa- 
course  on  Natural  History  ..   1  vol.      6t. 

.  Swaioson's  Natural  History  and 

Ciaiaification  of  Animals. ...  1  voL      6ai 

.  Swainion^s     IJalMts    and    In* 
stincti  of  Animals l  vol.      Oa, 

.  Swainion**  Uuadmpedt . . . . . .    1  vol.     6s. 

.Swainton^s  Binla  ............  3  vnls.     13. 

.  Swainson's  Fisb^  Reptiles,  itc.  3  vols.  laa. 

.  Svrainsou's  sheila  and  ^bellftsh  1  voL    Gs. 

» Svrainaon's  Animals  in  Mena- 
geries   1  vol.     6a. 

.  Swamaon*B  Taxidemty  and  Bib- 
liofTiphy  I  vol.      te. 

.TbirlwaU*i  History  of  6roec«    8  vola.  48*. 
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NEW  WORKS  AND  NEW  EDITIONS 


LAING.-TITE  CHRONICLE  OF  TFTE  KINGS  OF  NORWAY, 

From  the  EorlieHt  Perioil  of  ttii'  Histoid-  tifth*^  NorthcniSea  Kintrtto  ilie  Middleof  theTwHflh 
Century^  commonly  callei!  THE  HKIMSKHINfiLA,  Tran»l4t«l  from  the  Icelandic  of 
Snorro  Stnrlesou^  vnih  Notes,  imd  a  Preliiuiimry  DUcourfte,  by  Samuml  Laino,  Emq^. 
3  vol*,  evo.  36s.  cloth. 


LAING -A  TOUR  IN  SWEDEN, 


In  T838 ;  compriKin^  ohser^ations  ou  the  Moral*  IMlitic&l,  and  £r4}nomlcal  Stmte  of  the  Sw^disli 
Nation.     By  Isam uel  La i Mo*  Esq.    8vo.  Hs.  cloth* 


LANDOR.-THE  FOUNTAIN  OF  ARETHUSA. 

By  RoBBRT  Ei^RHs  Lanivoh,  M.A.  A.uthGr  of  "Tke  Fawn  of  Sertcrriuii**  **Tbe  Imploiu 
Feial,"  Traj^edies,  ^c,    ^  vols,  i^ost  Svo.  IBs.  doth. 

LATHAM.-ON  DISEASES  OF  THE  HEART. 

LccturMon  >=*'i.ucts  connerted  with  Cltiiical  MtKlictiw;  foiiiprisinj^  DfsMiaeRof  tbe  Heavt. 
By  P.  M.  Latham,  M.  D,,  FhyiJcian  Extratirdinary  to  the  Quceo  ;  and  Lutt  Phyaciian  Id  Si# 
Bartholomew's  llQipital.    New  Edition.    2  voU.  l!2mo.  }&».  cloth. 

LEE -ELEMENTS  OF  NATURAL  HISTORY, 

For  the  use  of  Schools  and  Younfj  PerROiiis :  compriBinu;  the  Principles  of  Cla^tificalioa 
interajwnsed  with  arouiins^  und  inittnii-tiveuri^inii;!  Accoimts  of  tlit'  roont  remarkable  Animaali. 
By  Mrs.  R.  Lkb.    l2tao.  with  Fifty-five  Woodcruta,  7fi.  Od.  buutid. 

LEE -TAXIDERMY; 

Ot,  the  Art  of  t-ollectinR,  Preparing,  und  Moantinff  Dhject*  of  Natural  llialory,  Partte 
use  of  Museums  and  Travellers*  By  Mra,  IL  Lke.  Kfw  Edition,  iDiprovtHl^  with  aii  acxCNttf 
of  a  Visit  to  Walton  HaJl,  and  Wr-  Waterton't  Method  of  Pre»ervjnjf  Annual  a.  Fcjn  ato. 
With  Woodcuts,  Ts.  cloth. 

L  E.  L.-THE  POETICAL  WORKS  OF  LETITIA  ELIZABETH 

LANDON;  comprising  the  lAlPRUVLSATRirR,  the  VENETIAN  BRACELICT,  the  GOLDKN 
VIOLET,  the  TRULfBADOUR,  and  other  Poetical  RetuaiiiB.    New  Edition,  uniform  with  the 

■  and  Moore's  *'SonK:»,  HallaitU, 

avo.  with  Iliustrationi  by  Howard,  &c.  38«.  clotk; 


fi mallei*  Edition  of  Mr.  Macitntay^a 
and  Sacred  iktnjifii  "    '  ' 

V^  AlaO|an  Edition ,  in  i  vola.  fcp 
or  £%*  4*.  bauDd  in  morocco. 


■  Lay»  of  Ancient  Rome, 
2  volA.  Ifimo.  with  Vi^fnette-titlea. 


LESLIE.-ME.MOTRS  OF  THE  LIFE  OF  JOHN  CONSTABLE, 

Eaq.  R.A.  Composed  chiefly  of  hia  Lettera.  By  C.  K.  LssLti£,  E&q.  R.A.  New  Editiott, 
wiHi  further  Extract*  from  hii  Correspondence.  With  two  Portraite  (one  from  a  new  SkeCcb 
hy  Mr.  LesUe),  and  a  Plate  of  '^  Sprlng^j"  6iiv:nLved  by  Lucas.    Small  4to.  aia*  cloth. 

LETTERS  TO  MY  UNKNOWN  FRIENDS. 

By  A  Lady,  Author  Of  *'  Twelve  Yeari  Afo,'*    New  Bdition.    Fcp*  8vo,  fla,  M.  cloth* 

LINDLEY.-INTRODUCTION  TO  BOTANY. 

By  J.  Ltndley,  Ph. 11  F.IIH.  L.S*  &c.  Profcsiorof  Botany  in  Uiiivenit|f  Colleg:e,  Loodoci. 
Kl'W  Edition^  with  Corrections  and  copious  Adilitions,  2  vola.  8vo.  with  Sia  Plates  mud 
numerous  Vt  oodcutt,  24*.  cloth* 

LINDLEY.-A  SYNOPSIS  OF  THE  BRITISH  FLORA, 

Arrnnircd accortlingtolhc  Natural  Ortlera.  Hy  Prof^aior  John  Lixt»Lav,  l'h.D.» F.R.S., «tc. 
New  Edition,  with  uamerous  additions  and  corrections.    l2mo,  lOt.  Gd.  cloth. 

LINDLEY.-THE  THEORY  OF  HORTICULTURE ; 

t)r,  an  Attempt  to  e^^plain  the  Principal  Operations  of  Garden injn:  dpon  PhysioIo^icaJ  ihrin. 
ciplea.    By  l^ofessor  JoHH  Linoley,  Ph*D.  F.R.d.    Svo.  with  wWcuts»  rj«.  cloth. 


LINDLEY.- GUIDE  TO  ORCHARD  AND  KITCHEN  GARDEN; 

Or,  an  Account  of  the  most  valuable  Fruits  and  Vej^etahles  cuitivateti  in  iJreat  hutmn  i  witli 
Kidendars  of  the  \\  ork  riMJuired  in  the  Orchard  and  Kitchen  Uardeu  during  every  month  in  the 
y«ar.     By  G.  Lihdlky,C.M*11.H*    Edited  by  l»TOfesaorJ.  Lt^'PLHV-    ftvo.  ICs,  cloth. 


PUBLISHED  BT  MESSRS.  LOVaVUX,  BSOWN,  AKD  CO.        17 


LINWOOD -ANTHOLOGIA  OXONIENSIS, 

9ive  Floritepum  c  luaiibaii  puetici«  dj^eriorum  OxontensiuiD  Grarcis  tt  Latinii  decerpf  um. 
Carsnte  Gulielmo  Linwciui;,  M.A.  J&dim  Cbriiti  Alatamo.    flvo.  Ha.  clcMli. 

LORIMER -LETTERS  TO  A  YOUNG  MASTER  MARINER 

On  foine  Subjects  c{>nnecte<l  witb  hi«  Cyiing .  By  the  lite  CHABLKd  Loaimsh.  New  Kdit. 
Fcp.  8vci.  5«.  ed.  clotli, 

"  Tbi*  mliLiuii  h»M  tw*ti  cwrfttUv  feTiaed ,  AivJ  miixi*  improTnnraU  uid  Jiddiliniui  nude  to  it.  NanticlJ  niAtU'r* 
an>  aol  hi  much  the  «iibjrct  of  th»  book  a»  Uir  cfimnMnvi.Al  duti<v  m^i  Iripil  povvr*  ukA  rwfmuibiUUm  vf  thm  mMM^a 
mariniiiT,  ludcf  th*  (;Titjcal  idrciiiiiatuioe*  la  which  lie  mmj  coatisiullj  Had  hiint<lf  "  BmcT&flMl. 

LOUDON -THE  AMATEUR  GARDENER'S  CALENDAR: 

BeinR-  a  Monthlv  Gitide  m  to  wh*t  shoulil  he  tvojded,  hji  well  as  wh«t  tliould  be  done,  in  ft 
Gartli'n  in  each  Month  :  with  plain  Riilek  hoK  to  da  what  is  rt-quiitite;  Directions  for  Layfnif 
Out  and  Hantin^  KJtchPD  and  Flowor  tiEirdenn,  Pleasure  Grounds,  and  :!?ihnilibL'rk-4 ;  and  a 
•bort  Arcount,  id  fucli  Month,  of  the  Quadrupeds,  Birdii,  and  liisectft  then  iiitwl  injLxiiuua  Ui 
Gardetii'    By  Mrs.  Loudon.    16mo.witb  Wood  Hugrmviagt,  7a«6dL  clotlu 

LOUDON.-TUE  LADY'S  COUNTRY  COMPANION; 

Or«  Hon  to  Enioy  a  Country  Life  Rationally.  By  Mra.  Ldudo.v,  Author  of  "  Gardenillf  fbr 
Ladiea^"  &c.    New  Edition.    Fqi,  five,  with  Plate  aiid  Wood  Eiigni?mKft,  7».  6d.  cloth. 

LOUDON -SELF-INSTRUCTION  FOR  YOUNG  GARDENERS, 

ForMtera,  Bailiffa,  Land  Slewani«,  and  FBrmers ;  in  ArithinHic,  Book-keeping,  Geometrf. 
Mi'Ds^urmtiont  Practical  TTi^onoinetrv,  Mechanica,  Land -Sun  <»yiiir,  Levdliof ,  Planniiiif  aimI 
Mappini^,  Architectural  Urawini;,  atid  Iianietriral  Projertion  and  t'''er«pi^ctive' ;  with  ELxaniplei 
ihewinj^  their  applicitiont  to  Horticulture  and  Afnrultiiral  Purpoufa.  By  the  late  J.  C. 
Loudon,  With  a  Portrait  of  Mr,  Loudon^  and  a  Uemoir  by  lira,  Loudon,  8to.  with  Wood- 
cuta,  Ta.  6d.  cloth, 

LOUDON.-AN  ENCYCLOPEDIA  OF  GARDENING : 

PrrsentmB:,  In  one  Jtyat«  raatir  vi<?w,  tbf  Hislorv  and  Present  State  of  Oardeninr  in  all  Coom- 
irifi,  and  itt  Theory  and  Practice  in  Great  liritJiin :  with  the  Alaiiaijement  of  the  Kitchen 
Gardrn,  the  Flower  Garden,  Layingont  Grounda,  Brc.  By  J.  C.  Loudoik,  New  Edttion^ 
enlarxed  and  improved.    8vo.  with  nearly  1 ,000  Enj^ravinf^i  on  Wood,  30a.  cloth. 


LODDON.-AN  ENCYCLOPjEDIA  OF  TREES  AND  SHRUBS: 

beiTig-  the  •*  Arboretum  et  Frulicelum  Britannkuiu'*  abridged :  contain jui^  the  Hardy  1 
and  Shruha  «f  Gr*=at  Britain,  Native  and  Foreij^i,  Scientifically  and  Popularly  Dew^ri 
with  their  Propa^arion.  Culture^  and  V»eM  in  the  Arts;  and  witii  Eiifcraviniip  of  uearl 


beiTig-  the  •*  Arboretum  et  Frulicelum  Britannkuiu'*  abridged :  containiui?  the  Hardy  lYeea 
I  Sh     '        '  "  -    ■     ■       -  -  -  -    -r-     -         .  _       .         - 

with  their  rropa^arion.  i^uintre^  ana  v»eM  in  the  Arts;  and  wiui  t^iifcraviniip  or  uearJy  all 
the  Species.  Adapted  for  the  iiae  of  Nuracrynien,  Gardenera,  and  Foreatcra.  By  X  C, 
LouDos.    Hvo.  with  3,000  Enjfravlnjfi  on  Wood,  jTS.  lOa,  cloth. 

LOUDON.-AN  ENCYCLOPvf^DIA  OF  AGRICULTURE: 

ConipriKinf  the  Ttieory  and  Practice  of  thf*  Vah^flttion,  Tron§fer,  La yinj^-out^  Improvement, 
and  Management  of  Landed  Pro|»erly.  n  '  ■  ' :  .Jiivatioa  and  Economy  of  the  Animal  anil 
Vcvetabte product iona of  Airriru It u re:  i:  '.»■  latent  lniprovementa,areneral History 

of  Ajfri£alture  in  all  Couiari€&,  a  ^tatiM  .  iti  present  ^tate,  with  iajnpeitlont  for 

ft>  fdture  prozresa  in  the  Britiah  Islen;  uwi  i^irppimient,  tirinj^^inj*^  down  the  work  to  the  year 
1B44.  By  J.  u  LouooN.  New  Edition.  Hvo.  with  upwards  of  UlOO  Encravinra  on  Wood. 
dH,  10a.  cloth. 

LOUDON -AN  ENCYCLOP.^DIA  OF  PLANTS: 

Including  all  the  Plant*  which  are  now  found  in,  or  Imve  hf^u  introduced  into,  Gr«it  Bntnin : 
fl^ivinff  their  Natural  Uiutory,  accompanird  by  Mich  deM^rii>iioni»,  engraved  fijjiir*'*,  and 
elementary  detaiU»  a«  may  enable  a  bi  p^innt-r,  who  is  a  nipre  Kni^tiah  rrxtder,  lo  dikcover  the 
name  of  every  Plant  which  he  rnay  find  in  flower,  and  acquire  all  the  iuroniiattou  respecting 
it  which  11  useful  and  intcreatinp.  Bv  J,  C.  I^i'do^.  Tlie  Specific  Chanctert  by  an 
Eminent  Itotaniat;  the  Orawlnifi  by  J.  U.  C  !S*>werby.  New  I^lition  with  Suppleraent^,  and 
new  General  Index.    Svo.  with  nearly  10,000  Wood  fcnirravinjf^j  jc3.  lai.  fid.  cloth, 

LOUDON.-AN  ENCYCLOPilDIA  OF  COTTAGE,  FARM,  AND 

VILLA  ARCHITECTURE  and  PL  KXlTliRE;  coiitaiuinf^  nTimernui  LVal|^a,from  the  Villa 
to  the  Col  lay  e  and  the  Fann,  inrlndjnz  Farm  Hou*e*t  ?'iirn  enrs,  and  otl!'"^  \,r.-ia-<.if,Tr4j 
BLiildinGT'* ;  Country  Iims,  PuMic  Him-fr*,  and  P«rochinl  Srbooh  ;  wiUithe  r*  j^*- 

upt  Fi\tur(*ii,  and  Furniture,  and  ap[>ropriate  Odicen,  Garden^  and  Garden  ^ich 

DeaiirQ  accooipftnied  by  Analytical  and  Critical  Remarks,  By  /,  C.  Loctdq.n,  ,,  „  ;..,.( iaii» 
«dfl«d  hf  Un^  LODMMi.    Svo.  with  more  than  3,000  Kofrafingi  on  Wood,  ^ti.  u.  cloth. 

D 


LOUDOI«.-HORTUS  BRITANNICrS : 

A  CatRloi!:up  of  all  the  flints  indii^cnoiLs  to  or  introduced  into  Brilalu,  By  J.  C,  LoiyiwjK. 
Sd  Edition,  with  n  Kew  StirPLEMKXT*  prepared^  uiitkr  the  dirrtrtiuti  of  Mr.  LrUUUUfV,  hy 
W.  U,  Ba^jetbh,  and  revised  by  Gkorok  Don,    8vo.  SJa.  6d.  clotk, 

LOUDON.-HORTUS  LIGNOSIS  LONDINENSIS; 

Or»a  Catalogue  of  aH  the  LiimeouH  Planti  cultivated  in  the  ue iufhbourhood  of  London.  To 
which  are  Added,  their  uiiiud  prices  ia  Nurseries,   Jtly  J .  C.  Louikhiv.     8to.  7b.  6d.  cloth. 

LOW.— ON  THE  DOMESTICATED   ANIMALS   OF    GREAT 

BRITAIN^  ronmrcliendiTij?  the  Nntural  and  Kcoiiomical  History'  of  th€  Speciea  aiid  Breeds  j 
MlastrfltionB  of  the  Proriertifs  of  EL^Ktcrjial  Form ;  iiimd  iHt^urvationi  on  the  IViiiciple*  mad 
I*nicticeof  Breedinff.  Uy  Davii>  I^w,  Eatj.  F.ILS.K.  PrnfesRor  of  Aj^icullure  iu  the  VuU 
vcrsity  of  EdiabaTgL    Svo.  with  Ej^f^dofa  on  Wood,  25».  cloth. 

tOW.-THE  BREEDS  OF  THE  DOMESTICATED  ANIMALS 

Of  Great  Britain  0«crib<?d.  By  David  Lctw,  K«f|.  F.B.S.E.  The  Platea  from  Dravrinn  by 
W,  Nicholfton^  R.S.A.  reduced  froni  a  Series  of  Oil  Paiutinri,  executed  for  the  A^ricuTtnrsi 
Museum  of  the  UniverKJtjr"  <y{  Edinbuj^h,  hy  W,  ShieU.  R.S.A.  2  vols,  atl&t  quarto^  with  56 
|>late«  of  animali,  bt-autifiillv  coloured  after  Nature,  *'16*  16».  h&Lf-bouod  m  morocco.— Or 
in  four  »rparftte  portions,  a«  followa :  — 


The  OX,    With  22  pUlei,  jfe6.  I6s.  5d. 
The  SHEEF.   With  :il  plates,  ^.  1 6a.  ed. 


The  Hc^IlSE.    With  a  pUiea,  ^9. 
The  HOG*    With  5  platea,  jC^.  Om. 


LOW -ELEMENTS  OF  PRACTICAL  AGRICULTURE; 

Comprehending  the  Ciiltivaiion  of  Plants,  the  Husbandry  of  the  lioniestic  Animala^  And  tfce 
E4roiioniy  of  the  Farm.  Hy  I>.  Low,  Eaq.  Ftt.S.K.  New  Editton,  with  Alteraliona  and  JbAdi- 
tiooi,  and  au  entirely  new  set  ot  ahove  2U0  Woadcuttu    hvo.  '2la,  cloth. 

LOW-ON  LANDED  PROPERTY, 

And  the  ECONOMY  of  ESTATES ;  comprehendioif  the  Ketation  of  Landlord  and  Trmant. 
and  the  I^nciplei  and  Forms  of  Lessen;  Fttmi- Buildings,  Enc1osure«,  Omina,  Kmhank- 
metits,  and  other  Rural  Worka;  Minemls;  and  Woods.  By  Davio  Low,  Eaq.  F.]L^.B 
Bvo.  witti  numerous  Wood  EngnivinLg&,  SU.  cloth. 

LOW -AN  INQUIRY  INTO  THE  NATURE  OF  THE  SIMPLB 

B(_)l)lES  OF  CHEMLSTRV.  By  D.  Low,  F.RS.E,  A(it!iorof  "  Elements  of  Practicai  AsrriruJ- 
ture,"  *»  A  Treatise  on  Landed  Property  and  the  Economy  of  KsiJites,"  "A  Treati«t*  on  th<» 
Breeds  of  the  BHlUh  Ilomesticated  Aninaal*/*  '"The  Brf>td»of  the  Domesticated  Ainmajs  of 
Great  BriuLn  Iltoatrated  and  Described/*  2d  Edition*  eiilari^cil  aad  improved.    8vo.  9*.  cloth. 

MACAULAY-THE  HISTORY   OF  ENGLAND  FROM    THE 

ACCESSION  OF  JAMES  IL  By  Thomas  Babbinotos-  Macaulav.  5th  Editioo. 
Tols.  1.  and  IL  8iro.  32b,  cloth. 

MACAULAY -CRITICAL  AND  HISTORICAL  ESSAYS  Con- 


tributed to  The  EDINRURGH  REVIEW. 
6Ui  Edition.    3  vo\a.  Hvo.  36s.  cloth. 


By  Thomas  BABiNOTOit   Macaui^t, 


MACAULAY.-LAYS  OF  ANCIENT  ROME. 

With  "  Ivry"  and  "The  Armada."     By  Thomas  Babinqton  MA<iAVtJk.r.    New  £dUi<»n^ 

Ifimo.  4s.  M.  cloth  ;  or  Kit.  fid*  bound  in  morocco. 

MR.  MACAULAY'S  LAYS  OF  ANCIENT  ROME. 

With  numerous  Otustratlona,  Original  and  from  the  AnttuLie,  drawn  on  Wood  hy  Georre 
Scharf,  Jun.  and  engraved  by  Samuel  Williams.  New  Edition.  Fcp.  4to.  2U.  buftrda  -^ 
moroccOj  tSa,  ' 

MACKAY.-TIIE  SCENERY  AND  POETRY  OF  THE  ENGLISH 

LAKE3 ;  a  Summer  Ramble.  By  Ch  a  klkm  Macica  v,  Emi.  LL.D,  Author  of  *'  Tlie  Tbauio 
and  its  Tributariea/'  Mic.  8vo.  with  hcaiitiftii  Wood  Kti  if  ravines  from  Orij^inAl  Sketches 
148.  cloth.  * 

MACKINTOSH -SIR  JAMES  MACKINTOSH'S  MISCELLA- 
NEOUS WORKS;  mdudiuiif  his  Contribution!  to  THE  EDINUURGH  KEVLEW.  Kdited 
by  RoBBBT  James  Mackintosh,  Esq.    S  vol*.  8vo,  4as.  cluth. 
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MACKINTOSH.-TIIE  LIFE  OP  SIR  THOMAS  MORE. 

By  Sir  Jamkv  Mackintoi^h.  H«;>niiti-d!  from  tUe  Cftbioet  Cycloprtlia.  fcp,  8V9.  with 
Poitraitt  5a«  cloth ;  or  bound  m  vpUum» «»«. 

M'CULLOCn.-A  DICTIONARY,  PRACTICAL,  THEORETI- 

CAU  AND  HLSTORinAL,  OF  I'OMMIiRCK  AND  COMMERCIAL  KAVlGATIOJf.  Jllua- 
tntai  witU  Maps  antl  Plmi*.  By  J.  It,  WCutuaCHr  Km.  New  Kdltiorit  (Ift49)j  correcled, 
enJju'gedf  and  improved i  with  a  SijppleiD*;ut.    Bvo.  A(l«.  ctodt ;  or  5St,  hulthound  io  nuiuu 

V*  Tb«  StirPLKiiiiNT  to  tlie  tast  EdititMi,  published  in  1847*  may  be  liati  aeparvtcly,  pricft 
4l.0cLiewed. 

M'CULLOCII -A  DICTIONARY,  GEOGRAPIIICAl,  STATIS- 

TlCALt  AN'D  HISTORICAL,  of  the  varioui  CouiUriM,  FUicfSt  and  Principal  Natural  t>bj«!t« 
in  the  WiJRLD.  Ily  J.  R.  M'Culi^jch,  Rki.  New  Bditioa  ilM^h  revined  and  enlarged  : 
ifiiCliiMliiir  mm  urticlpji  on  Aiutralia,  Auatna^  the  British  Eiupirej,  France.  &c« :  in  1  thick  and 
cloMly-priiitcd  Voluniea,  itJuntrated  with  6  larg:e  Map«     Hv#.  ^-1.  cloth, 

V*  A  SuppLBMBXT  to  the  tUiition  publiahod  in  Ifti^  pmbo<lie<  thelatait  infarmation  with 
rapect  to  the  AtiatnUiau  Colooica,  New  Zealand,  Katal,  Lab  nan,  &.c.    Price  Half-«^Cru«n. 

M*CULLOCII.-AN  ACCOUNT,  DESCRIPTIVE  AND  STATIS- 

TlCAUnf  the  BRITISH  EMI'IRE;  exhibiting  iU  Kxtent.  Phjrical  Capacitiea,  Populaliofi, 
Induitr)-,  and  Civil  ajid  iUIiLnoua  liiHtitutiuDt.  By  J.  R.  M'Cri^uiCH,  Kaq.  New  Edltitui 
corrected,  cnlar^edi  and  greaily  iutproved     t  thick  vols.  avo.  4at.  cloth* 

M*CULLOCII.-THE  LITERATURE  OF  POLITICAL  ECO- 

NOMY  ;,  being  a  ClaMifiiHl  Catal<9|ruu  of  the  prit)ci[ial  Work«  in  the  dliffifrent  departta^titi  i>f 
F^Uticml  Economy,  with  Bi>toriciJ»  Critical^  aud  Biographical  Notiuaa*  By  J.  R.  M'CtiUiOCii, 
Saq.    6vo.  Ut.  cU>ih, 

M'CULLOCH.-A    TREATISE    ON  THE    SUCCESSION   TO 

PHOPERTY  Viicant  by  Death  i  inrluding;  InquirleA  into  the  Influence  of  PrimoK-c^Qllume, 
BntaiU,  the  Law  of  Compuiaorx  Partition*  Fotuidatlooa,  kc.  over  the  Public  Int«f«ata.  By 
J.  R.  M'C ULtxtcH,  Raq.    0VO,  H.  6d.  cloth. 

M'CULLOCH,-A  TREATISE  ON  THE  PRmCIPLES  AND 

PRACTICAL  IKFLUBNCK  of  TAXATION  and  the  FUNDING  SYiJTIlW,  By  J.  R. 
M'CtJLLOCH,  E«i.   8VO.  10ft.  cloth. 

MADAME  DE  MALGUET : 

A  Tale  of  IttSO.    3  rol5.  puat  Svo.  Mm,  b<3«rdl. 

MAITLAND.-THE  APOSTLES'  SCHOOL  OF  PROPUETIC 

INTERPRETATION:  with  ^tt  Hiitorv  to  the  Present  Time.  By  CiiARLna  Majti^!IO| 
Author  of  **  Tl)e  Church  in  the  Cataccrmba.  ■'    8vo.  12b.  cloth. 

ODA  of  tbc  moat  TAttublf  Horka  th«t  Uw  *vcr  Jif^^fMurctl  ob  Um  •ub>ect,"  B^tTJtos  lCA«iMrwB, 

MAITLAND.-THE  CHURCH  IN  THE  CATACOMBS : 

A  Deicrlption  of  the  Primitive  Cliiirch  of  Rome.  lUtutrated  by  lU  Sepulchral  Remain*.  By 
Chahlkb  MAiiLAtiD.  New  Edition,  corrected.  Svo.  with  uumeroui  Wood  Eiigimvliif% 
144.  doth. 

MARCET.-CONVERSATIONS  ON  CHEMISTRY; 

In  which  the  ElementB  of  that  faience  arc  fiirailiarly  Explained  and  Illustrated  by  RxperllMnCtt 
Ily  jA>Jt  Marcbt.    New  Edition,  inhuited  and  improved.    3  vol*,  fcp,  Svo.  14*.  doth, 

MARCET.-CONVERSATIONS  ON  NATURU  PHILOSOPHY; 

In  which  the  Elements  of  thai  !>cienc<  are  faniilijirly  explained.  By  Jan  a  MAaccr.  KtW 
Edition,  enlarged  and  corrected.    Fcp.  8vo.  with  23  Plates,  KM.  fid,  clotb. 

MARCET.-CONVERSATIONS  ON  POLITICAL  ECONOMY; 

In  which  theKleracnia  of  ihit  Science  an-  famiUarly  explained.  By  Jajje  MAtctT.  New 
Kdition  reviacd  and  enlarj^ed.    Fcp«  8vu.  7a.  Ad.  ctoth. 


MARCET.- CONVERSATIONS  ON  VEGETABLE  PHYSIO- 

U)GY;  comprebeiidjujf  Ibf  Kl*?iiicnts  of  Botany,  with  their  apnljcation  to  Agriculture. 
Bf  Jasvl  AlAiiCfcT.    New  Edition*    Fcp.  8vo.  with  i  Plates,  9b.  cloth. 

MARCET -CONVERSATIONS  ON  LAND  AND  WATER. 

By  Jane  Mauckt.     New  EcJitiou,  revised  and  corrected.     With  b  coloured  Mup,  fihcwix^; ^ 
the  comparative  aJtitutle  of  MutiMtaina.    Fcp.  8*0.  Ss.  6d.  cloth. 

THE  MARRIAGE  SERVICE  (ILLUMINATED). 

THK  Fimw  of  POLE  M  XI Z  ATI  ON  of  MATRIMONY.    From  "Th*  Book  of   Comtnaii 
Prayer.**    Illuminated,  in  thu  MiisaJ  StyJi",  by  Owen  Jonks.    tkiuare  I8raa.  31a.  bouad  iu_ 
while  calf. 

MARRYAT.-BORNEO  AND  THE  EAST  INDIAN    ARCHI- 

PELAGtl.     iiy  ViiA-Ncts  S.  Marry  at,  late  Midshipman  of  H.M.9,  .Samarang    Sunreyin 
Vessel.    With  many  Drawing*  of  Costume  and  Scenery,  from  Un^^wal  dketcbes  made  oo  tt_ 
i^MJt  bv  Mr.  Marry  at.     Imperial  8vd.  with  Dumeroua  Utho^rapliic  Plat«i  aiKl  Wood  EngTav. 
iiig»,  31a.  6d.  cloth. 

M\RRYAT.-MASTERMAN  READY ; 


Or,  the  Wreck  of  the  Pacific. 
Author  of  **  Peter  Simple,"  &c. 


Written  for  Youvii^  Pwpte.     By  Captain  F.  Makkyav^^ 
3  vola.  fcp.  Svo.  with  Wood  £u^raviii^,  13a.  1^  dotb. 


MARRYAT.-THE  MISSION ; 

*Jr,  Srene*  in  Afrira.  Written  for  Youns:  Penple.  By  CaptaiQ  F,  Mahhtat,  CB.  Autbor  of 
"  MaHterman  Ready,"  &c.    ^  vol*,  fcp.  (jvo.  12a.  cloth. 

MARRYAT.-THE    PRIVATEER'S-MAN    ONE    HUIVDRED 

YEARS  AGU,    Uy  €aplwp  F.  Marryat,  C.B.  Author  ot  **  Maalerman  Re«dy/»  fltc   fffllft. 
fcp*  8vo.  I  to.  cloth, 

MARRYAT.-THE  SETTLERS  IN  CANADA. 

Written  for  Yoanif  Ft'ople.    By  Captain  F.  Ma  bryat.  C.B.  Author  Of  *•  Ma«t«riDA»  1 
&c.    New  EditioD.    Fcp.  Svo.  «itli  a  Ilkmtrittiotiap  7».  6d.  cloth. 

MATTEUCCI.-LECTURES  ON  THE    PHYSICAL    PHJ)NO- 

MliNA  OF  LIVING  HKINGS.  By  Sla^oR  Carlo  MATTUt'ccJ,  Profeaaorin  the  UnirersItT 
of  Piaa.  TrufiBliited  under  the  »uj!*rinteijdi;ijr«  of  J.  Pereiraj  M.D.F.ILS,  Vic^Freniltttt  of 
the  lltiyal  Medical  and  c;hirargical  Society.    12 mo.  9a.  doth. 

MAUKDER.-THE  TREASURY  OF  KNOWLEDGE, 

And  LIBRARY  of  REFERENCE.  Coinprisinp  nn  KiiKli«h  Grnmniar;  THblei  of  Etirl 
Verb«)  Dirtinctiona  j  Proverbi,  Teniifc.  and  Phnuei,  in  Latin,  Spaniah,  French,  and  Itali 
traJiHlmted ;    New  ajid   Enlarged  KnKlinh  Dictionary;    Directiou*  for   PranunciAiioti ;    X 

Ufiiverwil  Gaietteerj   Tubles  of  Population  and  Slaliistic*?   List  of  Citie*,  Boruuf^ha,  m. 

M  iirket  Towns  in  the  United  K  iug^loni ;  Regulationt  of  thiC  General  Post  i  Jdice ;  List  of  Foreifrn 
Animal,  Ve^etahle,  and  MJnerul  Productions  ;  Compendioui  Clas«tcal  Uic-tionar^' :  Scripture 
Proper  Names  accented,  and  Cbriatlan  Name«  of  Men  and  Women  :  with  l^tiu  Maxima 
tmiiftliited  i  Liat  of  Ahbre%i^itiona  j  Chronolo^'  and  History;  compendif>nfi  Lu\*  Dictionary  - 
Abitrtici  of  TaJt  Actftj  Interest  and  other  Trthfcwi ;  Form*  of  Eni»tolar>- xVidnwi ;  Tablcaof 
PrcCfticncyj  Synopaia  of  the  British  Peera^fe ;  and  Tables  of  Numlier,  Money,  Weig^htK,  aim! 
Measures  By  Sakiukl  Malimueii.  18th  Edition,  reTii»cdlbraiighomt,au4i  rreatly  entarKed 
Fcp.  8vo.  10».  cloth ;  bound  in  roan,  12«.  *      * 

MAUNDER.-THE  SCIENTIFIC  &  LITERARY  TREASURY  * 

A  new  and  popular  Encyclopedia  of  Science  and  the  Belles- Let trea ;  includinc  all  Branches  of 
Science,  and  cv«37  Subject  connected  with  Literature  and  Art.  The  whole  written  in  a  familiar 
Btyle^  adiipied  to  tlbe  comprehensioa  of  all  penona  deairoua  of  Dcqiiirinj;  infonnaticm  on  the 
iiihjectH  compriied  in  the  work,  and  alao  adapted  for  a  Manual  of  convenient  Reference  to  the 
more  instructed.    By  S,  Malvmokr.  NewEcUtion.    Fcp.  8vo.  lOi.  cloth  j  bound  in  roan,  |2». 

MAUNDER. -THE  TREASURY  OF  NATURAL  HISTORY; 

Or,  a  Popular  Dictionary  of  Animated  Njiture  :  in  which  the  ZoolOKif'al  Charm1*Tij*lic«  tK^ 
dittin^uifeh  ttie  different  Cla&soi^  Genena,  and  Species  ore  rombinetrwitU  a  vjarifty  or  iutpmtJ 
in^f  Informalion  itluttrativeof  the  NabitK,  Invtliicta    and  General  Kconomy  of  the  Aiiinia 
Klnjfdoin,      T©  which  are  added,  a  S>llabu»  of  Practical  Taxidermy,  and  a  Gloc«ari« 
Appendix.     KmhelHshed  with  9tH>  Mcrurate  Eii|:raviuir«  on   Wnml,  from  Draninf>:s  niail^a 
ejcpre*'Bly  for  this  work.    By  Samuel  MAt^KOKH.  New  Editioo.  Fcp.  Svo.  10s,  cloth ;  bomii?! 
in  roan,  12fc.  ' 
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MAUNDER -THE  BIOGRAPHICAL  TREASURY; 

CoDsUtini^  of  Menwiri,  Sketches,  and  bnef  NoMces  of  Above  J2,(X)Q  l<;miiieut  PerKrat  of  all  A^cr. 
ind  XatJoiifi,  from  tbe  Koiiiett  l^hod  of  History;  forming  a  new  and  complete  Dictionary 
of  Uruvemal  Uio^raphy,  By  gAMURi.  Maundkh.  New  Kdition,  rerj*ed  Ibrougboul, mull 
ContAiuias  a  copioua  ^uppleuieut.     Fcp.  8vo,  1 0s.  cloth  ]  boiiud  lu  roan,  Vlh. 

MAUNDER -THE  TREASURY  OF  HISTORY; 

Comprising:  ft Geneml  Introductory  OoUine  of  L-nivermal  History",  Anrient  tnd  Modern, and  ■ 
gerJeKof  oepArste  Hiitories  of  evt.Ty  iirincipal  Nation  that  exJ»Lft;  ttieir  Kiiir,  Frofn'^'u*  und 
i'Te$ent  CcJiidition,  tbe  Moral  and  Social  Character  of  their  reipective  iiibabitaiitt,  their 
Reb^ion,  Malln(^r»J  and  Cuktom^t  Hcc.  By  Samuel  M^uitDeB.  New  Edition.  fcp.Avo,  Itki* 
clath;  boiuid  in  roaii,  t2a. 

MAXIMS  AND  PRECEPTS  OF  THE  SAYIOUR : 

Bein^a  Selection  of  the  nioftt  beautiful  ChmtJan  Precept*  eontttined  in  the  Four  Gonpelt; 
illufttraUMi  by  m  senea  of  Illuuiiiiiiitiou»  of  ori^mal  ckaracler,  lountleii  on  the  Pascaipet— 
"Behold  the  Foirbi  of  the  Air/*  etc.,  "Ccjnsider  tlie  Lilies  of  the  Field/'  iec.  In  i  rich 
bindinif,  in  the  Ktyle  of  the  celebrated  opua  Angbcutn.  Bquartr  fcp.  8vo.  3li.;  or  lOa. 
bound  in  morccco^ 

MEMOIRS  OF  THE  GEOLOGICAL   SURVEY   OF    GREAT 

BKITAJX,  and  of  the  Muaeum  of  Economic  Geotojify  in  Landnn,  PabUkhed  tiy  order  of  tbe 
Lord*  QimmJaAionen  of  Uer  Majeity**  Treajiury.  K&yal  tivo.  witb  Wi;>odcut«  atid  9  larj^e 
Plates  (&ev«f0  colouredJ,  31a,  cloth;  aud  Vol.  IK  In  Two  thick  f*art»,  with  63  Platea  (three 

coloured),  and   ft^umerous    Woodcutc,  -il*.  clotb,    or,,  leimrately,  2)fl«  each   ParL, ^AIao, 

liKHIrfH  OHUANJC  RBMAINS}  conaistinif  of  Plates  of  Fi^nire*  enpraved  ou  iite^l,  with 
desK-Tiptive  Iietterpreat,  and  forming  a  portimi  of  the  Memoini  of  the  GeologioiJ  Survey, 
Decadal  i.  and  il>  royal  8vo.  2s.  6d.  each ;;  or,  royal  ito.  43.  <kL  eachj  tened. 

MERIVALE-A  HISTORY   OF   ROME   UNDER   THE 


EMPEROHS. 
3  voU.  8vo. 


Book  the  Fir^t,   'MoIilui  Cs%ar/ 


By  the   Reir.   Chabliu   AiIerivalk. 
Nearly  readg. 


MILNER.-THE  HISTORY  OF  THE  CHURCH  OF  CHRIST. 

By  tjie  Rev.  Jd^k^k  MitMsn,  A^M.  With  Atlditifln*  and  Oirrecticns  by  the  Late  RjCT. 
Isaac  Milkeb,  D.D.  F.HLS.  A  New  Edition,  revised  and  corrected  ttiroiij^lioutr  hy  the 
Rev.  T^  Gbantham*  B.O.  Rector  ©f  Brambcr,  and  t'haplata  to  the  Lord  BWiop of  KiUlare. 
i  Tol«.  6vo.  ±li.  13«.  cloth. 

THE  MIRACLES  OF  OUR  SAVIOUR  (ILLUMINATED). 

With  rich  and  appraprialf  liordefK  of  orii^inal  Detif^u^  a  aerie*  of  llutninated  Figiifra  of  the 
Apostles,  from  the  (Hd  Aloaters,  »ix  IthjiiQijjaced  Miiiiaturea,  and  other  em belliihoieiits.  By 
the  Ilium ioAtor  of  the  *'  Farablea/'  bqujtre  fcp.  6vo.  in  loaMive  carved  coren,  Sia.;  or 
bound  ill  morocco,  30s. 

MITCHELL-JOURNAL  OF  AN  EXPEDITION  INTO  THE 

Interior  of  Tropical  AiiBtralia,in  Search  of  a  Route  frorn  Sydney  to  the  Gulf  of  Carp'^ntaria. 
By  LiKUT-CoLONKL  Sir  T.  L.  Mitchell,  Knt.  D.C.L.  ijuneyor-ljeneral  of  New  i^onih 
WaJeSf  and  late  elective  Member  of  the  LejiriHlaiive  Council  of  thai  Colony.  6vo.  with  Map*, 
Viewa,.  and  Knj^ravings  of  Objecta  of  Natural  Ui^tJDry,  2U.  cloth. 

JAMES  MONTGOMERY'S  POETICAL  WORKS. 

New  and  only  Complete  Edition,  With  some  additional  Poemi,  and  Autobiotfraphica] 
Prtfacea.  Collected  and  fUltted  bv  Mr,  JdoNTooMKRY.  4  vols.  fcp.  filva  with  l*OrtraJL,  and 
Seven  other  Plates,  30s.  cloth  ;  or  bound  in  niuroccoj,  36*. 

MOORE.-MAN  AND  HIS  MOTRHS. 

Bv  Okokob  Moobb,  M.I>.  Meiijl>eruf  th«.>  R/jyul  CoMfpreof  Phyiiciani,  LOBdOD*  te. ;  Altlior 
of  '♦The  Pcmer  of  the  ikiui  over  the  J^dy/*  and  *♦  ITie  U«  of  tin;  Body  in  reiatlOQ  to  th« 
Mind."    New  Edition.    Post  Bvo.  8s.  cloth. 

MOORE.-THE  POWER  OF  THE  SOUL  0\T:R  THE  BODY, 

Cuniidurt'd  in  relation  to  Health  and  Morals.  By  Gkuhui^  MuotiJt,  M.D.  Member  of  tb« 
Ko}al  Colkii^e  of  Physicians,  Loud(>n.  &c.    New  ^ition.    Post  tiva,  ?■•  ^-  cloth. 

MOORE.-THE  USE  OF  THE  BODY  IN  RELATION  TO  TEE 

Ml  NIL  BvGkobqk  Mookh,  M.D.  Member  of  the  Uoyal  OoMege  oi  Pbyakiaua,  Lonikm, 
<^c.    New  Edition.    Poat  Svo,  9ft.  cloth. 
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NEW  WORKS  AND  NEW  EDITIONS 


THOMAS  MOORE'S  POETICAL  WORKS ; 

Containinir  tJi<?  Author^*  recent  Introduction  and  Ntitw,  Complete  in  oneTolnmc,  nniforTCi 
with  Lord  Byron**  And  &)iiithey*s  Poem*.  With  n  Sew  Portriit^  by  Goonre  Richmofid,  mad 
n  View  of  the  Eueidrnci'  of  the  Poet.    8vo.  21  m.  cloth ;  or  43*.  bound  in  morocco, 

*««  AIao,  ui  EditiDn  in  10  voli.  fcp.  ivo.  with  Portrait,  and  19  Plates,  .^3.  lOs.  clotbj 
bound  Ln  morocco.  ±A.  tOi. 

MOORE -SONGS,  BALLADS,  AKD  SACRED  SONGS. 

Hy  Thomas  Mookk,  Author  of  "Liil»a  RookV'  '*  Iriah  MeU>diet»"  &c.  Fir«t  collect 
Edition,  unifonn  with  the  einaller  Edition  of  Mr.  Macaalay*B  '*  Lay  t  of  Ancient  Rome  ;^'  wi 
VLf^ette  Title,  h}'  R.  Doyle.    IBino.  9t.  clothe  or  tda.  6d,  amooth  morocco,  by  Hayduy. 

MOORE'S  IRTSH  MELODIES. 

New  and  Clipflper  Edition^  uniform  with  the  smaller  Edition  of  Mr.  Mai:»iiUiy*t>  *•  I^y 
of  Ancient  Rome/'  With  the  Autohiog:mphir»i  Preface  from  the  CoHrctive  Kflitmn  c 
Mr.  MooiT'a  Poetic^  Work*,  urnl  a  Vignette  Title  by  P.  Macli»e,  R.A.  lemo.  5b.  doth  ;  a 
lis.  9d,  amooth  moroccOr  by  Hnyday. 

MOORE'S  IRISH  MELODIES. 

With  Viirnette  Title,  from  a  deiifra  ^f  CbrtMiuld. 
bound  in  morocco,  13a.  Gd. 

MOORE'S  IRISH  MELODIES. 


New  Edition.    Tcp.  Bvo.  10a.  clotb  ;  or. 


Illii«.trAted  by  D.  Macule,  RA.  Imprial  tro,  vltli  161  Steel  Platei,  ^S.  Sk.  boanla ;  , 
j£4. 141.  Ikl.  bound  in  morocco,  by  Mayday.  Pn>of  Impressions  (only  SOO  copiei  printed,  i 
wbich  «  f^w  rcRLBin),  .€0.  4h  boarda. 

MOORE'S  LALLA  ROOKH :   AN  OREENTAL  ROMANCE. 

New  and  Cheaper  Edition,  uniform   with  the   smaller   Edition  of  Mr.  Macaut»y*«  "biyt 
of  Ancient   Eotne.*^      With   the  AiitobiojpraphiriU  Prefaci*  fram  the  ColtecUve  Kdifete  9i 
_    Mr.  Tkliiore^s  Poetical  \Vork»t  mid  u  Vig^uette  Title  by  D.  Macli««:,  R.A.    16mo.  5b,  clifib  i  or 
12a.  &i.  smooth  morocco,  by  Hnydny. 

MOORE'S  LALLA  ROOKH  :  AN  ORIENTAL  ROMANCE. 

New  Edition.    Fcp,  Svo,  lo«.  Od,  ctoOli  I 


With  Four  Enj^ravin^s,  from  Fuiiitiug^s  by  Westall. 
ur,  bound  in  morocco,  U8> 


MOORE'S  LALLA  ROOKH  :  AN  ORIENTAL  ROMANCE. 

With  U  Plate*  from  Ik'Aijjfi^s  by  Corbould,  AIcucIowm,  and  j^tephanolT.  engravird  otidier  tbe 
wiperintoiideiice  of  Mr.  Cliurlc«  Heath.  8vo,  2l8.  cloth  j  morocco,  356;  ort  with  Jadjm  ttwd 
Plates,  439.  cloth. 

MORELL-THE  PHILOSOPHY  OF  RELIGION. 

By  J.  D.  Morell,  M.A.  Author  of  an  Hiftorical  and  Critical  **  View  of  Che  Speculntire  Phil<»- 
Hophy  of  Europe  m  the  Nineteenth  Century."    8vo*  12*.  cloth. 

MOSELEY.    THE  MECHANICAL  PRINCIPLES  OF  ENGI-I 

NEKRIXG  AX1>  AHCHITECTURE.    Uy  the  Rev.  H.  Mosblby.  M.A.  F-R.-rS..  Profeaaor  of  ' 

Natural  FbiloJiophy  and  Astronomy  in  KJnic'i  Colfejfc,  London;  and  Author  of  *^Uli3strBtiona 
Of  Practical  Mechanics,'^  &c.    Svo*  with  Woodcuts  and  Diagrams,  24s.  cloth. 

MOSELEY.-ILLUSTRATIONS  OP  PRACTICAL  MECHANICS. 

By  the  Kev,  H.  Moski^kv,  M.A.,  Profesaorof  Natur*l  Pliilosaphy  and  Antronoiny  in  Kio^^s 
Collejre,  l>ondon;  bcin^tlie  Firttt  Volume  of  the  llhistrationsof  Science  by  the  ProfeBsorv  of 
Ki»ic^a  College.    New  Edition,    Fcp.  fivo.  with  unmeroui  Woodcuta,  Ba.  cloth, 

MOSHEIM'S  ECCLESIASTICAL  HISTORY, 

Ancient  and  Modern.     Trmnslated,  with  copious  Notes,  by  Jasf  sa  Mt^BDOCX,  D.O.     New  J 
EtSition,  revised,  and  continued  to  llie  preaenl  time,  by  the  Oev.  Hiwrt  SoAiixSy  M.A. 

4  vola.  BVQ.  49ia.  cloth. 

MURE -A  CRITICAL  HISTORY  OF  THE  LANGUAGE  AND 

LITERATURE    t)F  ANCIENT  CHEECK,  from  the  Earlieit  Period  to  the  Death  of  Solon 
Hy  WtLUAH  Mr  BK,  M.P.,  of  Caldwell,    a  vols.  8vo.  [Jm  the  pr^tt^    * 

MURRAY. -ENCYCLOPEDIA  OF  GEOGRAPHY; 

Djmprbinir  a  rotnplete  l)c*criptJon  of  the  Fitrth:  exhibitini^  its  Relation  to  the  IJeavenly 
Bodiea,  it»  PhyaicaU  s*triiciure,  Lhe  Natural  Hiistury  of  I'Ach  C<mntr>'p  an<l  the  Industry,  Com' 
merce,  Political  Institutions,  and  Civil  anti  Social  State  of  all  Nations.     By  Huutt  Murray 
F.R.S.E.  r  aawiited  by  other  Writers  ofemineTice.    New  Edition.  8vo.  with  S2  Maps,  mnd  U|>! 
wards  of  1,CK>a  other  Woodcuts^  a 3,  cloth. 
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NEALE -THE  CLOSING  SCENE  ; 

Or,  C!iri*t1«nity  and  lofldeliiy  contnuslpcl  in  the  tA»t  Houri  of  RfffiArkabte  Pctsohb,    By  ihi; 
Epv.  EftacrNK  Xkale,  M.A.,  Hrctornf  Kirtoti,  i^ulfolk ;  JkUthar  of  *'  The  BUhup*ft  lMiiiK:ht*?r/* 
**  Self-Sacrifice,"  "  The  Lifr-B<xtk  of  n  Ubourer/*  kc.  New  Kdition*  2  \oU,  fcp.  evo.  13>.  ctotb, 
%*  Sepiirtteljr— Vol.  L  (First  Serie*>,«i- ;  Vol.  IL  ^Second  Sede«),  7». 

NECKER  DE  SADSSURE -PROGRESSIVE  EDUCATION ; 

(Wt  Consider ttionft  on  the  Connie  of  Life*    TranilAte*!  and  abridged  froui  the  Frencb  of 
MiuLuue  N£CM£R  De  Shv»»v».iLt  by  Mi^  Holla  no.    a  vols.  fcp.  Bvo.  19*.  6d,  clotb. 
*,*  Scpwately-VolK.  I.  and  II-  lHn, ;  VoL  III.  7i.  6d, 

OWEN,  -  LECTURES  ON  THE  COMPARATIVE  ANATOMY 

■nd  PHYSiOU>GY  of  the  IXVERTEBHATE  ANIMAL*,  dclivired  at  the  Royal  CoJle|re 
of  8ur»cimiis  i II  I H43.  By  R 1  c H  A  mn  Dw K K ,  F.  IL S.  H tin terian  Profe««or  to  tbe  CoQefe.  8vo« 
with  JieaJly  140  Wood  Kjijfravjngi^  Ha,  cloth. 

OWEN -LECTURES  ON  THE  COMPARATIVE   ANATOMY 

uid  PHYSiOLtKjY  of  the  VKKTI^BRATR  ANIMALS,  deiivered  at  the  lioyal  CoUe^re  of 
Suriceoni  in  1844  and  18iC,  Hy  RrcfiAuu  i>wa?fr  F.E.3.  HuDterian  PTofeaaor  to  the  College, 
In  2  TOts,    Vol.  !-  Svo.  irilb  umneroui  Wooden  la,  14a.  cloth. 

PARABLES  OF  OUR  LORD  (ILLUMINATED). 

PAHAULES  of  OUR  UlRl),  richly  itlumhiatHi,  with  appropriate  Borders,  printed  in 
C>1our«  and  in  Black  and  Gold ;  with  a  Bi-iiin*  from  one  of  the  early  German  Engravers. 
Square  fcp*  8v'o.  21 ».  in  a  maaaive  carded  binding ;  or  30a.  bonnd  in  morocco. 

PARKES -DOMESTIC  DUTIES; 

Or,  tnatmctions  to  Younj^  ^Uarried  Ladlea  on  the  ManaireiDent  of  thdr  Hoitwholda*  and  the 
Regulation  nj(  their  Condijet  im  the  %iiin(»u9  Retationa  oxid  Dutjes  of  Mame^l  Life*  By  Mrt. 
W.  Parkin     New  Edition.     Fcp.  8*o.  ft*,  cltfth. 

PARKELL.-A  TREATISE  ON  ROADS, 

Wherein  the  Prlncipln  on  which  Roada  alMUld  be  iwa  le  are  explained  an<t  illuatrated  by  (Im* 
FlwnH,  :4|>ecificatiaiia^  and  i^fintracUi,  made  nae  of  by  'Vhoma^ieltord*  L<k|.  on  tUc  llolybml 
Road.    Hy  Sia  HitNitif  I'AKNii^Ltp  UarL    New  Eiiitiun^  »vo.  (AUh  u  I'iatea,  2U.  clotli* 

PARROT -THE  ASCENT  OF  MOUNT  ARARAT. 

By  Dr.  FitiKttHJcii  PAaaoT,  Frofestor  of  Natural  nithMophv  in  the  University  of  Dornatj 
Rii<iEiian  lmt>eriuJ  Councillor  of  Siatr,  Ike,  TranntatHril  and  Ktiitefl  by  W*  l>,  Coolkit.  Eaq, 
Aiithorof  tilt' *' History  of  Maritiiiie  and  liila;id  Uwcuvcry/*  &C.  8vo.  wilb  a  MapbyAr- 
rowttuijth,  and  Woo«lcutat  1««-  cloth. 

PASCAL'S  MISCELLANEOUS  WRITINGS : 

ConaistlDi-ofCormpomlenccwritb  Relabveaatid  Fnrnd«;  Letter  on  theDeatb  of  hia  Fatbtr, 
in  A  complete  ttate,  from  «>ri^nal  sources;  PhdoaophicalTreatiAea;  Dikcouraeon  tht-  **  PaaMitoii 
of  Love^' (lately  dlacoveredK  E^saay  on  tbe  Art  uf  Pen uaaioii,  Hnd   Nott-aon  i:.'  id 

Styles  Convcriationi— t>n  the  Condition  of  the  Great,  tkci  detached  TIhjur^Ih 
Stc:   the  i^eater  part  never  before  pubh»hed   in  thia  Country,  and  lar^c  ['  a 

Oriirinal  MUS.  Arrajij^ed  and  tranatated  from  the  French  Edition  of  M.  P.  Fuiutrc,  udJl 
Introduction,  Ediiuriai  Notices,  Notes,  &:c.    By  G.  Pkauce,  E»q.    Poat  8vo.  e».  6d*  cloth. 

PASCAL'S  PROVINCIAL  LETTERS: 

With  an  "  Easay  on  Paacal,  ronj*idered  a^  a  Writer  and  Hoimlkt/*  by  II.  ViLLXMAin*  Peer 
of  France,  late  Minister  of  Public  Instruction,  fcc.  Newly  tranihited  from  the  French,  with 
klemoir,  Notea,  and  Appiinduc,  by  G.  Paaack,  Eaq.    Po«t  «vo.  with  Portrait,  8a.  6d.  ctach. 

PEREIRA.-A  TREATISE  ON  FOOD  AND  DIET: 

With  t^tiiser\'atk>MS  cm  the  I'ieietira)  Rei^imen  iiiiitL'd  for  I>ijii<«rdered  Htatea  of  the  Dlg'eative 
OrKai]!*;  anil  an  Account  of  the  PiHitrit'X  of  ftonif  of  tJie  principal  MetrorioUtan  and  other 
BatabtiKhruents  for  Paupt^rjt,  Lmiaticn,  CriiuiimlJ^  Children,  the  :^ick,  &c.  By  Jok,  PEaKiRA^ 
W.l).  r.H.S,  &  L.S.  Author  of  "  EU-roenta  of  Materia  Medica.*'    Svo.  IGt.  c/oth. 

PESCHEL.-ELEMENTS  OF  PHYSICS. 

By  C.  F*  Pkaciikl,  Principal  of  the  Biiyal  Military  College,  Dresden.  Tranalatcd  trvm  the 
German,  with  Notes,  by  E.  Wut.    3  vola.  fcp.  Svo.  with  Din^nunt  and  Woodcuta,  31a.  doth. 


Separately 


IPart  I,  Tlw  Phyoca  nf  Ponderable  Budiea.    Fcp*  8vo.  Ta.  ekL  doCli. 
Fart  t,  ]mj[»ndtfnibl«  Bi»di«i  (Li^ht,  Heat,  Mai^oetiiiiii,  Electricity,  and  Electro^ 


Dynamica)*    2  vola,  fcp.  tlvo.  13a.  (kl.,clotb. 
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NEW  WORKS  AND  NEW  EDITIONS 


PHILLIPS -AN  ELEMENTARY  IKTROHUCTTOJJ  TO  MINE- 

RAL4^>GY  \  conipriilo^  a,  XoHce  of  the  rTliariictf'irH,  Prop^rtiei ,  lud  Cbemic&l  ConstJCotiim  o€ 
lUiDerftls:  with  Account*  of  tlie  Place*  and  Circumstancei  in  whicb  they  wc  fcmud-  Bv 
WjLLMM  Phillips^  F.L,S.M.G.J<*  9ic.  A  New  Edition.  coiTccti»d,  enUrged«  and  iniproTed, 
hy  H.  G.  HkooKit,  F.R..S.  i  and  W.  H.  Millkr^  M.A.|  F.R.a,  Profe«M>r  of  Mineralocy  In 
the  UnivFriity  of  Camljr[dg:e,    Bvo.  with  ouiticrona  Vfm^  En^^nvrng^,  [/n  ike  f 

PIIILLIPS-FIGTJRES     AND     DESCRIPTIONS    OF     TH 


PAL/EOZOIC  F<>5«!51LS  of  Cr^RVWVLL,  DE\0\%  and   WtST  S(»MRR5BT;    obnerred 
tbe courte  of  tb<? Ordimnci  '  ^urvey  of  thmt  district,    I)y  John  Phillips,  if. 

F.G*S.  ate,    Publiiliedby  *  *•  Lordis  Comnii«*iotieri  of  H.M.  Treasury.     8vo.  wi 

60  Pistes,  compriiinjf  very  i,  .ures,  Us.  cloth. 


erred  l^l 


PLUNKETT -THE  PAST  AND  FUTURE  OF  THE  BRITISH 

NA\nr.  IJyC«ptjim  the  Hon.  E.  PLfTNKtTT,  R,N.  Second  Kditian,  rorrected  luid  enlarrrd; 
with  KoteHi,  ami  ni*inr  Inforinutiou  communicated  by  HL'veral  Ollicers  of  DiatUictioii.  Post  eno. 
te.  6d.  cloth. 

THE  POCKET  AND  THE  STUD  ; 

Or,  Practical  Hint«on  thi?  MAnaarcinent  of  the  Stable.  Dy  HARitr  HlVOVKR.  Ati^tlorof 
*»  Srablp-Talk  and  THblp-T«lk  ■  or,  Spcci«f:le»  for  Youiir-  Sporturaen*"  Fcp.  »iro.  wUll  AHtrmfl 
of  the  Author  on  bia  ravonrite  Hor^e  "  Harlequin/*  5s.  balf-boand. 

PORTLOCK.- REPORT  ON  THE  GEOLOGY  OF  THE  CO 

of  U>Nil(JNOEliEY,  and  of  Parts  of  Tyrone  anrl  Femninajrh.  exnniineti  and  de«siL_ 
the  Authority  of  tbe  Master-Gen eral  and  lk«rd  of  Ordnance,  By  J,  K.  Portlock. 
Sec.    Bvo.  wUb  46  Plates,  24a,  clotb. 

POWER,-SKETCHES  IN  NEW  ZEALAND, 

ftith  Pen  and  IVnril.     By  W.  Tyrone   Powir,  1>,A.('.0.     From 


Jfmmal  kept  In  AH 
Countr) ,  r^uijTuly  IS4d  to  June  ]84«.    With  g  Platet  aud  2  Woo<tcut%  from  Drawmcs  m^itt 


on  Ihe  apot.    Post  8iro.  Itt.  clotli* 

*■  The  boulk  \»  *Frj  pkUAbtl;  wri«tiTi,  cmir4«)  irltli 
bnrrit;  aJttl  ck-v«r«»,  ft  coiunWla  rr»ir  «  ^f  iJic  p»*t  fcnM  r.r 
bctfRm  the  aktlf*  iHbM.  %ht  Nev  ZfttX^iMX.  Comivati  i .    ' 
uM  of  Stm  lc»l«si<  «tiit«d  Ml  f^UVj  or  M  iQtclliiritl} 
the  iBtcTMi  U4  v)il«c  of  hlfl  •tAtenuntn.      Hit  |outr,- 
ferftckUa*  dmnhrif  bi«  fnt^rvoanr  wfth  the  natiTfiij  4hil 


by  bccia  pMi  iA4i  prticil»  Aa4  < _,_ 

.■l;irH>n*,<wiinfi|ieatrd  vntrnph  m  tlwir  oti^iti  **^  lynjp,^ 

|'«««r'*  pczwnt»l  sufntiTv  ron«.U1eralil«  aoi^ 

I  a  OKittiiUin*!  Aiul   la  irx,rioiM  dJirv-ctiont   wrtt 

L.  4f  arnvdc*  life  whlca  W'rtrj  now  a.(id  lb«B  T^it  1 


ucitrtncDt^  uid  bnoc  vnt  Lo  ibukr  dcUuib  ait  ■lAtctfTi  pktojv  of  titMi  «aloDY. 

PYCROFT.-THE  COLLEGIAN'S  GUIDE; 

Or,  EfH'oUer'tionB  of  Collejrf  Days:   5ettir>g  forth  the  Advantaierei^  and  Tfmptationa  af 
L'uiver«it>'  Education.     By  the  Tier-  Jam  rs  PycRorr,  D.A.*  Author  of  "  A  €k»urse  of  ] 
Reading/*  &c.    Post  Bvo,  10s.  6d.  cloth. 

PYCROFT.-A  COURSE  OF  ENGLISH  READING, 

Adaiiteil  tn  every  Taste  and  Caimcitv  :   with  Ai\ecii*jt*M  of  Men  of  Letters*      tfy  th 
James  PYCiiofr,  B.A-  Autlior  of  '"Tlit;  Collegian'*  Guide,  &c,**    IVp.  svo.  Ca.  <kL  cli 

RANKE'S  HISTORY  OF  THE  REFORMATION. 

Translated  by  Saiiaii  Austjs^  TranaUtor  of  Ranke'a  '*  History  of  the  Pope*.**  Vola.  t, 
avo.  30a.j  Vol.  in.  I8».,  cloth. 

READER.-TIME  TABLES,  eonjisting  of  365  Tables 

Shewinifp  wiTiiot  T  CAixut*ATloN,  the  Number  of  Days  frore*  ewi7  Day  in  the  Year  to  u 
other  Day,  for  any  period  not  ejcceeding^  3fi5  I>tya.    Compiled  to  raciHtnte  the  Operalioti 
DiarountmR  BJIIt)  and  the  CaJculation  of  Ititei-eatOn  BnTikine- and  Current  Acrounta^   n^^ 
By  Tmoj*  AH  RiEAi>BR,    Poal  svo.  I4a.  doth  \  or  I7a.  calf  lettered. 

REID.  -  ILLUSTRATIONS    OF    THE    PRINCIPLES    AND 

PRACTICE  of  WARMINO  and  VKNTILATING,  will*  Preliminar)'  Remark*  on  HeaHli  ai% 
Len^b  of  Life.   By  1>.  B.  Rk  ro»  M.D.  F,ll.S.E.  8vo.  with  Diaf  racna  and  WoodcuU,  1 6«.  cloil 

REST  IN  THE  CHURCH. 

By  the  Authitr  t>f  »♦  Froai  Oxford  lo  Rome;  and»How  it  Fared  with  loinc  who  lately  madet 
Journey/^    New  Hdilioiu    Ftp.  8vo.  C*.  Hii.  cMh. 

RICH -THE  ILLUSTRATED  COMPANION  TO  THE  LATTN' 

DICTION  A  RY  AND  GREEK  T.EXrCnN' :  fonnintf  a  Glofaary  of  all  iheWorda  n 
Vi*ibk  Obji^^ts  totiupcifd  wiih  the  Arl«.  MinfcufiHtiireJl,  and  Bv^ry-ilay  Ufeof  thi 
With  Hei'ies^ntatioiia  of  nt-iiriy  Two  Thoiiftand  Objects  flroin  the  Antique.     By    '       ,.     , 
Rich,  Jiin.  B.A.  laleof  CaiuaCoUefe,  Qimbrtdfe    Pwrt  Sto.  with   about  9,000  VVc>otJcut^ 
3 la.  cloth. 
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RICIITER-LEVANA;  OR, THE  DOCTRINE  OF  EDUCATION. 

TraiuUted  from  the  Gcrram  of  SuhV  Pa pl  Pi.  SttCHTRK.    Post  Svo.  10s.  <kl.  doth, 

RIDDLE.-A  COPIOUS  AND  CRITICAL   LATIN-ENGLISH 

LEXIC{)N,  founded  on  thfr  G«rmui-LAtin  Dictjonarif*  of  Dr.  Williiim  Frti'Uiid.  liy  the  Ri.'v. 
J.  K.  HiuoLK,  il.A.  Autt^orof  "  A  Comi^lete  Latin-Eo^liflh  And  Kn^lifih-ljitin  IMctdonfin','' 
**  Kct:Je»iii»riL'al  Cbroiiolo|fy,"  3tc.  Pout  4to.  iiiiiforro  with  "  LtdtleU  Mid  Scoit'i  Gre«k 
Lexicon/*  Jt'i.  lOa.  cloth, 

RIDDLE -A  COMPLETE  LATIN-ENGLISH  AND  ENGLISH- 

L.^TJ  N  DICTIOXAEYp  for  the  u»e  of  Collej^efl  and  Shoots.  By  tlie  Eev.  J.  E.  Uiudlk,  M.A. 
New  £ditJOD.    Svo.  31ft. Gd.  cloth. 

S«Tiftrat«lv  i"^^  En(fU«b-l*tin  Dictionar)'*  lO*-  ^-  cloth. 

"  y  ^-jijjp  Latin- Eiijflish  Dictiwuftry,  31».  cloth. 

RIDDLE.-A  DIAMOND   LATIN-ENGLISH  DICTIONARY. 

For  the  WAktcoot- pocket  A  Guide  to  the  lileanmjif,  QriAlity,.  nnd  riif^M  Acreiituatioii  of  Latin 
Cl&utcnl  \Vord««    Hy  the  Rev.  J.  K.  Hiddlk,  M.  A.    New  Kdition.    Royal  32iqo.  4a»  bouxuL 

RIDDLE.-ECCLESIASTICAL  CHRONOLOGY ; 

Ur,  Aiinalt^  of  the  t^hrittian  Churchy  frotu  ita  Foundation  to  thi?  [jrei<*wt  Time,  Contaitiififr  a 
Xit^vt  of  General  C!liur<!h  History^  and  the  Coorve  ef  Secular  £vent« ;  the  LiinJts  of  the 
Oiiirch  and  Uh  Rrlationa  to  the  State;  CoiitroveniieJi;  Sects  and  Parties;  Ititei, 
Jn«titutionii,  and  DiAciplinCt  &c.    By  the  Rev.  J.  E,  Riddlk,  MtA.    Svo,  15a.  cloth. 

RIDDLE.-LETTERS  FROM  AN  ABSENT  GODFATHER; 

Ur^  a  Ci>rnp«iidiuai  of  Hrlt^iotis  lojiLruction  for  Younjc  Per:^^!!^.  By  the  ttev.  J.  K.  KiODLCf 
M.A.     Fcp.  8vo.  fii.  f-loth. 

RITCIIIE.-RAILWAYS  :    THEIR  RISE  AND    PROGRESS, 

and  OJNSl^HUCriON.  With  Rt'uinrkB  on  Roilway  Accidcntu,  attd  Proiiotali  for  their 
Prevention.  By  Rodrut  Rjtciiir,  Ean.  F.R.S.  8.A.  Aitociate  of  the  Institute  of  CitB 
Bn^ueera.    Fcp.  Bto,  with  Woodcut  and  I)ia{(nuiu,  9».  cloth. 

RIVERS.-THE  ROSE  AMATEUR'S  GUIDE ; 

Containmnf  aniple  Dcftcriplionft  of  nil  th*;  fine  leadiiiij  %'arietiei  of  litmo^t  re(pularjy  cLataed  In 
tlicir  respective  Flamihen ;  their  History  and  mode  of  Culture.  Hy  T.  Kivrm,  Jun.  New 
Edition,  corrected  and  improved.    Fcp.  Svo.  fa.  cloth. 

ROBINSON.-THE  WHOLE  ART  OF  CURING,  PICKLING, 

AM*  i?MOKL\"G  MEAT  AXD  FISH,  both  m  the  British  and  Foreij^  Mode*.  With  many 
uit^TuI  .MificeHancHjua  R4.>cejpta,  and  full  Direction*  for  the  Conitruirtion  of  an  ecfjnoraical 
Uryinji  C'himni'v  and  Apparatu«p  qu  an  eiitiii'ly  Sen  Plan,  By  Jauka  ftuuifraoN,  Eighteen 
Yearn  a  Practical  Curer.     Fcp.  8vo.  4»,  Gd,  clalh. 

ROBINSON.-THE    WHOLE  ART  OF  MAKING   BRITISH 

WINES  CORDIALS,  and  LIQUEUR."^,  in  the  preatett  Perfection-,  as  also  Strong  and 
Cordial  Watera,  To  which  ia  added,  a  Collection  of  ValUAble  Rt-cipef  for  Pre  wing  Fine  indi 
Strong  Atea^  and  Miscellaneoua  Articles  conuoctird  with  the  Practice.  By  J  am  ks  Hobimsok. 
Fcp,  i*vo.  6«.  doth. 

ROGERS.-THE  VEGETABLE  CULTIVATOR; 


ContaininjiC  &  pluit  ^nd  accurate  Deacnptiqu  of  all  tbediirerent  z^peciefiof  Culituirv  Vefc^etablea, 
with  the  moit  approved  Method  of  Cultivating^  them  by  Natural  and  Artiliciai  Meaoa.  and 
the  beat  Model  of  Cookinjf  them.  Together  with  a  Deiicription  ot  the  Thy  tical  Merbt  in  feneral 
IFae,    By  J,  Rookkb,  Author  uf  **  The  Fniit  Cultivator.^'    New  litlitiuu.    Fcp.Svo.  7a.  dotlu 

ROWTON.-THE  FEMALE  POETS  OF  GREAT  BRITAIN, 

Cbronolofrically  arrmnred :  with  ropioua  ^electioof,  anil  Critical  Remarkt.  By  FniDcnic 
HowTOM,  Author  of  ••llie  Debater,"    Square  crown  8\o.  14*.  cloth. 


ROWTON.-THE  DEBATER ; 

Bejnr  a  Serfea  of  coniulete  Debitet,  Onttioei  of  Debates,  and  QoiatioaR  for  Diacuaaioo  j  with 
ample  Refereucea  to  ifie  best  Soercca  of  Infonnatioti  ou  each  parttcular  Topic  By  FnRUimio 
RowTONt  Author  of  "  The  Female  Poeta  of  Gn^t  Britain.'"    Fcp.  9\o.  6a.  cloth. 
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NBW  WORKS  AND  NEW  EDITIONS 


SANDBY -MESMERISM  AKD  ITS  OPPONENTS. 

Bv  George  Sandbv,  M.k.  Vicir  of  Flixton,  SuflTolk,  New  Kdititin,  roniidenblT 
<^iilar^ed;  with  an  Introductory  Chapter  ou  the  Hostility  of  SdcDli fie  and  Medical  Meu  to 
Mefimeji&m.    I61110.  5s.  cloth;  or  in  3  FurU, 3i.  each* 

SANDFORD  -PAROCII 1  ALIA , 

Or,  Church,  School^  and  Paritb.  JBv  John  ^asdtokd^  B.D.  Vicnr  of  Dunchurch,  Cliipliiia 
to  the  Lord  BiAhop  of  Worceater,  uid  Rural  I>ean.»   Svo.  it  ith  Wochdcuts,  l€«.  cloth. 

SANDFORD -WOMAN  IN  HER  SOCIAL   AND  DOMESTIC 

CHARACTER.    By  Mrs.  John  SAiVDFoao,    New  BOititin,    Fcp.  8vo.  6s,  clotli* 

SANDFORD.-FEMALE  IMPROVEMENT. 

By  Mra,  John  Sandfohd.    New  EditioD.  Fcp.  gvo.  7b.  cloth. 

SCIILEIDEN.-PRINCIPLES  OF  SCIENTIFIC  BOTANY ; 

Or,  Botany  «i  ail  Inductive  Science.  By  Dr.  M.J.  HcHtiiinKN,  Extrnordinary  ProfesiOr  of 
Botany  in  the  University  of  Jena.  Translated  by  Edwin  LAXKErrKtt,  M.D,  F.R,S.  F.L.S, 
Lecturf^r  on  Hot  an  v  at  the  St,  Ge4>rge*s  tkhiwl  of  Medicine,  London.  8vo.  with  FUt«»  anil 
Woodcuts,  3la,  cloth. 

"  VVr  con|tr«tulJiti*  oojr  rnadert  a  the  nfypiiarfuirt  «f  aa  En^Hjih  tslitioti  of  this  nnuu-liKtlt  work,  b;  a  jnttrawn 
■o  capAble  tf>  do  ta,\l  ju»tk«  to  It  «j  DrvLMnkctti'T.  ft  eanant  Ent]  tn  ioTf^n-it  drcpU  all  tnu  lo?*n  or  BaCBBlfisl 
ScLcncc,  ojui  we  b«liieT«  it  «iU  be  coiuidered  4.  nJoablc  addiUnu  to  oar  boUmicaJ  liieraiturG." 

SCOFFERN.-THE  MANUFACTURE  OF  SUGAR, 

In  the  Colonics  and  at  Home,  chemically  contidered.  By  John  ^cofwekm,  M.D.  Loud,  late 
Professor  of  Chemistry  at  the  Alderiifpate  College  of  Medicine.  Bvo,  with  Il]iustntioiui(OBe 
coloured)  10s.  6d.  cloth, 

SEAWARD. -SIR  EDWARD  SEA  WARD'S  NARRATIVE  OF 

HIS  SHIPWRECK,  and  ronsequent  DUcovery  of  certain  tslanda  in  the  Cjiribbean  Sea;  willi 
a  detail  of  many  eictraordiuary  and  hig'hl)' interesting  Events  in  his  Life,  from  1733  to  1749.  aa 
written  in  his  own  Diary.  Edited  by  Miss  J  a  k  b  Poatkr.  3d  Edition,  with  a  New  Nautical 
and  Geographical  Introduction,    a  vola.  post  8vo,  3 la.  cloth, 

SENIOR.-CHARLES  VERNON  : 

A  Ttanaatlantic  Tale.    By  Lieut, -Colon el  Hkxry  Sbnior,    2  rola.  poat  Svo.    2Ii.  boardi. 

THE  SERMON  ON  THE  MOUNT. 

Printed  in  Gold  and  Colouri,  in  the  MiE^snl  style  j  with  OrnBraental  Borden  hy  t>(riK  JoKUf 
Architect,  and  an  illurninnted  Frontispiece  hy  W.  Box  ALU  Hmj.  New  Edition,  Fcp.  4to> 
in  a  rich  brocaded  filk  cover,  ais, ;  or  bound  in  morocco,  hy  flayday,  35i, 

SEWELL -AMY  HERBERT. 

By  a  Lady.  Edited  by  the  Rev.  William  Skwkll,  B.LK  Fellow  and  Tutor  of  Eaeter 
College,  OJtford,    New  Edition.    tJ  vols,  fep,  Bvo,  Va.  cloth, 

SEWELL.-GERTRUDE. 

A  Tale.    By  the  Author  of  "  Amy  Herbert. '^ 
Fellow  and  Tutor  i>r  E.xcter  College,  Oxford. 


Edited  by  the  Rev.  William  Saw  ell,  B.D. 
New  Edition.    3  vola.  fep.  Svo.  9a,  cloth. 


SEWELL.-LANETON  PARSONAGE ; 


A  Tale  for  Children,  on  the  Proctical  L'se  of  a  portion  of  the  Church  Catechisni.    By  the 
"*  Amy  Herbert,"  F^»te<i  by  the  Hev.  W.  S kwell,  B.D,  Fellow  and  Tutor  of  fiaeter 


Author  of ' 
College,  Oitford. 


Newr  Edition,    S  vola.  fcp.  8vo,  l«e.  doth. 


SEWELL. -MARGARET  PERCIVAL. 

By  the  Author  of  **  Amy  Herbert.'*  Edited  by  the  Rev.  W.  SiEWKLLt  B.D.  Fellow  and  Ttitor 
of  Exeter  College,  Oxford,    New  Edition.    3  vols,  fcp.  #vo,  ia§,  cloth. 

8HAKSPEARE,  BY  BOWDLER. 

THE  FAMILY  SHARSPEARE;  in  which  notbinjr  is  addfdto  the  Original  TeJtt .  but  tboa« 
word^anrl  expreMionssre  osii/f^rf  which  cannot  with  propriety  be  readnloud.  Hy  T  fiowDLKit, 
Zm.  ¥. R.^.  New  Edition,  hvo.  with  3$  l^nipranngi  on  Wood,  insm  designs  by  Suilrke,  Howard, 
ana  other  Artists,  21s.  cloth;  or,  in  8  vola.  9vo,  without  Uluat  ration  a,  ^4.  t4i.  6d.  boardt. 
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SHORT  WHIST: 

lU  Rii«,  IVogT(»a,aiid  Lmwi'i  wuhObsprvstinnitomakpanyoneiiWhistPlJiyer;  contjUninf 
aiso  the  Laws  of  Piquet,  Cassino,  l-Urnrt^,  Criljbnxe,  Backpumriion.  lly  Major  A  *  ■  *  •  *. 
New  Edition.   To  which  are  addcd»  PretepU  far  Jyroi),    By  Mrs.  B*  *  *  •."  Kcp.  8vo.  3fl  cloth. 

THE  GOOD  SHUNAMMITE. 

From  the  Hoi  jr  Script  a  r».  Wiih  Six  Ohirirnil  I>«i^s  by  A.  Klri.v,  And  on  Omaineiii«l 
Border  to  (fAch  paii^t  in  the  Uifiul  ntyle,  by  U  Gki?:^  Kit,  printett  in  Coluumand  Gotd.  ^^aare 
fcp.  8va.  31s.  in  maiaivi:  carved  covers  ;  or  S0«.  tmiuid  in  morocco^ 

SINCLAIR-SIR  EDWARD  GRAHAM  ; 

Or,  Railway  SpecuJatort.  By  Cathkrink  Sinclair,  Author  of  ••Modem  Accompliab- 
nienta,"  Stc.    3  Y4»lfi.  post  Dvo.  3lt.  6d,  boardtf. 

SINCLAIR.-THE  BUSI^^ESS  OF  LIFE. 

liy  Catijrri:«is  SixcLAiti,  Autljor  of  ^'Tho  Journey  of  Life,"  " Modern  Sodetyp**  **Jiiie 
lk>uv«riei,''  Sic    2  voli.  fcapBvo.  lut.  cloth. 

'*  Thf  ■,Bilios«M  luM  tiKaeiMttod  in  mtjHuttag  to  rrflcetknu  of  •  atrattg!;  nUaioM  luluf*  tbt  cfaftntw  of  Ultf«>y 
tmlKrillriineat.  TbaH  MMfa  or  ralooUoM  nHtU  bo  fcwMl  fkU  of  tetonot,  m  well  m  ut  UMferoetitt  mottor.  MIm 
^melMli  hM  bc<p«cbi  1^  tkmraaanm  «f  ik  lieUf  HoMd  oad  bkably  euttkfoted  ulod  to  ()■»  spoa  tb*  aa^M  of 
irbf  kOB  ;  «ad  bu  «a«ciit^  htr  bull  witli  to  nwcn  food  lAMtc^  (Wmii,  muI  )ii4tf«Miit,  IhaS  ao  on*  caa  Mid  IM  work 
vltlwttt  dcncrliiir  plMton  u  well  u  liutnwtloo  f^om  th*  penM«l  "— ,St  wdat  Tliua. 

SINCLAIR-THE  JOURNEY  OF  LIFE. 


By  CATHBHiNKdrKCLAia,  Author  of  '*  The  Hutiinctii  of  Life,"  '*  MoJi^rn  Society,*^ 
Bouverie,"  8tc.    New  Edition,  correcied  and  en  tarred.    Fcp.  hto.  Sa.  cluth. 


'■  Jane 


SIN NETT.-BY WAYS  OF  HISTORY, 

From  the  Twelfth  to  the  :?i]ttcenth  Osutuxy.  tiy  Aim.  Peacv  Hinitett.  3  voia.  poit  Bvo. 
184.  cloth. 

SIR  ROGER  BE  COVERLEY. 

From  the  f^iMrctator.  Witl»  Sutta  and  Illustrations,  and  EngjavingB  on  Wood  fimm  Desti^nt 
liy  FabDKRicK  1  aylbr,  Member  of  the  Society  of  Pointcrt  m  Water  Coloura.  [Xtttrlg  readjf. 

THE  SKETCHES : 

Three  T*le».  By  the  Authors  of  'Mmy  Herbert,"  "The  Old  Man's  Home,"  and  "Hawk. 
■tone."    Sew  Ell J lion.     hep.  ivo,  with  6  Pktea,  H«.  cloth. 

SMITH.-THE  WORKS  OF  THE  REV.  SYDNEY  SMITH: 

Itiilndinif  bin  CoiitributiAi*  to  THK  HUJNUt^KGH  HEVIKW,  FKTIitt  FLYMLKY*S 
LliiFl  KH;?,  and  otiit'r  MiacetlaiR'oua  Writin^&.  Ntvi  LdKum,  wjth  Additioits.  3  voU.  8ro. 
With  rurtrmt,  ;^».  cloth. 

SMITH.-SERMONS  PREACHED  AT  ST.  PAUL'S  CATHE- 

dral,  the  Foundling  Hospital,  and  several  Churchea  in  London;  t<^ether  with  others 
addreafted  tu  a  Couuiry  Con»f  rejj^atioii.  By  the  bite  Hev,  S y  os ii¥  Sh  ith,  Cauou  lieaidentiarf 
of  ^t.  PauF:)  Q&thedrai.    ax  a,  VJa.  cWth. 

SMITH.-SACRED  ANNALS; 

t>r,  Ke^-arches  into  the  Hiator>  and  U<>lij^iuQ  of  ManUiid,  fitim  the  Creation  of  the  World  to 
the  tJeath  of  iHaac :  deduced  from  the  Wriunjifaof  Moaesaud  oLber  (iiKi/irpd  A uthora, copiously 
jllufttrateii  and  contiriiic^l  by  the  Ancient  Kecordi»y  Tr»(litiof4s,  and  Mythology  of  the  Heathen 
World.    By  GKoaaa  J*mjtii,  F  A*.S.    Crown  8vo.  lOt.  cloth. 

V*  Vol.  IL  cofQpriKiug  the  History  and  ReLi^ioa  of  the  Hebrew  People,  from  IboOrii^tn 
of  the  fjation  to  the  time  of  L'hriat.    Crown  8vo.  in  2  pArtH,  12a.  cluth. 

SMITH.-THE  RIvLIGION  OF  ANCIENT  BRITAIN  HISTORI- 

CALL!  (JUNslHtRlilJ :  or,  a  Hwccmct  Account  ^f  the  *ev«:ral  livhj^toust  ^y«tem«  which  Jiate 
obtainerl  m  thi»  Ulaod  from  the  Earl  Rut  Tim  e»  tu  the  Nurmaii  Conquest :  mctudmg  an  tiivea- 
ti^tium  into  the  liarly  Pro^^re**  of  fcrror  ixi  tlie  Chi  latian  Cburcti.  the  Introduction  of  the 
liD^pcl  into  Britain,  and  the  atate  of  Religion  in  Eu^laod  till  Popery  had  gained  the  aacen- 
daucy.    By  Ororoe  Hm  [tu,  F.A.ii.    New  Ediliou.    tlvo.  7t.  60.  dolb. 

SMITH.-PERILOUS  TIMES; 

Or,  the  Ag|fTfa»ion»  of  Anlichriitian  Error  on  Scriptural  Chriitlanity,  conaidered  in  reference 
to  the  llaiigera  and  Dntiea  of  Proteituita.    By  O  ao.  SitirH,  F.A.S,     Fcp.  8vo.  Gt.  cloth. 
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SMITH -THE  VOYAGE  AND  SHIPWRECK  OF  ST.  PAUL : 

with  DeuerUticms  on  the  Sources  of  the  Writinn  of  3t.  Lake,  and  the  Ships  and  Xavintioa 
of  the  Antienta.  By  Jambs  Smith,  Esq.  of  Jordan  Hill,  F.R.S.  8to.  with  Views,  Charta, 
and  Woodcau,  14s.  cloth. 

SOAMES -THE  LATIN  CHURCH  DURING  ANGLO-SAXON 

TIMES.  By  the  Rer.  He.xrt  Soambs,  M Jk.,  Editor  of  "  Moshdm's  Inatitncs  oT  Prrirriaa- 
tkal  HistAry."    8vo.  14s.  cloth. 

SOME  PASSAGES  FROM  MODERN  HISTORY. 

By  the  Aaiticr  of  "  Letters  to  My  Unimown  Friends,*'  and  **  Twelve  Tears  Axo-**  Fcp.  Svo. 
6s.  M.  cloth. 

Co !f VENTS :— I.  Catharine  at  the  Battle  of  the  Pruth;  S  The  Death  of  Sir  Philip  SidiMT ; 
8.  Some  Passafi^es  from  ''La  Rentre^  Gloriease";  4.  Maria  Theresa  at  Presbunc:  5-  The 
English  Column  at  the  Battle  of  Fontenoy ;  6.  The  Rainbow  at  Prafue;  7.  The  Death  c»r 
Gostavns  Afiolphus ;  8.  The  Queen's  Prayer ;  9.  The  Execution  of  Louis  XVL ;  10.  The 
Sleep  of  Ar{^'le.  i 

THE  SONG  OF  SONGS,  WHICH  IS  SOLOMON'S.  i 

From  the  Holy  Scriptures.    Beinr  the  Six  Chapters  of  the  Book  of  the  Sonf  of  Sotomon,    | 
richly  illuminated,  in  the  Missal  Style,  by  Owen  Jones.    Elegantly  bound  in  reliero  leather. 
Imperial  16mo.  21s.  > 


SONGS,  MADRIGALS,  AND  SONNETS 


A  Gatherin)^  of  some  of  the  mo^  pleasant  Flowers  of  <  )ld  Enfliih  Poetry.  Set  in  borders  of 
coloured  OrnamcDts  and  Vi|nietts.  Square  fcp.  8vo.  10s.  6(1.  ornamental  boards ;  or  17a. 
bound  in  morocco  by  Hayday. 


ROBERT  SOUTHEY'S  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS; 

Containing^  all  the  Author's  last  Introductions  and  Notes.    Complete  in  One  Voliniie,  with 
Portrait  aud  View  of  the  Poet's  Residence  at  Keswick,  uniform  with  Byron's  and  Moore'a    I 
Poems.    8vo.  21s.  cloth ;  or  42s.  bound  in  morocco.  { 

*«*  AlbO,  an  Edition  in  10  vols.  fcp.  8vo.  with  Portrait  and  19  Plates,  jBI.  lOs.  cloth ;  bound  in     ; 
morocco,  Ji-k.  lOa. 

SOUTHEY.-SELECT  WORKS  OF  THE  BRITISH  POETS,       ' 

From  Chaucer  to  Withers.    With  Biographical  Sketches,  by  R.  South  by,  LL.D.    8vo.  SOa.     ' 
cloth  ;  with  gilt  edges,  31s.  6d.  < 

THE  LATE  MR.  SOUTHEY'S  COMMONPLACE  BOOK.  j 

Edited  by  his  Son-in-Law,  the  Rev.  John  Wood  Warter.   The  First  Skbibs,  compriaiiur    ! 
CHOICE  PASSAGES,  Moral,  Reli^ous,  Political,  PbUosophical,  Historical,  Poetical,  and 
Miscellaneous  ;  and  COLLECTIONS  for  the  History  of  Manners  and  Literature  in  England. 
Forming  a  volume  complete  in  itself.    With  a  medsllion  i\>rtrait  of  Soutbey.    Square  crown 
8vo.  18s.  cluth. 

THE  LATE  MR.  SOUTHEY'S  COMMONPLACE  BOOK.  i 

Edited  by  his  Son-in-Law,  the  Rev.  John  Wood  Warter.    Seco.nd  Seriss,  compriains  > 

SPECIAL  COLLECTIONS— viz.,  Ecclesiasticals,  or  Notes  and   Extracts   on  TheolojiricS  j 

Suiiecu  (with  Collections  cuncerninir  Cromweirs  Age) ;  Spanish  and  Portuguese  Literature  ;  I 

Middle  Ares,  &c.  ;  Notes  for  the  History  of  the  Keliffious  Orders ;  Orientalia,  or  Eastern  and  * 

Mahomedaii  Collections;   American  Tribes;   lucioeutal   and  Miscellaneous  lUustraiiona;  i 

Pbysica,  or  Remarkable  Facts  iu  Natural  History ;  and  Curious  1-acts,  quite  Misceilaneooa.  ! 

Forming  a  volume  complete  in  itself.    Square  crown  8vo.  los.  cloth.                                          *  > 

%«  The  Third  Series,  comprising  ANALYTICAL  READINGS,  is  in  the  prtM.  1 

SOUTHEY.-THE  LIFE  AND  CORRESPONDENCE  OF  THE 

LATE  ROBERT  SOUTHEY.  Edited  by  his  Son,  the  Rev.  Charles  Cuthbekt  South  ky, 
M.  A.  Vol.  I,  rontaining  his  Early  Autobiography,  College  Life,  Scheme  of  Social  Coloniaa- 
tion  in  America,  Visit  to  Lisbon,  &c.  Embellished  iiith  a  Portrait  of  Southey,  and  a  View 
of  Keswick,  Cumberland.    Post  8vo.  IDs.  6d.  cloth. 

%*  To  be  completed  in  Six  Volumes,  each  containing  a  Family  Portrait,  aud  a  Landscape 
lUustiution  by  >\ .  Westall.  Vol.  11.  will  be  published  at  the  end  of  Ucccmbcr  (1849),  and  the 
succeeding  voluuie:^  every  alternate  month. 

SOUTIIEY.-THE  DOCTOR,  &c. 

lly  the  late  Robert  South  ky.  Complete  in  One  Volume.  Edited  by  the  Author's  Son-in- 
Law,  the  Rev.  John  Wood  Wartkr.  With  Portrait,  Vignette  Title -page,  aud  Bust  of  the 
Author.    New  Edition.    S<iuare  crown  8vo.  21.h.  cloth. 
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SOUTHEY-THE  LIFE  OF  WESLEY; 

And  Rito  and  Prrnrrpss  of  BrIetbiMliim.  By  Robbilt  South  by.  Ziq-  LL.D.  New  Edition,  with 
Notes  by  the  lute  SAfimel  Tayjor  CoieritJjre,  K«q,.  and  lieiniirkft  on  Ih*'  Life  and  Clibmcter  of 
John  We«le>,  Ijy  tine  lite  Alexiuider  Kuox,  Ew^  Eiiit^d  by  Itte  tUtv.  CHAHLtc*  CutUBKAT 
SoiTHKY,  A.M.  Cunit*  of  Cockc^rmoutb.    3  voIj.  avo.  vtith  2  Fortr&its,  38«.  cloth. 

STABLE  TALK  AND  TABLE  TALK; 

or,  SPECrACLl-lS  for  YOUNG  SPOKTSMEN.  By  Hakrv  IhftOVBft.  New  Edition. 
1  Tots.  8va.  witli  Portnit;,  24a.  cloth. 

STEEL'S  SHIPMASTER'S  ASSISTANT ; 

Compiled  for  the  uit  of  Merchnntc,  Ownen  and  3ila«ten  of  Ships,  Officers  orCiastoma.  and  all 
Ffnoni  fomnectffd  with  Shlpiijni^  or  Conimerci* :  containini;  the  Low  and  Local  ItejryUtion* 
■ffeclingr  the  Uwiiersbip,  Charg^e,  and  M«nag-em«nt  of  ^hif«  anrl  their  CnrKoe«  ^  together  with 
Notices  of  other  Matterii,  and  all  neceutry  Inforroation  for  MaritierK.  NVw  KditjoUf  rew  ritten 
throufTliout.  Kditeil  by  Graham  Willmohk«  Esq.  M.A,  liarribterat-LAw ;  GtuuoR 
CLKVKKTfl,  of ibe  Cuitomi,  Lotidou ; tad  William  Tatk,  Author uf ** Th«  Modrrii  Cambist.** 
Ilvo.  iSa.  doth  i  or,  sue.  boond. 

STEPITEN.-ESSAYS  IN   ECCLESIASTICAL    BIOGRAPHY. 

By  tbettigbt  Hon.  Sir  Jamki  STEPilEK,  KCB.,  Profeiacir  ©f  Modern  Hi»tory  m  the  Uid- 
vcTtity  of  Cambridj^e.    3  vola.  Sto,  34 ■.  cloth. 

■*  Aa  ft comptctft  li«BauTT  at  bio|n%pl»7  of  nm  «hM»  \ntm  Atmrrfp  m  t*  kna«m,  ««  liMirlilj  tPHrmm^n,'.  thvM 
vohuuM  to  all  wlMcaa  adaiLr*  Ulvnt,  |wv«  h#aUlijr  r««dlii|y,  &n4  ire  iedwxu,  not  onljr  «f  rtcti  «4ntMi«>iE!f  n  I,  Uui  wf 
beiUjif  Aisniibnl  with  ifiatxticUon  wrartit  tiw  rnnemb«rii^E."  C»paca  mn  i»TJbTa  IjAtarra. 

STEPRF^^    HISTORY  OF  THE  EPISCOPAL  CHURCH  OF 

K'l  Ml  I  the  ll<*5ormiilion  to  lh«t  IF^eaent  Time.    By  Thomas  iSTKPHKS,  Author  of 

**  i  hi'  I  t'on*titiiTioii/'  *'  fc^jiirit  of  the  Church  of  Rome,*'  &c.    4  vol-i,  ttvo,  with  24 

high!y-fi]ijjsLi;d  i'ortraita  cugT»ved  on  ftt<?el,  a2»,  clotb. 

STEPHENS. -A  MANUAL  OF  BRITISH  COLEOPTERA, 

orJBKETLE^:  containiniBfaDeicriptJonof  nllthe  Speriea  of  Beetlea  hitherto  aMertalned  to 
iiiiimh it  Great  Britain  and  Ireland,  kc.  With  a  Complete  Index  of  the  Genera.  By  J-  K. 
Hi  KPii  feNj*.  F.  L.S>  Author  of  **  Jlluitrations  of  EDtcwiiolosry."    Poit  8vo«  14*.  dolb. 

THE  STUD,  FOR  PRACTICAL  PURPOSES  AND  PRACTICAL 

ME?*:  beinjr  a  Guide  to  the  Choice  of  a  Hone  for  nae  tnore  than  for  show.  By  Hakky 
li  I  i^ov&R.  Author  of "  Stable  Talk  and  Tuhke  Talk/'  Uaiform  with  the  "  Hif  Pocket  and  the 
Stud,"  With  Two  Plat«,  one  repre^entin^f  **  A  pretty  ic<>»d  surt  lor  moat  purpoaea/'  the 
otHef  **  *  Raytber'  a  bad  »ort  for  any  parpofte,"    Fcp.  Bvo.  &a.  half^bound. 

•*  K  %iiftu\  r^n.i.      li.i   ..ri*^  t,.  il,.    ..rirti..  .1    L«?..r  nud  tttUxt  ot  hoTt  ttmU^  i'ltt  la  t  prnon -mbn  inttoAm  to  bt » 

Ji    •->     - r.|  1ltUMag»lnM«iMilM  *  ri«it>l,  If  a  Jor«  ni>tquil#  put  bin  apUs 

II-  .  Liitt*  itfiottM  htdUUttli  f«T  Uic  knnwinf  DMibr  t«kii  him  in. 

Ill  11  .'j.r  MMitnlopfoeVfe  «fi4  ptrOH  ttiia  fuliuu*  :  Ibrj  mil  wfc 

Oitiu.!    Leu   Ulu'...Mr    it>   II..-    i,.i,,^*jr..  CaiTtC. 

THE  SUITOR'S  INSTRUCTOR  IN  THE  PRACTICE  OF  THE 

COUNTY  COLRT5 :  eontainSnir  nil  tbr  lnforr»mtJon  nece«iary  for  toiulwctinif  or  Defending 
a  Suit;  the  Vtv^  pnyableoti  curb  ^f*■p  -,  |lf Hfiihoos  of  the  Leg^ul  Terma  uaetl  kn  the  l^roceedltiga ; 
ail  Abstract  of  the  Art  of  I     '  -    *'     "  i>*of  IVactiro,  &c.  Aic     Ali«»,  a  I>i*rrict  Directory, 

Svinif  tJie  Names  of  all  r  utiruher  of  Houses  in  racb  ^IreH)  w  h4tb  form  the 

oundariea  of  the  Metro  1  n^uiJe  rroni  uu  urtuai  Per  mbulDtKHi  Aroun^  each ; 

and  a  Li Et  or  the  Coatitry  I  l»^Ti  «l  [t.     n)  a.  Comity  Court  AMiataot  Clerk*    l;aoo.  4t.  6d.  doth. 

SWAIN.-ENGLISH  MELODIES. 

By  CHARLSft  8WA  IN*  Author  of  **  The  Jllind,  and  other  Pocmt."    Fcp.  Bvu.  6b.  ckitb. 

^' A  votoavof  Ipia  whk]!i  will  be  rnd  vitb  kvidtty ...    Thr  ijfrrattj  of  #iil  k^^t*— «t4*  U«rTn»»nt  of  ttjtbiD^th* 


aoj&Urt  of  Ukc  teog*  n  atiiilnf  orifflaaUt}  lJi«t  i4«»o«i  rail  lo  clunn  tbc  rmlcr  «A4l  nv»(  b^  ftU^NHbi*." 

biiMAAi  TiMiai. 

TATE, -THE  COKTINDOUS  HISTORY  OF  THE  LIFE  AND 


WRITINGS  OP  m\  VWL.on 
Narrative,  « applied  frun 
Bora;  Pnuliiut  of  Dr.  T 
Canon  Heaidcnliar)  uf^t 


baaiii  of  tb<f  Acta;   with  Inlercttbry  dialler  of  8«cred 
'"•r,  and  eluriilairil  in  occaeiouai  lHa»ertatioii9>:  wUb  the 
•■  correct  edition,  subjoined.    By  JAMna  Tat  a,  M^A. 
V  •.  with  Map,  t3a.  cloth. 


TAYLER.-MARGARET; 

Of,  the  Ptearl.    By  the  Ketr.  Ch  AaLEn  B^  Ta  v  lk  h,  M.A.  Kertor  of  St.  Pfrter'a«  Ch»ter,  Author 
of  "  Lftdy  Mary  i  or,  Not  of  the  World/*  itc.    New  tUlitjou.    Fcp.  Svo,  6a,  dolb. 


so  NEW  WORKS  AND  NEW  EDITIONS 


TAYLER.-LADY  MARY; 

Or»  Not  of  the  World.  By  the  R*v,  Charles  B.  TATfLEn,  Rector  of  St,  Prter**,  Chester; 
Aurlior  of  •'  Mftr|ir»ret,  or  the  PtArl,"  &c.  New  Edition,  witb  a  Froulit]jieee  «^fr«ved  by  J. 
Ad«olon,    Fcp,  ttvo*  6a,  5d.  clotli. 

TAYLOR-LOYOLA :  AND  JESUITISM  IN  ITS  RUDIMENTS. 

By  Uaac  Taylor,  Author  of "  Natural  Histor)'  of  Enthuiiaaan,*'  &c.   Fo«t  8vo.  10*.  6d.  elotli. 

"  Varloiu  book*  an  Indiviclan]  Jnutta,  or  on  the  rfjaAtituUaot  nf  tbeir  QrAtti,  hmnUi*lj  appeuvd,  bntnoCbl&«  mi  «ll  •»- 
JurOMtUoff  la  intrrral  or  mrhl  to  Luynht :  twd  Jtauitim*  in  it*  RH«Um*tHU.  .  .  .  a.  book  tuAt  ra««t  b«  canfblly  read  by 
toy  on«  wIm  «i«h««  to  fortn  a  trac  idea  of  lAyola,  an«l  «k  idn  of  JevuttUm."— ^^FacTi^Toa, 

"Mr.  Tartnr  has  thrown  taftttltrr,  with  tit*  pdwvrhl  m«|>  of  bl>  wind ,  tbc  principal  evmUaiufcimLnutKfteH  vhidb 
KVm  Hm  td  thr  InMituliota  nfUw  Jeaitit  (Httvr,  ana  akatcbrO  Out  tV  character  of  ita  fonnijer  with  anumtertj  tiand.  Afft^  all 
Oil*  UUifa  ttut  hai  Irivn  frriliaD  do  tfac  nbj«cl  orlat*.  it  ia  rvfrMhinx  to  turn  over  tba  pacet  of  a  work  in  wfaidi  |b«  vnt^wct 
la IbaiMllnl  «riUi  the  dkgnlli  amd  anvrit?  olLmll]  trhkli  it»  LmporUiin  attd  the dumcter  of  hitfiorjr  ililc  demand." 

THIRLWALL.-TnE  HISTORY  OF  GREECE. 

By  th«  Right  R«v.  the  Lord  BiHiiopof  St.  Davjd's  (the  Rfv.  Connop  Thirlwall),  A  New 
EflJtion,  revued  i  with  Notes.  VoLi.  1.  to  V.  avo.  wirb  Maps,  S64.  etotli.  To  be  coinpletnl 
in  a  volumes,  price  lau.  each.  [Voi.  VI.  nearip  rtttdjf, 

**  1A>  arv  sliul  to  receive  another  Toloine  of  Uiit  edJtiofi  of  Buhop  'nikrln^l'a  *  Hialorj/  and  arr  <|uitr  •-nii«fi(M  _  an  aai 
Invpection  anu  «rnt«iit«,  at  thi<  delay  which  tvaa  occurTt>d  ib  tU  apftrarnocv.      1^  work  U>  oBeof  whn  l>  <  l^r- 

*hip  mftt   wrIJ  l>e  pcoud— uiiilinic  ujund  enidlUon  witli  rlrirant  ta'lt!,  an  itiUmntC'  knowledge  of  U  '  -t-«k 

hblorj,  With  (1  dbrrLnuiuitlnji  Juiltuienl,  a»d  4  Trr7  fir^Uiiitiiu*  ktylr  iif  i-iimptMiUoB.      Havia^  rrpraU'!  ttf 

opinion  no  JU  twril*,  wc  that!  ni»t  n««i'  nialir  any  attrtniit  at  i^lnht^mie  L-ritii.wtn. ...  W#  kiwar  ortwcla^* 
oa  a  »*htilp,  u  •ejrtiUtJrd  to  iipr>rov4J  and  iiiioilf*ll"0.     [ilxtki^k  Tlurlwuli  h  m  ei  idi-ntl*  «pared  no  pain*  t.' 
ajtvl   tin  will  Iwvc  h4«  nrwatd  in  th*  pefmAnrnl  hoiiJ   It  Jjiuwt  Ul^  <*n  Uir  tmblic  rriind....Tbii  praa^<r 
m^iiia'tnenta  of  Um  Kholamhip  of  Uic  day.      U  '^a  trud  it«<  wiUioul  Umg  dry,  amj  librrul  withoat  «c#pttr»^ 
Ule  Irutiititi  of  a  acholar  and  tJh*  ounfMri^  of  a  wrntltMnan,  and  cuortitiairt  a  mord  vf  tha  paai,  mm  wmcn  uie  •iiuaral 
and  the  phiuMMiphcr  otour  day  maj  faia  an  iiutrui^Ui^e  inaight  into  tbc  character  and  butitatooaa  of  the  OrvMaa,** 

Ecumc  Bartaw. 
«w«  Alio,  AD  Edition  in  8  vob.  fcp.  firo.  with  Vijnicite  Titlea,  £:^.  8i.  d^Xh, 

THOMSON'S  SEASONS. 

Ediii^'d  bv  BotTON  Cormky,  Esq,  Ilhiiitmted  with  Sevpnty -seven  Df^iigiii  drawn  cni  Wood, 
by  Af enibent  of  the  Etrhini?  CLub.  Ei!i|i,^rat  ed  by  Thompson  Hiid  otber  jt'iiiJij.ent  Eu^niiven. 
Sijuttrr  crowe  Mvo.  unjiform  with  ''*  Qaidcm)tb^>  Foema/^  2U.  cloth  \  or^  bouud  in  morocco, 
by  Hiiyday,  3«i. 

THOMSON'S  SEASONS. 

Edited,  with  Note»,  I'hdoAophical^  Dasttcal,  Historical,  and  Bio^fmphical,  by  Aitthobit 
Todd  TmumsoMj  M.D.  F.L.i^*    Fcp.  Bvo.  7a.  fid.  doth. 

THOMSON  "THE  DOMESTIC  MANAGEMENT  OF  THE  SICK 

ROOM,  iiect'ssarjf'J"  Aid  of  Medical  Txeatnicnl,  for  the  Ctireof  DiseQsea.  By  AjiTBoftT 
Todd  Tjioh!1(in«  M.D.  PX.3.  Professor  of  ^Materia  Medica  and  Therapeutics,  and  of 
Foren&ic  Medicine^  in  University  College,  London.    New  Edition.    Post  Svo.  ID»,  6d*  cloth. 

THOMSON.-TABLES  OF  INTEREST, 

AtThrw,  Four,  Four-hnd-aHiilf.  and  Five  ijerCi^-nt,,  from  One  Pound  to  Teo  Thotiaand*  and 
fmin  One  to  TTiretr  Huiidr«^d  iintl  ^ixty-flve  JMvh,  in  »  rejftdiir  pro»f rcnaion  of  sini^te  Lluya; 
with  intfrewt  at  all  the  aliove  Rates, from  One  lot'welvf  Monthn^  and  from  ( 'kiie  to  Ten  V«aT«. 
AJ*o*  nunieroiiti  otlier  Table*  Of  K.vchauge*,  TJiiiej  und  DiscoutiU.  By  John  Thomsok. 
Accountant.    New  Edition.    12ino.  Ha.  bound. 

THOMSON.-SCHOOL  CHEMISTRY ; 

Or,  Practiail  Rndimenttuf  the  Science.  By  Ko^kut  Dun  das  ThomsoNi  M.O,  Master  in 
SurtfiTv  in  th*'  Uidveraity  of  Glaascow  ;  Lecturer  on  Chemiiirv  in  the  umc  Univemity  ;  and 
foinierly  in  tlie  Medical  Servtct^of  the  tiouourable  Eaat  InJia  Company,  Fep.  fiyo.  wttli 
Woodcutft,  7».  cloth. 

THOMSON -EXPERIMENTAL  RESEARCHES  ON  THE  FOOD 

of  ANlMAiJ^  arid  the  FAITENIKG  uf  CATFLK:  with  Remarka  on  tlip  FlhxI  of  Man.  By 
RuBbiT  Du>DAi  TiiopkisoK,  M.B,  Author  of  *'  School  Chemistry  \  or,  Prueliial  Rudiments 
of  the  Science.'*    Fcp,  svo.  5i*.  cloth. 

THE  THUMB  BIBLE; 

Or,  Verbum  Sempliernuni.  By  J.  Taylor.  Beinff  aii  Epitome  of  the  Old  and  New  Teata- 
ments  in  En»flisli  Vcrfce.  Printed  from  the  Edition  of  IGga,  by  C.  Wbiitiogham,  Chiawick. 
64 mo.  !•.  fid.  bound  and  chtapecl. 

T0ML1NE.-AN  INTRODUCTION  TO  THE  STUDY  OF  THE 

BIBLE:  containinR^  Proofs  of  the  Authenticity  and  Inipiration  of  the  Holy  i^cripturrs- 
a  ijunmiary  of  the  History  of  the  Jews;  an  Account  of  the  Jewish  Secla^  oud  a  brief 
Statement  of  the  Contents  of  the  sevenil  Books  of  the  Old  and  New  Tevtamenta.  By  Geokob 
Tom  LI  N  B»  U.  D.  F.  ItS,    New  Edition    fcp.  8vo.  Sa.  m.  cloth. 


PUBLISHED  BY  MESSRS.  LONGMAN,  BROWN,  AND  CO.        SI 


TOOKE.-THE  HISTORY  OF  PRICES: 

With  re(6Tvnct  to  tht  Cauiiea  of  their  prificinal  V&i-iationi,  from  the  year  1792  to  the  ynr 
isas,  incluiivc,  Prec«tlecl  t>y  a  Sketch  of  Ibf  lli»tory  of  the  Com  Trade  m  the  l*st  Two  Ccn- 
toriet.    By  Thoma«  To<irb,  £»q.  FJ(.S.    3  role.  t>vo.  je2.  aa«  clotti. 

TOOKE.-THE  HISTORY  OF  PRICES,  AND  OF  THE  STATE 

of  the  CIttClTLATION  from  1P30  to  IMT*  incliiRlvej  with  ft  cenenl  Review  ©f  the  Currrncy 

nd  8  Vict.  c.  3'1:  bpinjf  a  conlioufltiou 


Qiie<iT  joiif  and  HemRrki  on  ihe  Oprrslion  of  the  Acts  7  a.n 

of  "The  Hiitary  of  PHce»,  frotn  I79i  to  tsag."    By  T.  Tooke,  E»q.  F.R.S. 


8VO.  lea.  cbth. 


TOWNSEND -THE  LIVES  OF  TWELVE  EMIMNT  JUDGES 

of  the  LAST  mid  of  the  PEESKNT  CKNTURY.  By  W.  Charlkji  Town  send,  E»ii.  M.A. 
Recorder  of  MACcleifield  j  Author  of  '^  Memoire  of  the  Home  of  Ccimniotii/*  a  vob.  8to. 
28«.  doth. 

TURNER -THE  HISTORY  OF  ENGLAND, 

From  the  Earlient  Period  to  the  liewlh  of  Eliiabcih.  By  Smarom  Titknkr,  K*t|*  F.A.S. 
R.A.a.L.    New  Edition*.     12  vok.  8vo.  j68,  89,  cloth,— Or,  MpKralelyt 

THE  HISTORY  of  the  ANGU>.SAXONS,    3  vols.  flvo.  ^3.  5i.  t>oird*. 

THE  HISTORY  of  ENGL.\N'0  tlurinff  the  MIU1>LE  AGE?.     5  vols.  8vo.  ^3,  bdi. 

THE  HlsniRY  of  the  RK IGX  of  HENRY  Vjll.    2  vol*,  ftvo.  26s,  ho»rdi. 

THE  REIGNS  of  EDWARD  VI.,  MARY,  anti  ELIZABETH.    2  vol*,  gvo.  32i.  bd*. 

TURNER -THE  SACRED  HISTORY  OF  THE  WORLD, 

Attempted  to  be  PhiloKO[>hicAlly  coritidered,  in  1  Sene«  of  Letter*  to  a  l^on.  By  i^HAROTt 
TuRWKii,  F.8.A.  nrid  R.A.S.t.  New  Etiilion,  etiited  by  the  Rev*  Sydnky  Tuiinbr,  a  vol*. 
pCMt  Hvo.  3l».  6d.  cloth. 

DR.  TURTON'S  MANUAL  OF  THE  LAND  AND  FRESH- 

WATER  «HELUS  of  the  BRITIi^H  ISLANDS.  A  New  Edition,  thorou^fhiy  revised  and  with 
considerable  Additiao«.  RyJoH?{  Edwaho  Okay,  Keej^er  of  thr  Ztjolofc^ical  Coltectioo  in 
tlie  Oritiih  Muieiim*    Foit  8vo,  with  W«>odcul«,  and  12  Coloured  Flntes  Jd«.  cloth* 

TWELVE  YEARS  AGO :  A  TALE. 

Uy  the  Author  of  "  Letters  to  my  Unknown  Friendi,"    Fcp.  flvo.  Id.  6d.  eloth. 

TWINING.-ON  THE  PHILOSOPHY  OF  PAINTING : 

A  Theoretical  and  FTmctical  Tteati»ef  compridn^  JUthetictin  reference  tci  Art—the  Appli 
cation  of  Rules  to  PhintiDgr-and  v.eneralUbKnationt  on  Penpective.  By  H.Twt»j>o»  E»i^ 
Imperial  6vo.  with  niuuerooi  Plate*  and  Wood  hiiirrftvingi,  21 ».  cloth. 

URE.-DICTIONARYOF  ARTS,  MANUFACTURES,  &  MINES ; 

Containing  a  clear  Exposition  of  their  Principle*  and  I'ractice.  By  ANDKibW  LjkRp  M.D. 
F.R.S.  M.G*S.  M.A*S.  Lond.:  M.  Acad.  N.L.  thilad.;  S.  Ph.  S^uc.  N.  Germ.  Hanov.  1  Mulii. 
Ike.  &c.    New  Edition^  corrected*    8vo.  with  1,240  Eofcraving*  on  Wood»  Sdia.  cloth.- Also, 

SUPPLEMENT  of  RECENT  IM  PROVEMENT9.   New  Edition.  8vo.  witliWoodcuta,  Hi,  cUith. 

YON  ORLICH.-TRAVELS  IN  INDIA; 

Incloding-i^inde  and  the  Punjab, in  lM3aiidlM3.  ByCii»t.Lii:oPoLD  VokOslich,  Translated 
froiB  theGertnna,  by  H,  Kvan»  Lloyd,  K*q.  2  voU.  8vo.  with  coloured  Front i ■pieces,  and 
numerout  JLIuatration*  oa  Wood,  2£s.  cloth. 

WALFORD.-THE  LAWS  OF  THE  CUSTOMS, 

Cctmpiled  by  Direction  of  Ihe  l^rdi  CommiMtoners  of  Her  Mnjesty'^Trcaturyjatid  publUhed 
tinder  the  .Siinction  of  the  Commii^Joner*  of  Her  Mujealy**  Cuttoma;  with  Notes  and  a 
General  Index.  Edited  by  J.  G,  WALroaD,  Eaq.  ^soacitor  for  the  Cuftom*.   8vo.  10*.  Od.cioth. 


WALKER.-CHESS  STUDIES; 


Compriainf  One  Thou*and  Gauje*  of  Che««,  a*  renUy  pTayed  bf  the  Ant  CbffU  Playera; 
fomimic  a  complete  Encyclopjediaof  Reference,  and  preaentiiif  tto«pf*tMt  Coltectioo  eJitatit 
of  line  apecinieu*  of  itratef  y  in  every  itai^t^  of  the  Game.  Selected  and  arranged  l»y  Qsviuis 
Walk  a  a.  Author  of  **  Che**  made  Easv.'^  &c.    8vo.  lOa.  fid.  tewed. 
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NEW  WORKS  AND  NEW  EDITIONS. 


WALKER.-ELEMENTA  LITUR6ICA; 

Or,  the  Churchman^a  Mirror,  for  the  Scholaatic  Study  of  the  Bo.>k  of  Comrnon  Prayer.  Br 
G.  A.  Walkbr,  A.M.,  of  ChriBt  Collenfe,  Cambridge.  New  Edition,  entirely  rearranged  and 
conaiderably  enlarged.    Fcp.  8vo.  48.  6d.  cloth. 

WARDLAW.-DISCOURSES  ON  THE  PRINCIPAL  POINTS 

OK  THK  SOCINIAN  CONTROVERSY— the  Unity  of  God,  and  the  Trinity  of  Persons  in  ib« 
Godhead ;  the  Supreme  Divinity  of  Jeaua  Christ ;  the  Doctrine  of  the  Atonement ;  the  ChristiiB 
Character,  &c.    By  Ralph  Vtardlaw,  D.D.    New  Edition,  8vo.  15s.  cloth. 


WATERTON -ESSAYS  ON  NATURAL  HISTORY, 

Chiefly  Ornithology.    By  Charles  Waterton,  Esq.,  Author  of  *'  Wanderinj 
America."     With  an  Autobioirraphy  of  the  Author,  and  Views  of  Walton 
Edition,    a  vols.  fcp.  8vo.  14b.  6d.  cloth. 

•»*  Separately— Vol.  I.  (First  Series),  8s.;  Vol.  II.  (Second  Series).  6s.  6d. 


8*. 


all. 


J: 


WEBSTER.-AN  ENCYCLOPJIDIA  OF  DOMESTIC  ECOIs'OMT; 

Comprising  such  subjects  as  are  most  immediately  connected  with  Housekeeping  •  a«.  Tbe 
Construction  of  Domestic  Edifices,  with  the  modes  of  Warming,  Ventilatiiijir,  and  Li^htin^-' 
them— A  description  of  the  various  articles  of  Furniture,  with  the  nature  of  their  Materials- 
Duties  of  Servants,  &c.  &c.  &c.  By  Thomas  Wkustrr,  F.G.S.  ;  assisted  by  the  late  Mrs 
Parkes.    New  Edition.    8vo.  with  nearly  1,000  Woodcuts.  50s.  cloth. 

WESTWOOD.-AN   INTRODUCTION    TO    THE    MODERN 

CLASSIFICATION  OF  INSECTS;  founded  on  the  Natural  Habits  and  compoundini?  Onrani- 
sation  of  the  different  Families.  By  J.  O.  Wkstwood,  F.LS.  &c.  &c.  &c.  2  vols.  8vo.  with 
numerous  Illustrations,  ^2.  7s.  cloth. 

WILBERFORCE -A  PRACTICAL  VIEW  OF  THE  PREVAIL- 
ING RELIGIOUS  SYSTEMS  of  PROFF^SED  CHRISTIANS,  in  the  Higher  and  Middle 
Classes  in  this  Country,  contrasted  with  Real  Christianity.  By  Wm  WiLBBRrnucK  Esq 
M.P.    New  Edition.    8vo.  8s.  boards. -Also,  an  Edition  in  fcp.  Svo.  price  4s.  6d.  cloth.  '  ^^* 

LADY  WILLOUGHBY'S  DIARY. 

So  much  of  the  Diary  of  Lady  Willoughby  as  relates  to  her  Domestic  History,  and  to  tbe  i 

Eventful  Period  of  King  Charles  the  First,  the  Protectorate,  and  the  Restoration  ( iGa5  to  1663)  ■ 
i^inted,  ornamented,  and  bound  in  the  style  of  the  period  to  which  TMe  Diary  refers.     New 

Edition.    In  Two  Parts.    Square  fcp.  8vo.  8s.  each,  boards ;  or  18s.  each,  bound  in  morocco  ' 

by  Hayday.  , 


WILSON. -THE  LANDS  OF  THE  BIBLE  VISITED   AND 

DESCRIBED,  in  an  Extensive  Journey  undertaken  with  specinl  reference  to  tho  promotion 
of  Biblical  Research  and  the  advancement  of  the  Cause  of  Philnnthropv.  By  Jolni  Wilson 
D.I).  F.R.S.  Honorary  President  of  the  Bombay  Branch  of  tlie  Royal  Asiatic  Society  &c' 
a  vols.  8vo.  with  Maps  and  numerous  Illustrations,  .^1.  16t>.  cloth.  ' 


WOOD. -A  PRACTICAL  TREATISE  ON  RAILROADS, 

And  Interior  Communication  in  General ;  containing  numerous  Experiments  on  the  Powers 
of  the  Improved  Locomotive  Engines,  and  Table:^  of  the  comparative  Cost  of  Conveyance  on 
Canals,  Railways,  and  Turnpike  Roads.  By  Nicholas  Wood,  Memb.  Inst.  Civ.  knir  &r 
New  Edition.    8vo.  with  Plates  and  Woodcuts,  31s.  6d.  cloth.  '^  * 


WOODCOCK.-SCRIPTURE  LANDS: 

Being  a  Visit  to  the  Scenes  of  the  Bible.    By  the  Rev.  W.  J.  Woodcock,  St.  Agnes,  Nb«s.m    i 
^Vw  Providence.    With  4  coloured  Plates.    Post  8vo.  IDs.  6d.  cloth. 

"  Thi*  ia  a  very  entrtiininij  joumtl.  Tlw  auUior  lAwlrd  Kt  Bejrrout.nn'l  pnnpini;  throuirh  I)iunt«ru<i  .u-,,!  Tjbt  rL» 
to  Jrru!i.ilpni,  from  thrncf  di^erKvd  tu  Uie  mmt  irmarkiihlp  placM  In  the  ll<»ly  I  .ind  To  ihoM-  w|i,.  t.ikr  ;,n  intew^t 
m  the  nr««eat  circumsUnre*  of'Jurl**  *i-  riiii  "AWy  recommirnd  this  volume,    lli*  diatbor's  vi«'i»  ui  tljr  tr:i,iiti..n,  7f 


f  plucrs  Krr  quite  those  which  mv.  shuuld  take  oui-Mlvea." 
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ZUMPT'S  GRAMMAR  OF  THE  LATIN  LANGUAGE. 

Translated  and  adapted  for  the  use  of  English  Students,  with  the  Author*s  nanction  and 
co-operation,  by  Dr.  L.  Schmitz,  F.R.S.E.,  Rector  of  the  High  School  of  tidinhunrh  • 
with  copious  Corrections  and  Additions  communicatetl  to  Dr.  Schmitz,  for  the  authorised 
English  Translation,  by  Professor  ZUMPF.    New  Edition,  corrected,    hvo.  Us.  cloth. 
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